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THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


PROLOGUE. 


I. 


IHE  place  is  Esbrough,  a  rising — not  yet  risen — town  in 


JL  the  North  of  England.  The  time  is  eleven  o’clock,  on 
the  last  night  of  the  year  1849. 

Myles  Cuolahan,  standing  on  the  steps  of  the  Packhorse 
and  Talbot  public-house,  recognises  his  acquaintance,  Mr. 
Paul  Bayliss,  who  is  passing  down  the  High  Street  on  his 
way  home.  Seizing  him  in  a  very  friendly  manner  by  the 
arm,  he  gives  him  “  Good  evening.” 

“  Ay,  ay !  good-night,  Myles ;  good-night,”  says  Bayliss, 
trying  to  pass  on,  and  with  the  roughness  of  one  who  does 
not  wish  to  be  stopped  ;  but  the  strong  fingers  that  clutch 
the  sleeve  of  his  rough  pilot-coat  hold  him  too  tightly  ;  he 
cannot  slip  from  their  grasp. 

“  Ye’ll  not  have  the  heart  to  say  no  to  a  glass  of  just 
whativer  ye  like  best  with  Myles  Cuolahan  this  nightj  Misther 
Bayliss ;  an’  if  ye  do’  I’ll  not  belave  ye,  nor  be  the  mane 
man  to  tak’  ye  at  your  word  nayther.  So  there  !  ”  he  cries, 
making  a  move  of  a  yard  or  so  in  the  direction  of  mine  host 
of  the  Packhorse’s  snug  red-curtained  parlour. 

There  is  a  suspicion  of  mellowness  in  the  tone  of  voice  in 
which  Bayliss’s  captor  says  this  ;  and  Bayliss  replies — 

“  But  you  must  let  me  say  no,  and  thank  ye  with  it, 
Cuolahan,  lad.” 

“  It’s  New  Year’s  Eve,”  urges  Myles,  never  relaxing  his 
grip  of  Bayliss’s  coat  sleeve,  “  an’  divil’s  the  bit  o’  luck  ye’ll 
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have  the  year  to  come,  Misther  Bayliss,  if  ye  don’t  have  one 
glass  of  whisky  wi’  me  on  this  present  occasion.” 

A  shrewd  observer,  noting  the  look  on  the  Englishman’s 
face  as  the  Irishman  said  this,  would  probably  have  inferred 
that  the  goddess  Fortune  could  not  well  treat  Paul  Bayliss 
worse  in  the  year  to  come  than  she  had  done  in  the  year  past. 
Which,  indeed,  was  nearly  true. 

“  Ye’ll  come  into  the  Packhorse  ?”  said  Myles. 

“No,  no,  Cuolahan,”  Bayliss  persisted;  “I’ll  not  take 
another  glass  this  year;  and  I’ll  just  remind  you,  my  lad, 
you’ve  got  the  walk  to  Back  End  before  you,  and  if  you  like 
to  walk  with  me  as  far  as  I  go,  I’ll  be  glad  of  your  company ; 
and  if  not,  I’ll  wish  you  a  happy  new  year  when  it  comes, 
and  say  good- night.” 

“  Tell  that  to  the  marines  for  a  tale,  Misther  Bayliss,” 
cried  Myles  ;  “  ye’ll  not  be  for  Back  End  yet.” 

“  Yes,  but  I  shall,”  said  Bayliss,  sinking  his  voice  to  the 
tone  of  a  confidential  whisper.  “  You  see,  Myles,  if  I’m  out 
many  seconds  after  our  kitchen  clock  strikes  eleven,  either 
on  New  Year’s  Eve  or  any  other  eve,  we  don’t  want  vinegar 
with  our  cabbage  for  a  week  after.  My  sister  Barbara  is,  I 
suppose,  about  as  near  perfection  as  a  mortal  Methodist  can 
be.  Now  you  understand.” 

He  tapped  Myles  playfully  on  the  shoulder,  and  freed 
himself  from  his  grasp. 

Under  the  lamp  at  the  street-door  of  the  Packhorse  and 
Talbot,  Myles  Cuolahan  winked  a  wink  of  passing  compre¬ 
hension.  Then  he  responded  to  Bayliss’s  invitation  to  walk 
home  with  him. 

“  Misther  Bayliss,”  he  said,  “I’d  come  out  just  to  take  a 
momentary  peep  at  the  stars  and  all  the  other  heavenly 
bodies — including,  av  coorse,  the  planets  and  the  comets — 
when  who  should  I  see  but  yourself,  looking  as  brave  as  the 
best  of  them ;  an’  what  would  I  do  in  dacency  but  ask  you 
to  step  in  and  dhrink  a  glass  with  me  ?  It’s  hard  that  you 
won’t,  on  you  and  on  me.  But  I  am  not  the  boy  to  be  after 
getting  you  into  trouble  with  a  lady — least  of  all  Miss 
Barbara  Bayliss.  Bless  her  purty  eyes ! — if  they  are  purty, 
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which.  I  don’t  rightly  remember.  An’,  thanking  yon  all  the 
same,  I’ll  not  want  for  company  home  as  far  as  I  go,  an’ 
farther.  Johnny’s  inside”  —  pointing  over  his  shoulder. 
“  Somebody  ’ll  have  to  see  Johnny  home  to  his  own  door,  an’ 
it’s  likely  I’ll  be  the  man.” 

As  Cuolahan  finished  speaking,  there  was  a  shuffling  noise 
of  footsteps  on  the  stone  floor  of  the  passage.  Both  Myles 
and  Bayliss  looked  round,  as  the  Company,  in  the  form  of 
“P.  Bayliss  &  Co.,  Ironfounders,  General  and  Jobbing 
Smiths,  &c.  &c.,  Holcotes,  near  Esbrough,”  came  slowly  but 
surely  into  the  full  light  of  the  lamp  which  hung  over  the 
door  of  the  inn,  and  advertised  boldly,  in  red  glass  and  white 
letters,  those  neat  wines  and  genuine  spirits  the  said  Com¬ 
pany  loved  too  well. 

The  mood  of  the  Company,  as  convoyed  by  two  boon  fellows 
he  reached  the  threshold,  was  thickly  sportive. 

‘  What — sort — of- — night  ....  eh,  Myles  ?  ”  he  asked,  in 
seven  very  deliberate  jerks,  before  he  steadied  himself  against 
the  door-post. 

“  Hould  your  whisht,  Johnny:  here’s  Bayliss!”  said 
Cuolahan,  in  his  friend’s  ear. 

The  Company,  whose  faculties  were  not  at  their  brightest, 
had  failed  to  notice  the  presence  of  the  head  of  the  firm. 
Cuolahan’s  hint  fell  short  of  its  purpose  also;  for  Johnny 
Armstrong  only  said,  “  Eh  ?  ”  with  a  very  wide  sense  of 
interrogation  generally.  “We’re  going  down  to  the  York¬ 
shire  Grey.  Let  him  come  if  he  likes.” 

“  Johnny,”  said  Myles,  giving  his  friend  a  good  shake,  “  you 
don’t  hear  me.  Look  round  you,  man  ;  it’s  Misther  Bayliss.” 

Johnny  being  now  made  to  understand,  suddenly  lost  his 
jovial  tone,  and  became  absurdly  dignified. 

He  looked  sulkily  at  his  partner,  and  resented  with  some 
spirit  the  uncalled-for  innuendo  conveyed  in  the  offer  of  a 
friendly  arm  to  support  him. 

But  his  legs  most  inopportunely  spoke  the  truth  in  the 
plainest  language ;  and  having  served  him  this  shabby  trick, 
left  him  at  the  mercy  of  Cuolahan  and  Bayliss,  who,  taking  his 
arm  in  theirs,  turned  his  back  for  him  on  the  Yorkshire  Grey 


IO 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


and  the  convoy  who  had  brought  him  from  the  parlour  of  the 
Packhorse,  and  walked  him  off  in  the  direction  of  Marsh 
Road,  a  mile  and  a  half  away  in  the  outskirts  of  Esbrough. 
Their  way  led  through  the  town,  where,  though  it  was  eleven 
o’clock,  the  shops  were  ablaze  with  gas,  and  thronged  with 
customers. 

For  it  is  Friday  night,  and  the  streets,  which  at  Christmas 
time  are  almost  like  a  fair,  are  crowded  with  buyers  and 
lookers-on  ;  people  with  baskets,  and  good  folk  who  have  come 
out  to  stare  about  them,  see  the  sights  in  the  shop-windows, 
enjoy  the  bustle,  hear  the  politic  patter  of  Cheap  Jack,  and 
spend  divers  pence,  one  at  a  time,  for  the  privilege  of  an 
interview  with  the  u  Giant  American  Sisters,  the  Fattest 
Women  in  the  World,”  the  largest  horse  ever  known,  the 
curious  blue  ring  tailed  “  Gorilla  Ape  from  Central  Africay,” 
and  other  vaunted  celebrities  of  the  market-place. 

Being  still  Christmas  time,  everything  to  eat  is  bedecked 
with  holly,  and  the  darkest  shops  are  bright  with  unac¬ 
customed  lights.  In  the  by-streets,  New  Year’s  Eve  is  kept 
in  every  house  where  there  are  children  or  old  people :  kept 
mostly  in  the  simple  fashion  of  something  extra  to  eat  and 
drink.  In  the  public-houses,  that  orthodox  tribe,  the  topers, 
who  neglect  no  privileged  occasion  of  rejoicing,  keep  the 
feast  after  their  own  manner,  and  as  they  keep  every  feast, 
saint’s  day  or  holiday,  either  of  State  or  Church,  by  making 
it  a  day  more  than  usually  unholy.  It  is  a  night  when  the 
pulse  of  the  noisy  little  manufacturing  town,  always  quick 
and  active,  beats  fierce  and  feverish.  For  generally,  as  be¬ 
comes  a  young  town  whose  future  is  all  before  it,  by  eleven 
o’clock  its  lights  are  put  out,  and  the  workers  are  in  bed  and 
asleep,  and  nothing  is  left  stirring  but  the  policeman  who 
keeps  watch  and  ward. 

The  stream  of  people  in  the  streets  is  already  setting  home¬ 
ward,  but  not  before  the  butchers’  shops  have  been  pretty 
nearly  cleared  of  the  great  piles  of  yellow  and  red  meat,  on 
which  Esbrough  housewives  look  with  loving  but  critical  eyes ; 
not  before  the  grocer,  wiping  his  brow,  has  remarked,  with  a 
sober  joy  that  will  lend  a  brightness  to  next  Sunday’s  services, 
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the  lightness  of  his  shelves  and  the  fulness  of  his  till ;  not 
before  the  fruiterer  has  got  rid  of  those  pyramids  of  golden 
oranges,  bursting  figs,  brown  nuts,  and  rosy  apples,  which 
will  form  the  children’s  feast  of  the  morrow. 

As  Cuolahan  and  Bayliss,  with  their  staggering  charge, 
pass  through  the  full  streets,  they  meet  plenty  of  people  they 
know.  But  J ohnny  Armstrong’s  ways  are  familiar,  and  they 
only  remark  to  each  other — 

“  It’s  Johnny  :  they’re  taking  him  home.” 

Observe,  that  it  is  a  bad  sign  when  a  man  past  thirty  is 
called  by  the  diminutive  Christian  name  that  belongs  to  a  boy. 
Armstrong  the  toper — for  he  had  no  other  occupation — was, 
with  all  the  world  except  his  wife,  “  Johnny,”  and  nothing 
else.  In  the  last  ten  years  he  had  been  steadily  drinking, 
drinking  and  singing  songs,  had  done  no  manner  of  work, 
got  no  money,  and  cared  to  get  none.  People  began  to 
whisper  that  Johnny  Armstrong  was  coming  to  the  end  of 
his  resources;  it  was  even  said  that  he  had  begun  to  raise 
money  by  means  of  the  house  with  the  three  golden  balls. 
And  his  wife  was  growing  more  and  more  careful  as  the 
inevitable  day  of  destitution  drew  near. 

“  It’s  Johnny  Armstrong  going  home.  Happy  Hew  Year, 
all  three !  Johnny’s  drunk  as  usual.  A  pretty  New  Year 
he’ll  spend,  poor  fellow  !  ” 

Ay!  another  New  Year’s  Day  would  be  his.  For  it  was 
the  last  time  he  was  to  stagger  home. 

Johnny  Armstrong  had  sung  his  last  song,  smoked  his  last 
pipe,  drained  his  last  glass,  and  was  staggering  blindly  down 
the  street  to  meet  his  miserable  doom — drunk. 

They  left  the  town  behind  them  and  walked  along  the  road 
in  the  open  country.  In  the  fields  it  was  a  clear,  cold  Christ¬ 
mas  night ;  the  stars  as  bright  as  on  that  eve  when  the  angels 
sang  their  song — the  only  song  of  heaven  ever  heard  on  earth, 
and  the  shepherds  listened  and  wondered  with  hearts  that 
burned  within  them;  one  of  those  nights  when  the  world 
seems  to  have  forgotten  its  troubles  and  to  be  at  peace  for 
ever ;  when  you  might  wander  abroad  like  the  great  Sheikh 
Abraham,  listening  and  waiting  for  the  word  of  the  Lord. 
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To  him  it  came  in  a  Voice;  to  us  it  comes  in  a  restful  calm 
and  trust. 

But  the  holy  stillness  of  the  night  found  no  reflection  in 
the  hearts  of  the  three  men  as  they  walked  along  the  frost- 
bound  road.  The  one  idea  that  possessed  Armstrong  was 
that  of  making  Bayliss  believe  that  nobody  was  so  much 
surprised  at  the  unreasonable  refusal  of  his  legs  to  carry  him 
steadily  as  their  owner  was  himself.  As  if  Bayliss  was 
ignorant  of  his  partner’s  weaknesses !  Bayliss,  cogitating  of 
the  hopelessly  insolvent  state  of  the  firm  of  which  he  was  the 
head  and  Armstrong  the  tail,  speculated  on  his  chance  of 
getting  rid  of  Johnny  without  an  hour’s  delay,  and  then 
wheedling  his  sister  out  of  another  loan ;  or  making  a  new 
appearance  in  the  Gazette.  Myles  Cuolahan’s  conscience 
smote  him  hard  for  having  left  an  appreciative  company  of 
particularly  jolly  fellows  just  as  the  ball  was  rolling  fastest, 
and  his  sense  of  what  was  decent  in  the  way  of  behaviour 
being  thus  outraged  by  his  own  wilful  act,  the  light-hearted 
Celt  was  as  gloomy  as  Myles  could  be.  So,  without  having 
interchanged  many  words  by  the  way,  they  leave  Johnny 
at  the  wicket-gate  of  his  little  garden  at  Back  End.  He 
staggers  up  the  path  alone.  His  wife,  who  is  waiting  up  for 
him,  hearing  his  well-known  footsteps  on  the  stones  outside, 
springs  to  her  feet  and  runs  to  open  the  door.  It  is  no  new 
sight  to  her,  this  of  her  husband’s  slow  and  heavy  entry. 
She  is  not  surprised  when  he  sits  at  the  table,  and,  leaning 
his  head  upon  his  hands,  falls  sound  asleep.  She  goes  on 
quickly  with  her  work,  her  thin,  nimble  fingers  setting  stitch 
after  stitch.  Not  even  a  sigh — not  even  a  reproach  :  for  this 
wife  has  passed  all  that.  She  is  tied  to  a  drunkard,  and  she 
knows  that  her  fate  is  beyond  all  hope.  Other  men  may 
change.  The  passionate  man  may  grow  calm  and  long- 
suffering  ;  the  wilful  man  may  listen  kindly  to  the  voice  of 
reason ;  the  selfish  man  may — I  have  never  known  a  case, 
but  he  may — learn  to  feel  sympathy  for  others ;  the  cruel 
man  become  softened ;  the  malicious  man  may  become 
generous ;  the  nervous,  contented ;  the  improvident  man  may 
take  to  the  ways  of  thrift :  but  the  drunkard  never  improves. 
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For  him  there  is  but  one  remedy;  and  since  he  seldom  takes 
it,  there  is  but  one  end — misery,  shame,  an  unhonoured  and 
premature  old  age.  Look  at  Johnny  Armstrong  as  he  sleeps 
in  his  chair !  In  those  swelling  veins,  that  red  and  bloated 
face,  that  hair  grey  too  soon,  would  you  recognise  the  hand¬ 
some  young  fellow,  the  last  of  the  Armstrong  race,  owners  of 
Esbrough  for  seven  hundred  years,  who  brought  home  with 
him,  ten  years  ago,  his  bonny  bride  from  the  Border  country, 
where  the  Armstrongs  first  came  from?  How  handsome  he 
was  then !  How  hopeful  was  the  household !  How  full  of 
projects  was  its  master  for  the  restoration  of  the  fallen 
Armstrong  fortunes  !  And  for  her,  his  wife,  who  can  tell  the 
tragedy  of  a  life  wasted  and  hopes  shattered  ?  There  is  no 
tragedy  in  history,  no  drama  of  the  Greek  stage,  grander, 
more  sublime,  more  full  of  pity  and  terror,  than  that  of  a 
woman’s  life,  as  the  hero  of  her  youthful  love  slowly,  bit  by 
bit — not  letting  fall  a  borrowed  drapery,  but  adding  others 
to  his  own  features,  putting  out  new  and  hideous  limbs  as  a 
tree  puts  forth  new  branches — develops  into  a  monster  like 
the  laidly  worm  of  Dunstanburgh.  It  is  a  tragedy  which 
has  never  been  written,  perhaps  because  we  see  it  before  us 
every  day.  Some  day,  another  Shakespeare  shall  put  it  on 
the  stage  for  us. 

“I  am  going  to  bed,  John,”  she  said  at  last,  as  the  clock 
struck  one,  shaking  him  by  the  shoulder. 

He  looked  up,  shook  his  head,  and  went  to  sleep  again. 
She  put  away  her  work,  raked  out  the  last  embers  of  the  fire, 
took  away  the  candle,  and  went  upstairs. 

At  two,  Johnny  Armstrong  woke  again,  stupid,  cold,  trying 
to  think. 

“  Bayliss,”  he  said — “Bayliss  is  to  come  to-morrow  to  pay 
his  rent.”  Then  he  struck  a  match  and  looked  about  for 
the  candle.  Then  he  slipped  something  from  his  pocket 
and  stooped  to  find  it.  The  light  dropped  out  of  his  hand, 
his  head  grew  heavy  as  lead,  and  he  lay  along  the  floor  insen¬ 
sible  and  breathing  stertorously. 

Presently  a  little  wreath  of  light  smoke  crept  stealthily 
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■upwards,  as  if  avoiding  the  sleeper’s  face  ;  then  there  came  a 
dull-red  glow,  visible,  had  Johnny  Armstrong’s  eyes  been 
open,  which  they  were  not,  between  the  boards  of  the  carpet¬ 
less  floor  where  the  lighted  match  had  fallen;  then  the  glow 

Tightened  into  a  broad  light  with  crackling  and  sputtering 
°.  wood,  for  the  laths  of  the  ceiling  were  on  fire,  and  in  the 
kitchen  below  the  flame  was  running  out  tongues  of  fire  here 
and  there,  that  caught  the  wainscoting  of  the  old  house,  crept 
behind  the  wall  with  the  whispered  hiss  of  a  serpent,  and 
mounted  higher  and  higher,  intent  to  destroy,  but  resolved 
upon  silence  till  the  moment  for  decisive  action  arrived.  The 
woman  slept  upstairs,  dreaming  of  her  Northumbrian  home 
or  of  the  unborn  child. 

Downstairs  her  husband,  Johnny  Armstrong,  lay  snoring 
loudly,  too  drunk  for  any  dreams. 

Fire !  fire !  The  flames  were  roaring  and  screaming  as 
they  devoured  the  last  rafter  of  Johnny  Armstrong’s  cottage 
and  what  had  been,  an  hour  before,  a  man  with  his  infinite 
possibilities  was  now  an  impossible  heap  of  ashes,  useless  for 

When  the  clock  struck  three,  the  terrified  people,  some 
dozen  or  so  from  the  neighbouring  works,  were  carrying  to 
the  nearest  place  of  shelter,  the  works  themselves,  for  no 
other  house  stood  near  Johnny  Armstrong’s,  the  one  thing 
saved  from  the  fire— his  wife.  Two  or  three  women  followed 
the  men  as  they  bore  her,  helpless  and  swooning,  from  the 
scene  of  the  disaster.  The  town  was  asleep.  Too  late  heltt 
came.  The  bright  light  in  the  sky  above 
lad  quite  faded  out  before  the  engine  started  from  Esbrough 
Lay  her  m  the  foundry-it  is  the  only  place,”  said  one.  ‘ 

They  spoke  m  whispers;  for  in  face  of  a  great  calamity, 
we  are  in  a  kind  of  church,  conscious  of  our  own  weakness 
recognismg,  in  spite  of  ourselves,  the  dangers  that  surround 
us.  She  opened  her  eyes  and  moaned.  They  made  haste  to 
lay  hei  down  on  some  rough  bed  extemporised  out  of  work¬ 
men  s  coats.  ^  It  was  a  long,  low  shed,  lit  here  and  there  by 
aming  gas  jets,  roofed  with  a  great  glass  arch,  of  which  half 
panes  were  broken,  those,  namely,  at  the  upper  end 
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where  the  furnace  stood,  and  through  the  broken  glass  you 
might  watch,  if  you  looked  up — though  these  men  never  did 
look  up — the  tranquil  stars  gazing  upon  the  scene.  And  you 
might  fancy  they  gazed  with  a  sort  of  curiosity,  as  if  here 
was  a  noticeable  thing  in  the  world’s  history.  Noticeable 
indeed,  though  it  happens  every  day,  for  a  child  was  to  be 
born,  and  a  woman  was  to  die.  The  working-men  never 
looked  round,  hearing  and  seeing  nothing  but  the  surly  roar¬ 
ing  of  the  furnace,  and  watching  for  the  moment  to  begin  the 
pouring  out.  In  front  of  the  fire,  dressed  in  some  rough 
wraps,  kept  wet,  were  those  whose  duty  it  was  to  guide  the 
streaming  mass  of  molten  metal  into  the  ladles,  great  iron 
buckets  with  huge  handles,  which  stood  ready  to  receive  it 
when  the  time  should  come ;  and  close  at  hand  were  the 
moulds,  long  prisons  as  they  seemed,  cut  regularly  in  the 
floor. 

Johnny  Armstrong’s  wife  they  had  laid  at  the  other  end 
of  the  shed.  She  was  left  alone  with  the  women  behind  a 
rude  screen  of  canvas  and  shawls.  Presently,  these  gathered 
close  round  her  under  the  gas  flame  over  their  heads. 

“John,”  she  murmured  faintly,  with  lips  that  grew  whiter 
every  moment,  “John,  dear  John,  don’t  drink  it  all;  leave 
something  for  the  baby  and  me — leave  something,  John.” 

John  would  drink  no  more ;  but  that  she  did  not  know. 
They  laid  her  baby  by  her  side.  She  revived  for  a  moment 
to  kiss  the  new-born  cheek,  so  soft,  so  fragile;  then  she 
looked  round  her,  and  saw  the  women  bending  over  her. 
All  was  strange  to  her  in  these  last  moments  when  life  was 
ebbing  away. 

“  It’s  a  boy,  dear,”  said  one ;  “  a  beautiful  boy.” 

“  Try  to  bear  up,  poor  thing !  ”  said  another,  in  kindly 
accents. 

But  she  lay  back  on  the  rough  bed  quite  still,  and  they 
saw  she  was  dead. 

“  Let  be ;  let  be  !  ”  said  a  man,  Myles  Cuolahan,  no  other ; 
his  face  was  blackened,  his  hair  singed,  and  clothes  torn,  and 
his  hand  bleeding.  “  My  Biddy  will  take  the  child.  ’Twill 
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do  instead  of  tlie  little  one  we  buried  last  week.  God  bless 
him  !  ” 

Presently  came  the  doctor,  too  late.  By  this  time  the  iron, 
molten,  was  pouring  out  from  the  furnace  in  a  white  stream 
into  the  ladles.  As  they  dragged  them  to  the  moulds  it 
streamed  across  the  floor  in  rivulets  of  silver. 

“Strong !  ”  cried  the  woman  who  held  the  child ;  “  he’s  the 
strongest  baby  I  ever  handled.  Give  me  another  pin,  and 
he’ll  be  beautiful.  To  think,  poor  lamb,  that  his  mother  only 
just  had  time  to  set  her  eyes  on  him  !  ” 

“  The  mother  is  dead,”  said  the  doctor,  though  they  knew 
that  already.  “  Poor  thing !  the  fright  has  killed  her. 
Where  is  her  drunken  husband  ?  ” 

Nobody  answered  for  a  while. 

“Myles  Cuolahan  saved  her,”  said  one,  pointing  to  the 
shrinking  hero,  who  had  that  night  performed  a  deed  worthy 
to  be  chronicled  among  the  gests  even  of  the  London  Fire 
Brigade ;  “  but  her  husband  was  not  in  the  bedroom.” 

“  Perhaps  he  never  went  home.” 

“  But  he  did ;  he  was  taken  home  to  his  own  door.” 

“  Then  he” - 

“He’s  dead,”  said  Myles.  “Burned  in  the  fire,  he  is. 
Poor  Johnny  Armstrong!  The  drink  was  in  him,  and  he 
hadn’t  the  sinse  to  get  out.” 

The  doctor  shook  his  head  and  looked  at  the  speaker,  who 
turned  away  his  face  uneasily,  for  he  read  in  the  doctor’s  eyes 
the  warning  to  himself  that  was  left  unspoken. 

“  Come,  come !  ”  he  said,  turning  to  the  woman  who  held 
the  child,  “  we  must  see  after  the  living.  Now  then,  Mrs. 
Cuolahan,  let  us  .  .  .  ” — he  glanced  at  the  furnace,  the 
streaming  metal,  the  men  of  the  night  shift,  the  lurid  light 
that  played  upon  the  poor  helpless  bundle  in  the  woman’s 
arms,  and  hesitated  for  a  moment — “  now  then,  let  us  look 
at  this  Son  of  Vulcan.” 
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II. 

FIVE  and  twenty  years  ago  ill  news  flew  as  fast  at  Esbrough 
as  at  places  more  and  less  important.  But  it  was  nearly 
breakfast-time  with  Paul  Bayliss  when  the  news  of  Johnny 
Armstrong’s  death  reached  him :  for  the  simple  reason  that 
nobody  thought  of  starting  off  to  fetch  him,  in  the  excitement 
of  the  fire  and  the  anxiety  of  the  scene  that  followed  it.  So 
Bayliss  snored  while  his  partner  and  his  partner’s  house  were 
perishing.  But  the  morning  brought  the  news  to  him.  A 
puddler  from  the  works  came  over  to  his  sister’s  house  to  tell 
him,  as  it  was  argued  among  the  men  that  he  was  one  of 
those  who  “  ought  to  know.”  Not  that  it  was  felt  he  could 
do  anything  in  particular  pending  the  coroner’s  inquest,  but, 
in  general  terms,  the  opinion  was  expressed  that  he  should 
be  told.  The  volunteer  who  arrived  with  the  message  did 
not  even  get  thanks  for  his  pains.  Bayliss  was  too  much 
moved  by  his  news  to  be  punctilious  in  the  matter  of  the 
minor  civilities.  In  one  second  he  was  out  of  bed.  In  six 
minutes  he  was  striding  along  at  a  swinging  pace  to  the 
scene  of  the  catastrophe. 

We  have  to  see  more  of  him,  and  may  describe  him  at  once. 
Paul  Bayliss  is  now  a  man  of  about  thirty  years  of  age — 
the  same  age  as  his  partner,  Johnny  Armstrong,  dead  and 
gone.  He  is  a  man  rather  below  the  middle  height,  fresh- 
coloured,  healthy,  vigorous  of  appearance.  Perhaps  his  eyes 
are  too  small  and  too  close  together ;  perhaps  it  is  his  chin, 
which  is  coarse  and  full ;  perhaps  it  is  something  about  his 
mouth,  which  is  large,  and  generally  a  little  open ;  perhaps 
it  is  the  redness  of  his  hair  and  whiskers ;  perhaps  it  is  his 
big,  heavy  nose ;  perhaps  it  is  the  presence  of  all  these 
features  together,  which  gives  the  impression  that  Paul 
Bayliss  would  be  a  man  of  passably  good  looks,  if  something 
were  not  in  the  way.  He  is  not  a  handsome  man,  nor  is  he 
even  prepossessing.  On  the  other  hand,  he  has  a  free,  open 
way  with  him.  He  laughs  loudly ;  he  tells  a  story ;  he  is 
always  ready  to  say  the  proper  thing  that  stands  for  sym- 
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pathy ;  he  can  sing  a  good  song ;  he  can  drink  with  any  man 
of  his  inches,  and  does  too,  when  he  gets  the  chance  of  doing 
it  for  nothing.  He  is  affable  to  every  one.  He  never  forgets 
a  face,  to  commit  which  fault  has  brought  thousands  of  short¬ 
sighted  men  to  grief.  He  pays  his  way  as  far  as  he  can,  and 
would  wish  to  owe  no  man  anything.  And  yet,  with  all  these 
admirable  qualities,  Paul  is  not  popular.  To  be  sure,  he  has 
had,  as  he  is  never  tired  of  saying,  luck  dead  against  him.  To 
be  only  thirty,  and  to  have  failed  as  a  blacksmith  and  imple¬ 
ment-maker,  the  trade  to  which  he  was  brought  up — as  a 
farmer  and  seedsman,  the  trade  which  he  tried  nest — and  as 
an  auctioneer  and  estate  agent ;  and  now,  to  be  in  a  bad  way 
as  a  farmer  and  jobbing  smith,  shows  a  malignity  of  fate 
against  which  few  men  could  struggle.  At  the  same  time, 
there  are  not  wanting  those  who  say  that  Paul  Bayliss  has 
only  himself  to  thank ;  that  he  had  good  chances,  and  that, 
if  he  could  have  kept  out  of  the  way  of  Johnny  Armstrong, 
and  the  seductions  of  his  convivial  set,  he  would  not  have 
failed  in  any  of  his  undertakings,  and  might  have  been  a 
well-to-do  man  by  this  time.  But  with  all  this,  he  was  still 
a  hopeful  man,  and  had  one  answer  always  ready  for  the 
“candid”  remarks  of  friends:  “You  wait  till  I  turn  up 
trumps.”  To  the  friends  it  seemed  that  the  turn  of  his  suit 
never  came.  Candour  compelled  them  to  express  a  pious 
doubt  that  it  ever  would  come.  Such  was  Paul  Bayliss  at 
the  time  my  story  begins.  We  left  him,  with  busy  mind 
and  quick  strides,  making  the  best  of  his  way  to  the  hot 
ashes  of  Johnny  Armstrong’s  roof-tree. 

A  mile  on  his  way  was  a  point  where  three  roads  met. 
Pie  came  to  a  stop.  After  all,  four  blackened  walls  and  a 
heap  of  charred  debris  could  have  nothing  more  to  tell  him 
than  he  knew  already.  Myles  Cuolahan,  on  the  other  hand, 
might  know  a  good  deal  more.  He  had  learned  from  the 
messenger  the  brave  part  played  by  the  Irishman,  and  he 
took  the  road  that  led  to  Myles’s  habitation.  He  came 
presently  to  a  row  of  small  two-storey  houses,  all  exactly  alike, 
all  with  green  doors,  green  shutters,  white  blinds,  only  some 
of  them  whiter  than  others ;  all  bearing  an  air  of  meekness 
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and  dependence,  which  proclaimed  the  fact  that  they  were 
occupied  by  the  employes  at  the  works.  Even  at  this  early 
hour,  their  tenants,  heads  of  the  families,  were  away  at  the 
factory.  The  door  of  the  first,  like  all  the  rest,  stood  hospi¬ 
tably  back,  and  opened,  as  is  the  practice  of  such  doors,  upon 
the  living-room.  In  this  room — his  throat  tied  round  with 
a  red  silk  handkerchief,  dressed  in  a  thick  pea-jacket,  rusty 
black  hat,  and  a  dilapidated  pair  of  trousers,  such  duds  and 
gleanings  in  the  way  of  clothes  as  his  friends  could  lend  him 
to  replace  the  garments  destroyed  by  the  fire — sat  Myles 
Cuolahan.  Myles — a  little  man,  thin  and  spare,  with  a  sharp, 
clear-cut  nostril,  black  eyes  as  bright  as  beads  and  as  clear 
as  a  bell,  crisp  curly  black  hair,  thin  cheeks,  and  a  long 
straight  chin — was  sitting  on  an  inverted  bos,  his  own  pack- 
box,  in  front  of  the  fire  ;  in  his  lips  was  a  pipe,  but  it  was 
empty ;  and  in  his  arms — Bayliss  noticed  it  with  great 
surprise — hugged  by  about  the  biggest  pair  of  hands  that 
ever  belonged  to  man,  was  a  baby ;  and  to  the  baby — a  tiny 
creature,  wrapped  and  swathed  in  flannel,  with  its  little  face 
sleepily  turned  upwards — Myles  was  singing,  in  a  high-toned 
voice  that  might  have  been  heard  miles  off,  some  sort  of 
nonsense,  a  reminiscence  of  his  native  country  and  his  own 
childish  days : — 

“  A  turf  and  a  clod 
Spells  Nabuchod ; 

A  knife  and  a  razor 
Spells  Nabuchodnezzar ; 

A  silver  spoon  and  a  gold  ring 
Spells  Nabuchodnezzar  the  king  ; 

An  old  pair  of  slippers,  and  a  new  pair  of  shoes, 

Spells  Nabuchodnezzar  the  king  of  the  Jews.” 

As  for  the  tune,  it  was  a  queer  old  Irish  melody.  Moore 
never  heard  it,  fortunately,  and  so  you  will  not  find  it  in  those 
five  big  volumes,  where  there  is  so  much  sweet  old  music, 
and  so  much  sugary,  brand-new  sentiment.  I  heard  an 
imitation  of  it  myself  the  other  day,  played  and  sung  by  a 
young  lady,  to  some  affecting  words  about  love  and  parting, 
which  made  me  laugh,  because  I  thought  of  Myles  and 
Nabuchod. 
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He  beat  time  to  the  music  with,  his  right  hand,  keeping 
the  left  leg  a  foot  and  a  half  or  so  above  the  ground,  so  as  to 
preserve  the  equilibrium  of  the  baby.  Paul  Bayliss  moved 
softly  towards  him. 

“  ‘  A  turf  and  a  clod  spells  Nabuchod.’ 

Thim’s  Irish  hieroglyphics,  Masther  Johnny  Armstrong. 
There’s  Egyptian  hieroglyphics,  too ;  but  I’ll  tell  ye  all 
about  thim  when  you  get  older  and  I  get  wiser.  Faith, 
now,  ye  see,  there’s  room  for  improvement  for  both  of  us. 
Don’t  shut  your  eyes  again,  ye  little  divil.  The  strongest 
babby  I  ever  see.  Keep  ’em  wide  open,  for  manners,  while 
I’m  talking  to  ye.  And  never  a  cry  since  ye  was  born ! 
Why  don’t  ye  cry,  thin,  with  your  father  burned  to  a  cinder, 
and  nothing  better,  Lord  forgive  us !  than  a  handful  of  sut 
and  ashes,  and  yer  mother  lying  in  her  cowld  coffin,  ye 
ungrateful  little  divil. 

*  A  knife  and  a  razor  spells  Nabuchodnez-zar.’  ” 

Bayliss  had  not  made  his  entrance  heard.  He  now  stepped 
up  to  Myles,  and  touched  him  on  the  shoulder. 

<c  Cuolahan !  ” 

The  Irishman,  startled,  dropped  his  left  leg,  and  brought 
up  his  right  with  a  sudden  jerk  that  caught  the  infant, 
fortunately,  in  the  safest  place  possible,  and  threw  it  a  good 
foot  or  so  into  the  air.  Myles  caught  it  cleverly  in  his 
two  great  open  hands. 

“  Bedad,  now,  Paul  Bayliss,  ’tis  easy  to  see  ye’re  not  a 
married  man.  Stealin’  on  a  man  in  that  secret  way,  when 
lie’s  got  a  few  hours’  old  babby  in  his  arms,  and  his  wife 
washin’  up,  and  the  babby  might  have  been  bruk,  and  kilt. 
Then  where  should  we  be  ? — where  should  we  be,  I  axes 
you,  Paul  Bayliss  ?  The  beaks  sitting  on  us — six  months 
only,  and  no  hard  labour,  for  Myles  Cuolahan,  licensed 
hawker,  in  consideration  of  his  excellent  character — six 
years,  and  the  treadmill,  for  Paul  Bayliss,  Esquire,  because 
lie’s  such  an  unlucky  divil.  But  sit  down,  Paul ;  sit  down, 
and  have  a  dhrink  in  memory  of  the  poor  departed.  Johnny’s 
no  more,  Paul ;  the  Co.’s  come  to  an  end  intirely.  Here’s 
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all  that’s  left  of  him.  Biddy  won’t  cry  over  the  child,  for 
fear  of  bad  luck.” 

Bayliss  shook  his  head  mournfully. 

“  Ye’ve  heard,  av  coorse,  what  ’tis  with  poor  Johnny. 
Why,  ’tis  murder,  Paul,  or  nest  door  to  it,  becase  a  man 
can’t  be  hanged  for  murdherin’  himself.  There  can’t  even 
be  a  funeral,  becase  there’s  nothing  left  to  bury.  They 
wouldn’t  do  that,  not  even  in  poor  ould  Ireland — God  bless 
her  !  No,  sir  ;  the  base  Saxon  tyrants  ” - 

“  Never  mind  the  Saxons,  Myles.  Tell  me  all  about  Arm¬ 
strong.” 

“  Lord  rest  his  soul  for  a  good,  honest,  dare-divil  chap 
that  never  refused  his  glass  !  ”  Myles  heaved  a  natural  sigh. 

“  We  tuk  him  home  safe  to  his  own  door,  you  and  me, 
and  then  he  sets  fire  to  the  house  and  himself,  and  every¬ 
thing’s  burnt  up.  All  the  sticks  and  the  beautiful  ould 
pictures  he  was  so  fond  of,  the  pictures  of  the  ould  Arm¬ 
strongs  ;  and  the  poor  wife’s  dead  with  this  little  spalpeen 
here,  nothing  at  all  saved  for  him ;  and  I’m  here,  wasting 
my  time  nursing  of  him,  and  that’s  all  about  it.  Paul,  it’s 
lucky  for  Johnny  that  it  was  at  Christmastide  he  died,  for 
blessed  Peter  leaves  the  doors  of  heaven  wide  open  till 
Twelfth  Night,  and  no  questions  axed.  We’re  six  nights  off 
that.  Johnny  ’ll  be  in  by  this,  praise  the  Lord  !  and  plenty 
of  time  to  spare.” 

A  curious  expression  came  over  Bayliss’s  face.  But  just 
then  Mrs.  Cuolahan  appeared  at  the  door,  and  he  spoke  to  her. 
An  Irish  girl,  bright-faced  and  rosy-cheeked,  some  five-and- 
twenty  years  old.  She  looked  inquiringly  at  her  husband. 

“  It’s  Paul  Bayliss,  Mary,  and  he’s  come  to  see  after  his 
friend  and  partner  Johnny  Armstrong,  dead,  poor  chap  !  ” 

“  Friend,  were  you  ?  ”  she  replied.  “  Then  you  might  have 
done  him  the  good  turn  to  keep  him  away  from  the  dhrink. 
Partners  in  what,  were  you  ?  was  it  in  the  whisky  ?  ” 

“  Hould  your  tongue,  Biddy  !  With  poor  Johnny  and  his 
wife  dead  as  an  ould  turf,”  said  Myles ;  “  and  about  as  much 
of  him  left,  more’s  the  pity.” 

“If  you're  a  friend,”  went  on  the  woman,  “you’ll  give  a 
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Christian  burial  to  his  wife.  It’s  hard  on  her,  poor  respect¬ 
able  woman,  toiling  and  slaving  for  the  babby  that  was  to 
come ;  hard  on  her  to  have  nothing  but  a  pauper’s  funeral.” 

“Ay,”  said  Paul,  “it’s  hard.  Was  nothing  saved  from 
the  fire  ?  ” 

“  Nothing,”  said  Myles. 

“  Come  to  the  cottage  with  me,”  returned  Paul,  in  whose 
face  the  strange  expression  still  dwelt.  “  Come  to  the 
cottage,  and  let  us  look  at  the  ruins.” 

The  two  walked  away  to  the  roofless  and  burnt-out  wreck, 
and  Bayliss,  getting  inside  the  ruins,  began  poking  about 
with  his  stick  among  the  hot  and  smoking  embers. 

There  were  charred  ends  of  timber,  bits  of  broken  pottery, 
glass  melted  down  and  run  in  shapeless  heaps,  metal  also 
melted,  but  not  a  scrap  of  anything  whole.  As  for  papers, 
these,  of  course,  were  all  gone  together. 

“Nothing  saved” — he  spoke  to  himself,  not  to  Myles — 
“  not  a  scrap  of  paper ;  not  a  vestige  of  anything  left.” 

“  Sorrur  a  bit  of  paper  at  all,  at  all.” 

“  I  shall  go  to  Esbrough,  and  see  what  is  to  be  done,” 
said  Bayliss.  “  No,  no,  don’t  come  with  me ;  I  can’t  talk 
now.  This  has  been  a  great  shock  to  me.” 

He  left  the  Irishman  standing  outside  the  ruins,  and  strode 
off  down  the  road. 

Now,  this  man,  who  had  had  so  many  failures  and  dis¬ 
appointments,  whose  appearance  in  the  Bankruptcy  Court 
was  an  event  regularly  looked  for  and  anticipated  by  his 
friends,  was,  up  to  this  moment,  one  of  the  most  honest 
creatures  in  the  whole  world.  He  had  never  robbed, 
defrauded,  stolen,  nor  cheated.  Simply  a  plain  ne’er-do- 
well.  Temptation  assailed  him,  doubtless,  in  other  forms, 
but  never  in  the  form  of  dishonesty.  Lais,  who  lures  every¬ 
body,  might  have  lured  him ;  Bacchus,  in  the  shape  of 
Johnny  Armstrong,  had  certainly  often  beguiled  him ; 
Mercury,  the  god  of  thieves  and  speculators,  never.  And 
now,  as  he  marched  along  the  road,  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  the  colour  in  his  face  came  and  went  as  an  idea  in 
his  brain  took  form  and  coherency. 
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“If  Cuolalian  were  to  take  the  child  ...”  He  spoke 
the  words  to  himself  as  lie  sat  on  a  stile  by  the  roadside, 
deep  in  thought.  After  remaining  seated  for  several  minutes, 
he  rose  with  a  look  of  resolution,  wiped  his  forehead  hurriedly 
with,  his  handkerchief,  and  walked  briskly  by  the  field-path 
into  Esbrough. 

Across  fields  which  had  once  been  owned  in  fee  by  Arm¬ 
strongs,  ancestors  of  Johnny’s,  but  which,  generations  back, 
had  passed  into  the  hands  of  a  thriftier  race.  There  had 
remained,  however,  to  John  the  Last — they  were  all  Johns 
— of  the  broad  but  somewhat  barren  acres  around  Esbrough, 
held  by  the  Armstrongs  in  the  times  of  the  Tudors  and 
Stuarts,  two  farms,  one  close  to  the  town,  large  and  good ; 
the  other,  three  or  four  miles  away,  small  and  bad.  The 
land  on  this  farm — Holcotes,  it  was  called — would  feed  geese 
indifferently,  and  starve  a  few  head  of  inferior  cattle.  Oats 
in  favourable  seasons  came  to  something,  barley  struggled 
for  existence,  and  wheat  declined  to  grow  at  all.  On  the 
property  were  a  huge  barn  and  three  labourers’  cottages, 
dilapidated,  curious  for  their  antiquity — one  had  a  stone 
built  into  the  front,  bearing  the  date  1585 — and  adapted  to 
the  domestic  requirements  of  pigs  of  homely  tastes.  There 
was  no  homestead,  and  two  or  three  rotting  wooden  struc¬ 
tures  did  duty  for  farm  buildings.  An  old  grand-uncle  of 
Johnny’s  left  the  two  farms  to  him,  with  the  stock  on  both, 
and  the  furniture  in  the  large  substantial  house  on  the  good 
farm.  Johnny  Armstrong,  one  and  twenty,  came  from 
Northumberland,  whither  his  grandfather,  an  Esbrough 
Armstrong,  had  withdrawn  to  find  other  far-off  Cousin  Arm¬ 
strongs,  to  enter  into  possession  of  his  unexpected  own.  He 
brought  his  young  and  comely  wife  with  him ;  and  everybody 
thought  him  a  lucky  fellow.  This  grand-uncle  had  “  gone 
over  to  the  majority”  in  the  very  nick  of  time.  Too  soon, 
as  the  result  showed.  For  Johnny  was  young,  inexperienced, 
and  a  jolly  fellow  in  company.  Before  six  harvests  had 
been  garnered,  the  good  farm  was  the  property  of  Captain 
Perrymont,  a  local  landowner.  The  sale  was  effected  through 
the  agency  of  Bayliss,  and  was  his  only  transaction  during 
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his  short  career  as  an  estate  agent.  After  mortgages  were 
paid  off,  and  debts,  of  which  there  were  plenty,  paid,  there 
was  not  very  much  money  left  for  Johnny.  But  a  few 
hundreds  remained.  Johnny  removed,  “  till  he  got  a  farm 
to  suit  him,”  to  the  house  he  died  in  ;  for  he  never  got  the 
farm  to  suit  him,  nor,  as  far  as  anybody  knew,  ever  looked 
for  it.  There  was  money  in  the  ancient  metal  cashbox  in 
the  old  grand-uncle’s  bureau  to  dig  at,  and  Johnny  dug. 
Bayliss  also  took  his  shovel  there.  For  he  liked  Johnny 
well  enough  “  in  company,”  and  Johnny  liked  him  well 
enough,  to  lend  him  certain  portions  of  his  small  stock  of 
cash,  taking  “  a  memorandum  ”  in  return  for  each  successive 
loan.  And  Bayliss  was  the  tenant  of  the  ninety-three  acres 
some  odd  perches  at  Holcotes,  and  carried  on  a  small  smith’s 
and  foundry  business  in  the  barn  metamorphosed  into  a 
factory.  And  at  length  Johnny,  being  a  gentleman  with 
unoccupied  time  and  capital,  and  Bayliss  a  too  persuasive 
friend  of  a  versatile  turn  as  to  matters  generally,  the  two 
men  became  partners  in  the  business  of  blacksmiths,  makers 
and  menders  of  the  neighbouring  farmers’  ploughs  and 
harrows,  and  smiths’  work  in  general.  One  sensible  stipula¬ 
tion  Johnny  made.  He  knew  something  about  farming ; 
knew  warm  land  from  cold  ;  and  he  made  a  proviso  that  the 
farm  should  be  no  part  of  the  partnership.  But  Bayliss 
should  carry  on  the  Holcotes  geese  and  cows,  and  barley 
and  oats,  on  his  own  sole  account.  And  he  took  “  a  memo¬ 
randum  ”  about  all  this.  Between  friends  this  was  enough, 
and  Johnny  hated  the  prospect  of  “  lawing.”  Bayliss,  too, 
had  a  clear  head,  and  wrote  a  good  hand.  Under  such 
principals  it  is  not  surprising  that  business  was  bad,  or  that 
the  two  or  three  men  employed  in  the  blacksmiths  shop 
followed  the  example  of  the  masters  pretty  often,  and  let 
Punch  wait  for  his  new  set  of  shoes,  and  little  Hodge  call  a 
good  many  times  for  the  new  ploughshare.  So  Johnny 
lived  upon  the  capital  that  lay  still,  a  starveling  remnant, 
in  the  bureau,  instead  of  upon  the  expected  profits  of 
“  Bayliss  &  Co.”  This  fund  at  last  was  exhausted.  There 
remained,  however,  Holcotes,  the  rental  value  of  which  was 
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fifteen  shillings  an  acre,  which  Bayliss  declared  was  fourteen 
more  than  it  was  worth.  Sixty-five  pounds  a  year?  But 
nobody  about  Esbrough  would  buy  the  land  at  any  reason¬ 
able  price.  Johnny  had  tried  to  sell  it  with  his  other  farm; 
and  it  was  not  to  be  supposed,  Bayliss  said,  that  “far- 
comers  ”  would  be  found  to  drop  down  from  the  clouds  as 
purchasers  of  this  barren  patch.  Further,  as  Johnny 
reasoned  with  his  wife,  it  would  not  be  “  the  right  thing,” 
as  Bayliss,  a  friend  and  partner,  was  the  tenant,  to  sell 
Holcotes  at  all.  That  poor  uncomplaining  woman  made  a 
speech  of  unusual  force  and  determination.  “  John,”  she 
said,  throwing  her  arms  round  the  ne’er-do-well  whom  she 
had  taken,  out  of  her  great  girlish  love,  for  better  or  for 
worse — all  for  worse,  poor  girl ! — “  John,  I  wish  we  had 
never  known  Mr.  Bayliss.”  “  Bayliss  is  the  best  friend  I’ve 
got — I  know  that,”  replied  the  fool.  And  wifely  wisdom 
rejoined  not. 

But  money  must  be  had.  It  was  tantalising  to  be  a  land- 
owner,  and  want  the  price  of  a  glass  of  refreshing  whisky  of 
an  evening  at  the  Packhorse  and  Talbot.  It  was  nearly  as 
bad  as  this  to  be  told  by  the  butcher  that  “  his  terms  were 
quarterly :  ”  to  you,  that  is ;  but  yearly  to  the  rest  of  his 
“  propertied  ”  clients. 

The  genius  of  Paul  Bayliss  cut  the  knot.  He  was,  as  he 
confided  to  his  partner,  “up  a  damned  tree  ”  himself.  He 
whispered  in  Johnny’s  ear  the  insidious,  fatal  word,  Mortgage. 
Expatiated  on  the  difficulty  of  getting  the  thing  done  in 
Esbrough  ;  shortness  of  money  ;  greedy  nature  of  the  natives  ; 
and  then  earned  Johnny’s  eternal  gratitude — and  a  share  of 
the  sovereigns — by  telling  him  his  sister  could  and  would 
lend  on  the  title-deeds  of  Holcotes  at  five  per  cent. 

Barbara  Bayliss,  strict  Methodist  as  she  was,  confessed  to 
“  unworldly  ”  friends,  over  tea  and  the  “  thin  ”  bread-and- 
butter  served  only  at  such  love-feasts,  that  she  “  liked  a  snug 
mortgage.”  She  had  not,  being  a  lady  as  well  as  a  Metho¬ 
dist,  frequented  public-house  parlours,  or  been  in  any  respect 
that  rolling  stone  that  gathers  no  moss.  Consequently  she 
had  every  penny  of  her  moiety  of  the  little  fortune  she  and 
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her  brother  had  divided  between  them,  and  considerable 
increment  thereon. 

To  his  partner’s  proposal  Johnny,  seeing  a  comfortable 
vista  of  legs  of  mutton,  with  “  glasses,”  harmonious  evenings, 
and  hilarity,  in  place  of  the  stinted  Saturday  night’s  allow¬ 
ance  and  a  meagre  Sunday’s  dinner,  cried  content  to  Bayliss’s 
proposal  with  all  his  heart.  At  the  same  time,  he  even 
devoted  himself  to  serious  business  to  the  extent  of  forming 
some  vague  resolutions  on  the  score  of  some  day  paying  off 
the  debt,  principal  and  interest.  As  it  was,  the  title-deeds 
of  Holcotes  passed  into  Miss  Barbara  Bayliss’s  possession, 
and  she  handed  over  to  her  brother  the  sum  of  two  hundred 
pounds  in  the  form  of  forty  dirtyish  five-pound  notes  of  the 
Ravendale  Banking  Company. 

Between  friends  a  mortgage  deed  was  looked  upon  as  a 
useless  piece  of  extravagance. 

Johnny  declared  in  his  most  social  way,  as  he  signed  his 
name  with  a  flourish,  that  he  “  hated  lawyers  and  lawing 
and  on  his  way  home  bought  his  poor  little  wife  a  black  silk 
gown  to  mark  a  red-letter  day  in  his  calendar. 

Miss  Barbara  Bayliss  was  perfectly  satisfied;  she  had  the 
solid  and  tangible  security  of  the  deeds,  good  old  parchments, 
yellow  and  crumpled,  with  plenty  of  large  seals  upon  them. 

And  for  Johnny’s  security  the  amount  of  the  loan  was 
endorsed  with  the  signatures  of  the  parties  on  the  back  of 
the  newest  of  the  deeds,  and  duly  witnessed  by  Paul  Bayliss. 

Months  passed  by,  and  the  state  of  affairs  warranted  a 
further  application  for  one  hundred  pounds.  Over  this  loan 
the  same  process  was  gone  through  ;  and  Johnny  felt  quite 
cheered  by  the  business-like  aspect  of  the  transaction. 
Lastly,  about  twelve  months  before  his  death,  there  was  a 
third  loan  of  two  hundred  pounds,  endorsed  on  the  back  of 
the  deed.  There  was  thus  a  debt  of  five  hundred  pounds  on 
the  Holcotes  Farm,  about  a  third  of  its  value. 

So  that,  at  the  time  of  his  death,  his  income  from  his  land 
was  reduced  to  forty  pounds  a  year  by  the  payment  of  twelve 
pounds  ten  shillings  of  half-yearly  interest  to  Miss  Bayliss. 
Half  a  year’s  rent  Bayliss  was  to  have  paid  him  on  the  day 
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of  his  death.  And  this  twenty  pounds  he  now  saw  a  prospect 
of  keeping  in  his  own  pocket,  together  with  many  future 
half-years’  rent.  For  Johnny  was  a  “far-comer”  himself; 
his  grand-uncle’s  one  son  had  died  ;  the  Armstrongs  had  all 
left  Esbrough  ;  and  if  he  had  any  relatives,  they  were  his 
wife’s  people  in  Northumberland,  a  long  way  off,  who  were 
not  in  the  least  likely  to  come  south,  and  inquire  into  the 
possessions  of  a  man  who  had  destroyed  his  movables  by  his 
own  act,  and  who,  as  all  the  world  about  Esbrough  believed, 
had  mortgaged  his  few  acres  of  wretched  land  for  more  than 
they  were  worth. 

And  Myles  Cuolahan  was  offering  to  take  the  heir. 
Where  ?  Anywhere,  out  of  the  way.  On  the  tramp ;  in  the 
pack  of  a  hawker,  who  might  never  come  back ;  part  of  the 
“  swag  ”  he  trotted  from  fair  to  fair,  or  from  door  to  door. 
Babies  often  died,  too,  and  if  his  father  had  lived,  he  never 
would  have  had  a  halfpenny.  And  everybody  who  knew 
anything — Bayliss  reasoned — knew  that  he  had  over-per¬ 
suaded  his  sister  to  advance  money  by  way  of  mortgage  on 
such  bad  property ;  and  nobody  knew  the  amount,  for 
Barbara  was  close.  And  as  mortagee  she  had  a  right  to  fore¬ 
close,  and  nobody  would  bid  against  him  if  he  bought  in  with 
her  money.  And  a  great  many  other  things,  more  or  less 
knavish,  and  therefore  instigated  by  the  devil ;  every  one  of 
them  aimed  at  defrauding  this  little  son  of  Vulcan  of  his 
interest  in  forty  bits  of  yellow  metal  year  by  year. 

The  power  of  gold  to  tear  up  the  roots  of  that  old  tree 
honesty,  and  leave  no  shoot  nor  sucker  to  show  the  spot  where 
it  stood,  has  been  too  often  a  theme  for  novelists  and  other 
moral  philosophers  for  it  to  be  necessary  that  I  should  explain 
how  it  came  about  that  the  mind  of  Paul  Bayliss,  brooding 
over  his  bankrupt  smithy  ;  his  hard  year  with  the  cattle  and 
poultry;  the  cow  that  died  of  foot-and-mouth  disease,  and 
the  rascally  butcher  who  thought  her  carcass  “  too  far  gone 
for  sendin’  to  London ;  ”  the  cart-horse  that  was  struck  by 
lightning  a  couple  of  years  ago,  and  that  he  had  never  been 
able  to  replace ;  chickens  with  pip ;  goslings  trampled  out  of 
life  by  the  pigs  ;  the  failure  of  the  barley  crop ;  all  the  evils 
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that  could  befall  a  football  of  fortune  in  the  agricultural  line 
— decided  to  let  matters  slide  at  all  events  ;  and  as  one  thing 
leads  to  another,  he  presently  determined  to  give  them  a  kick 
on  the  way  he  wanted  them  to  slide. 

“We  shall  see,  Barbara,”  he  said  to  his  sister,  “ what  the 
estate  will  fetch  towards  your  mortgage  when  we  sell  it  up. 
Meantime  you’ve  got  your  interest  safe.” 

Barbara  Bayliss,  content  with  her  twenty-five  pounds  a 
year,  asked  no  questions  about  the  farm. 

Her  brother  resolved  also,  now  that  Johnny  was  dead,  to 
say  good-bye  to  Packhorse  and  Talbot  habits  ;  for  Paul  Bayliss 
was  no  reckless  profligate.  He  knew  that  the  day  comes  to 
all  alike,  when  atonement  by  hard  labour  or  by  suffering 
must  come  for  ill-gotten  pleasures  and  young  follies.  So  he 
began  well  by  expressing  himself  with  much  propriety  of 
language  about  the  calamity ;  grieved  over  Johnny’s  career 
and  its  untimely  ending  ;  put  it  about  that  there  would  not 
be  a  shilling  left  when  the  mortgage  was  cleared  off,  if  the 
estate,  indeed,  would  ever  pay  it ;  and  after  the  inquest, 
behaved  handsomely  in  the  matter  of  the  funeral,  heading  the 
subscription  list  got  up  very  readily  among  Johnny’s  friends. 

After  the  dead,  the  living. 

The  inquest  over,  he  sought  Myles  Cuolahan,  and  asked 
him  what  he  proposed  to  do  about  the  child. 

“  Let  Biddy  keep  him,”  said  the  hawker.  “  She’s  grown 
to  the  boy,  and  you  wouldn’t  break  her  heart  by  taking  him 
away.” 

“It  seems  a  good  arrangement,”  replied  Bayliss.  “To 
be  sure,  Armstrong  has  no  relations  here;  and  everybody 
knows  the  child  is  with  her  .  .  .  and  .  .  .  and  .  .  .  But, 
Cuolahan,  you  are  not  likely  to  stay  in  this  town  ?  ” 

“  No,  we  have  been  in  Esbrough  too  long ;  my  legs  ache 
to  be  out  in  the  open ;  so  do  Biddy’s.  We  shall  go  on  the 
tramp  again.  But  niver  you  fear ;  the  boy  will  be  well  looked 
after,  and  it’s  a  healthy  life.” 

Bayliss  did  not  fear  for  the  boy ;  he  only  feared  for  the 
voice  of  popular  opinion.  As  it  happened,  popular  opinion 
was  silent  on  the  subject.  It  was  known  that  Johnny  Arm- 
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strong’s  infant  was  put  out  to  nurse,  and  thus  the  child  was 
forgotten. 

“A  healthy  life!”  he  murmured.  “Yes!”  with  a  secret 
shudder  at  the  impious  hope  lying  in  his  mind  that  perhaps 
the  boy  might  die.  u  You  will  let  me  know  from  time  to 
time  that  he  is  flourishing  ?  ” 

“  I  will,”  said  Myles. 

“  And  if  he  wants  help  at  any  time,  if  I  can  give  it,  I  will 
give  it,”  he  went  on,  trying  to  compound  with  present 
wickedness  by  imaginary  and  future  benevolence.  “Myles 
Cuolahan,  it’s  good  of  you  to  take  the  boy.  It  reminds  me 
of  my  own  conduct  at  the  funeral.”  He  alluded,  in  these 
delicate  terms,  to  his  subscription.  “  The  town  will  speak 
well  of  both  of  us.”  Myles  grinned.  He  cared  little  for  the 
opinion  of  the  town,  and  thought  little  of  Paul  Bayliss’s 
generosity.  Then  Paul,  with  a  wry  face,  lugged  out — the 
term  is  the  only  one  possible  for  the  leathern  instrument  then 
in  use — his  long  purse,  and  fished  up  two  sovereigns.  They 
were  a  part  of  the  twenty  pounds  due  to  his  late  partner. 

“  That  is  for  the  child,  Myles.  God  knows,  I  am  poor 
enough,  and  how  to  get  through  this  year  I  do  not  know. 
But  there  it  is.  They  shall  never  say  that  I  deserted  my 
poor  partner’s  child  after  his  death.” 

“Poor  Johnny  Armstrong!”  said  Myles.  “Biddy  shall 
have  this  money.” 

“  Ay,  poor  Johnny  !  ”  said  the  other. 

A  week  after  this,  Myles  gave  the  signal  for  departure. 

He  carried  the  “swag”  on  his  back — a  box  full  of  needles, 
pins,  and  cotton  twist.  Biddy  carried  the  baby. 

There  was  a  rising  ground  a  mile  out  of  the  town,  where 
Myles  called  a  halt. 

“  Turn  him  round,  Biddy,”  he  said.  “  Let  him  look  at  the 
place  where  his  mother  died.  Look  ye,  poor  little  creetur ! 
There’s  where  all  the  Armstrongs  lie  buried.  Ye  come  of  as 
good  a  stock  as  meself,  Myles  Cuolahan — nearly.  And  it’ll  be 
about  as  much  good  for  you.  Look  at  the  ould  place,  for  Lord 
knows  when  ye’ll  see  it  again.  Say  God  bless  you,  Biddy 
alaunah !  ” 
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As  lie  turned  on  his  way,  a  tear  rolled  down  the  cheek  of 
the  Irishman;  but  as  he  was  walking  in  front  of  his  wife, 
after  the  manner  of  the  patriarch  Jacob,  Mohammed  the 
Prophet,  and  the  modern  race  of  tramps,  Biddy  did  not  see  it. 
But  she  heard  him  sigh  under  his  breath,  and  she  clutched 
the  baby  the  tighter  out  of  sympathy.  “Poor  Johnny 
Armstrong !  ” 

CHAPTER  I. 

IT  is  nine  years  later.  The  memory  of  poor  Johnny 
Armstrong  and  his  tragical  end  has  well-nigh  become  a 
tradition.  The  lusty  revellers  whose  voices  joined  in  his 
choruses  have  gone  the  way  that  all  lusty  revellers  go  as  the 
fatal  fortieth  year  draws  nigh  ;  that  is,  they  have  either  settled 
down  into  quiet  folk  who  keep  their  eyes  well  open  to  the 
main  chance,  have  married  wives,  and  go  to  church  regularly, 
or  they  have  gone  under  altogether,  and  are  no  more  seen. 
Some  among  them  lie  in  the  churchyard,  their  merriment 
stilled  for  ever.  Some,  ruined  and  beggared,  have  crept  sadly 
up  to  London — the  common  refuge — -where  they  perform  the 
lowest  duties  in  a  city  clerk’s  office,  or  prowl  mournfully,  with 
sad  and  wistful  eyes,  about  the  streets.  Go  ask,  among  those 
who  have  become  respectable,  what  has  become  of  their  former 
friends.  Charley  is  married  and  settled — that  is  good  for 

Charley.  Jack?  When  last  you  heard  about  Jack  he  was 
selling  medicines  on  commission — that  is  bad  for  Jack.  Tom 
is  a  billiard-marker.  Harry  is  at  Portland  for  his  country’s 
good.  The  fast  set  of  a  country  town  is  like  the  fast  set 
at  a  West  End  club :  those  only  emerge  safely  who  are  wise 
enough  to  come  out  in  good  time ;  and  the  plungers  in  gin- 
and-water,  pipes,  and  harmonious  evenings,  meet  with  much 
the  same  fate  as  the  plungers  in  baccarat,  badminton,  loo, 
and  opera-dancers.  Which  is,  of  course,  just  what  it  should 
be ;  for  there  ought  not  to  be  one  fate  for  the  rich  and  well¬ 
born,  and  another  for  those  who  never  had  a  grandfather,  and 
to  whom  the  Funds  are  the  shadow  of  a  name. 

Paul  Bayliss  is  at  ITolcotes,  going  on  quietly,  but  more 
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prosperously.  Barbara,  his  sister,  is  buried,  and  he  has 
inherited  her  little  fortune.  He  is  comfortably  putting  a 
small  sum  of  money  away  every  year  out  of  the  proceeds 
of  the  horse-shoes,  pigs,  poultry,  and  crops,  at  which  he  was 
disposed  to  swear  when  we  first  met  him.  There  is  a  house 
on  the  Holcotes  land  now.  Bayliss  lives  there ;  but  he  pays 
no  rent.  In  uneasy  moments  a  thought  flashes  across  him 
that  the  time  may  come  when  he  will  have  to  pay  up  in  full. 
To  meet  this  evil,  he  puts  the  rent  religiously  into  the  bank 
every  half-year,  for  he  defrauds  no  one.  Where  is  John 
Armstrong’s  heir?  No  one  knows,  and  it  is  not  his  duty 
to  run  after  him.  Nor  is  it  his  duty  to  tell  all  the  world 
to  whom  Holcotes  belongs.  There  is  no  one  living,  since 
Barbara  breathed  her  last,  to  ask  him  questions ;  no  one  who 
dares  challenge  his  right  to  the  land  where,  for  nine  long 
years,  he  has  rested  undisturbed.  Discovery  !  What  is  there 
to  discover  ?  The  rent  is  lying  in  the  bank,  ready  for  the  owner 
to  claim  when  the  owner  is  able  to  claim  it.  But  where  is  the 
owner  ?  Nine  years  ago  there  was  a  baby :  he  is  doubtless 
dead.  Carried  about  the  roads  by  a  drunken  Irish  hawker 
and  his  wife ;  badly  fed,  perhaps ;  neglected,  most  probably. 
Why,  the  children  of  the  poor,  as  Bayliss  has  read,  die  at  the 
rate  of  fifty  per  cent,  before  they  are  five  years  old.  Things 
have  thriven  with  him,  too,  which  all  country  people  take  for 
a  clear  sign  that  Providence  is  on  his  side.  He  has  given  up 
his  bad  habits,  is  temperate,  works  hard,  is  a  churchwarden ; 
and  though  his  farm  is  small,  he  turns  it  to  the  best  advan¬ 
tage,  and  stands  well  among  his  neighbours ;  insomuch  that, 
when  he  marries,  everybody  says  that  his  wife  is  a  lucky 
woman ;  and  the  girls  envy  Mrs.  Bayliss,  who  has  a  husband 
so  prosperous,  so  cheery,  and  so  good-natured.  To  be  sure, 
the  baby  may  be  living.  Well,  and  if  he  is,  let  him  turn  up 
and  claim  his  own.  Then  Paul  Bayliss  pictures  himself,  after 
disputing  the  identity  of  the  boy  as  long  as  possible,  enacting 
the  part  of  the  virtuous  guardian.  “  Young  man,”  he  will 
say,  “  the  farm  is  yours  ;  but  I  am  your  tenant.  There  is 
your  rent,  safely  and  regularly  paid  into  the  bank  year  after 
year,  to  a  separate  account  in  my  own  name,  but  never 
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touched.  Take  it,  and  let  your  father’s  oldest  friend  still 
remain  your  friend  and  tenant.”  True  it  is,  that  there  are 
moments  when  another  drama  is  acted  unwillingly  before  his 
eyes,  when  he  perforce  sees  himself  in  quite  another  character, 
when  he  welcomes  young  Armstrong  as  an  intruder,  denies 
his  right  even  to  the  name  he  bears,  and  says  nothing  about 
the  ownership  of  the  farm.  Strangely  enough,  these  thoughts 
generally  crowd  across  his  brain  at  church-time,  during  the 
morning  sermon ;  and  at  such  an  hour  he  envies  his  neigh¬ 
bours,  the  fat,  jolly  farmers,  who  can  sit  with  their  heads 
back  and  their  eyes  upturned  in  a  sublime  rapture  of  indiffer¬ 
ence,  while  the  clergyman  harangues  sinners — that  is,  the 
farm-labourers — on  their  sins,  and  exhorts  the  profligates, 
the  worldly-minded,  the  proud,  the  uplifted,  the  licentious, 
the  thoughtless,  and  the  sensual — always  the  farm-labourers 
— to  turn  from  their  evil  ways. 

The  baby  living  ?  Could  such  a  baby  die  ?  Come  with 
me  to  Long  Lane,  to  one  of  the  most  wretched  streets  in  the 
most  wretched  part  of  Sheffield,  and  see  for  yourself. 

In  a  poor  and  dirty  room,  whose  wainscoted  walls  were, 
perhaps,  once  white;  whose  ceiling  could  never,  surely,  have 
been  white ;  whose  furniture  consists  of  a  bed — a  straw 
mattress  spread  in  a  corner — a  table  and  one  chair,  are  two 
children,  sitting  side  by  side  and  hand  in  hand  upon  the 
mattress.  It  is  seven  o’clock  and  a  bright  May  evening; 
the  democratic  sun,  who  is  not  particular,  and  warms  every¬ 
thing  with  a  fine  impartiality,  shines  through  the  dirty  panes 
of  glass  upon  the  pair.  One  is  a  boy — look  at  him — the 
image,  the  perfect  resemblance,  of  poor  Johnny  Armstrong, 
with  the  same  dark-brown  curly  hair ;  the  same  bright  eyes, 
fearless  and  keen — hazel  eyes,  deep  and  true ;  the  same 
broad  forehead,  and — but  here  the  likeness  ceases.  For  his 
lips  are  firm  and  strong,  while  his  unlucky  father’s  were 
weak  and  shifty ;  his  chin  is  full  and  square,  while  Johnny’s 
was  small  and  retreating ;  and  in  these  two  signs  of  a  merciful 
fortune  those  who  knew  his  mother  might  have  traced  a 
resemblance  to  her.  For  this  is  no  other  than  Jack  Armstrong 
himself,  the  little  son  of  Vulcan,  born  in  a  foundry  while  the 
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seething  metal  ran  up  and  down  the  moulds,  and  the  furnace 
flashed  its  red  light  upon  his  opening  eyes,  carried  up  and 
down  the  roads  of  England  for  the  fresh  breezes  of  heaven  to 
strengthen  his  frame,  and  the  pure  country  food — the  milk 
and  bread  ungrudgingly  bought  for  him  by  poor  Biddy 
Cuolahan — to  make  him  wax  strong  and  lusty.  A  big  boy, 
mark  you,  for  his  years ;  brave  and  determined :  about  him 
none  of  the  London  street-boy’s  craft  and  impudence,  for  he 
knows  them  not.  Myles  Cuolahan,  like  all  the  rest,  has  been 
to  London,  but  the  boy  has  not  run  wild  with  others  :  he  has 
had  grave  duties  to  perform ;  and  when  they  are  in  a  town,  as 
now,  while  Myles  goes  out  with  his  pins,  needles,  and  twist 
to  earn  the  daily  bread,  little  Jack  must  stop  at  home  and 
look  after  Norah,  or  must  lead  her  up  and  down  into  the 
fields  to  play,  pick  the  daisies  where  he  can,  and  breathe 
such  fresh  air  as  may  be  found  within  hail  of  the  Sheffield 
streets.  Norah  is  poor  Biddy’s  parting  bequest  to  Jack. 
When,  four  years  ago,  she  lay  down  and  died,  stricken  with 
some  mortal  disease  of  over-fatigue  and  trouble,  she  made 
Jack  take  a  great  oath. 

“Swear  to  me  now,”  she  said;  “swear,  Jack,  asthore — 
you  that  I  carried  in  my  arms  and  nursed  at  my  own  breast, 
Jack,  my  own  son,  almost — swear  now,  so  help  you  Mary 
and  the  blessed  saints,  that  you’ll  always  look  to  the  girl. 
I’m  going,  Jack,  but  I’ll  die  aisy  if  you’ll  promise  for  little 
Norah.” 

Jack  was  eight  at  the  time,  and  Norah  three,  but  the  boy 
was  perfectly  acquainted  with  the  nature  and  responsibilities 
of  the  trust,  though  he  had  not,  as  yet,  even  a  nodding 
acquaintance  with  the  blessed  saints.  But  he  repeated  after 
her,  crying  the  while,  “  So  help  me  Mary  and  the  blessed 
saints,  Biddy,  I’ll  never  leave  little  Norah  !  Why  would  I  ?  ” 

Indeed,  he  held  the  child  in  his  little  arms  as  he  spoke, 
and  her  cheek  was  nestled  against  his. 

“  ’Tis  no  use  spakin’  to  Myles ;  no  use  at  all,  at  all.  0 
Jack !  and  he  so  good  when  the  dhrink  isn’t  upon  him.  And 
promise  me  something  for  yourself,  Jack,  darlin’,  and  then 
I’ll  die  happy  as  well  as  aisy;  becase  I  know  then  that 
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you’ll  be  always  good  to  my  little  Nor  ah.  Promise  me  that 
you’ll  never,  never  drink.” 

Jack  promised  readily  enough,  having,  at  that  early  age, 
little  experience  of  the  temptations  of  whisky,  beer,  or  rum, 
and,  as  yet,  no  discrimination  of  vintages. 

“I’ll  never  drink,  Biddy.  And,  see,  perhaps  some  day 
Myles  ’ll  leave  it  off.” 

“  Lave  it  off!  ”  she  repeated,  with  a  bitter  sneer.  “  Lave  it 
off,  is  it  ?  He’ll  never  lave  it  off  so  long  as  he’s  got  a  copper 
to  spend  at  the  house.  Lave  it  off!  Did  ye  iver  know 
man  or  woman  that  left  it  off  when  once  they’d  begun  ? 
Lave  it  off!  ’Tis  meat  and  clothing:  ’tis  hope:  ’tis  love: 
’tis  their  wives,  God  help  us :  ’tis  their  children :  ’tis  their 
salvation  :  ’tis  their  praste :  ’tis  their  mass,  I  tell  ye.  Lave 
it  off!  Myles  is  dhrinkin’  now,  when  his  Biddy  lies  a-dyin’. 
Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear  !  ” 

She  stopped,  growing  weaker  every  moment,  and  wept 
silent  tears  of  resignation  and  sorrow.  Presently  the  last 
tear  rolled  down  her  thin  and  sunburnt  cheek,  and  her 
features  lay  in  the  trustful  smile  of  death. 

The  Lacedaemonians,  in  their  laudable  anxiety  to  hold  up 
to  their  much-suffering  youth  the  dangers  of  wine  in  their 
proper  light,  were  energetic,  but  elementary.  They  got 
certain  Helots,  who  were,  no  doubt,  delighted  at  getting  the 
office,  and  made  them  gloriously  drunk  at  stated  times ;  then 
the  Spartan  youth  admired  the  wondrous  magic  of  wine,  in 
that  it  turns  an  intelligent  creature,  usually  firm  on  his  legs 
and  sharp  with  his  tongue,  into  a  shambling,  in-kneed, 
slobbering  animal,  incapable  of  walking,  confused  of  speech, 
and  muddy  of  intellect.  The  lesson  was,  perhaps,  well  enough 
in  a  country  where  there  was  no  whisky,  and  where  they 
actually  mixed  their  finest  wine  with  turpentine,  so  as  to 
make  it  more  nauseous  than  the  black  broth,  and  a  less-to- 
be-desired  drink  than  the  sparkling  Eurotas,  but  it  would  not 
do  in  an  advanced  civilisation.  Could  we  contrive  such  a 
lesson,  it  might  be  managed,  with  a  little  more  cruelty,  by 
first  inspiring  one  Helot — for  one  would  be  enough — with  a 
steady  unconquerable  love  of  whisky,  and  by  then  inviting 
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the  attention  of  the  callow  brood  to  the  sufferings  of  his  wife 
and  children.  For  they  would  see  how,  while  the  disease 
grew  stronger  and  stronger,  the  wife  would  go  about,  her  face 
set  fair  to  meet  the  world,  but  with  a  heart  ever  more  bitter 
and  miserable ;  how  the  children  would  grow  shabbier  in 
spite  of  her  constant  efforts ;  how  the  table  would  become 
daily  more  meagre ;  how  the  furniture  would  disappear  bit 
by  bit ;  and  how,  lastly,  there  would  be  nothing  left  to  stave 
off  starvation  for  another  day. 

Little  Jack  knew  nothing  of  his  father’s  sins ;  but  all  these 
things  he  had  seen  and  noticed,  in  his  brief  life  of  nine  years, 
in  his  benefactor,  Myles  Cuolahan,  as  he  went  faster  and 
faster  down  that  fatal  path  whose  flowers  seem  at  first  so 
bright,  whose  briars,  so  strong  and  cruel,  as  you  hurry  down 
the  slope,  rend  your  garments  as  well  as  your  heart. 

Biddy  died.  Myles  came  home  too  far  gone  to  know  it. 

Nest  day,  with  the  passionate  self-reproof  that  his  better 
nature  taught  him,  he  wept  and  prayed  over  his  wife’s  cold 
body,  and  after  the  funeral,  kept  sober  for  a  fortnight. 

Then  it  began  all  over  again. 

The  children  had  been  out  in  the  afternoon,  Jack  leading 
Norah.  Then  they  came  home  and  waited  for  Myles.  For 
breakfast  they .  had  bread-and-milk ;  for  dinner  they  had 
bread  without  the  milk ;  for  tea,  because  the  bread  was  all 
gone,  and  Myles  not  come  home,  they  had  nothing. 

Jack  told  all  his  stories,  one  after  the  other;  then  he 
danced  to  the  child ;  then  he  tossed  her  in  his  strong  arms ; 
then  he  sat  down  beside  her,  and  caressed  her.  The  fretful 
hunger  was  too  strong  at  last  to  bear,  and  she  burst  into  a 
low  wail  of  pain. 

“ Hush,  Norah,  darlin,  hush  !  Father  ’ll  come  presently.” 

“  Jack,  I  am  so  hungry.” 

“  Not  yet,”  said  the  sage  of  nine.  “  You  know  you  must 
never  be  hungry  till  father  comes  home.  Norah  shall  have 
her  tea  directly.” 

Not,  you  see,  that  the  children  kept  fashionable  hours,  and 
had  tea  late,  in  this  rookery ;  only  Myles  had  left  no  money, 
and  they  had  to  wait. 
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A  thought  struck  the  boy.  He  put  Norah  off  his  knees, 
and  searched  in  the  cupboard.  There  was  a  single  crust  of 
bread — dry,  it  is  true,  but  still  a  piece  of  bread — lying  in  the 
corner  of  the  cupboard  unnoticed.  This  he  put  into  a  cup 
and  poured  a  little  water  over  it  so  as  to  soften  it,  and  then 
he  fed  the  child,  who  gnawed  it  as  ravenously  as  a  dog  gnaws 
a  bone. 

“  There,  Horah,”  he  whispered,  “  we  shall  have  more  pre¬ 
sently,  when  father  comes  home.  I  didn’t  know  it  was  there. 
Eat  it  all  up,  Norah.” 

She  devoured  it  by  degrees,  taking  her  time  over  the 
simple  meal,  while  poor  Jack  looked  at  her  with  ravenous 
eyes  and  envied.  Presently,  she  laid  her  head  upon  his 
shoulder  and  went  fast  asleep.  Jack  took  the  blanket  from 
the  bed,  laid  it  over  her,  with  his  arm  for  pillow,  took  off  her 
shoes  and  socks,  and  lay  down  beside  her.  She  was  quieted ; 
that,  at  least,  was  something :  but  where  was  Myles  ?  For 
the  first  time  in  his  life,  little  Jack  felt  the  horrible  stings  of 
suspicion :  he  thought  that  Myles  had  deserted  them  both. 
He  was  too  hungry  to  sleep,  and  lay  silently  beside  the  little 
girl,  staring  at  the  red  light  of  sunset  in  the  little  bit  of  sky 
above  him. 

He  began  to  think  of  going  downstairs  to  beg  a  piece  of 
bread,  but  he  was  too  proud  for  that  yet.  So  the  sunset 
faded  and  the  darkness  came  on,  and  there  was  no  Myles, 
and  Jack  lay  broad  awake  while  the  church  clock  struck  nine, 
and  ten,  and  eleven. 

Then  the  pain  grew  so  great  as  to  be  intolerable,  and  he 
was  fain  to  moan  for  hunger  in  his  childish  misery. 

Twelve  o’clock  struck,  and  the  street  grew  quieter ;  and 
one  o’clock,  and  the  street  was  almost  hushed,  but  no  Myles 
came,  and  the  boy’s  heart  sank  lower  and  lower.  Then  Norah 
awoke  and  called  him.  He  crept  back  to  the  mattress,  and 
so  fell  asleep  with  the  girl  in  his  arms.  The  moon  shone  in 
and  lit  up  the  room  :  presently  the  light,  shifting  round,  fell 
full  upon  the  sleeping  figures,  the  sweet  round  faces  of  child¬ 
hood,  the  little  limbs  tossed  carelessly,  and  the  curly  locks 
lying  together ;  and  with  it  all,  a  sense  of  the  girl’s  confidence 
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in  her  protector,  the  boy’s  courage  for  the  helpless  child, 
shown  in  the  attitude  of  their  hands.  In  such  a  light,  on 
such  a  scene,  we  might  fancy  the  room  tenanted  by  the 
guardian  angels  of  the  children.  Are  there,  or  is  it  fancy,  the 
bending  figures  of  two  women  praying  hand  in  hand  above 
the  bed  ?  Are  those  white  streaks  upon  the  wall  only  the 
ignoble  stains  of  poverty  and  neglect  ?  or  are  they  the  white 
robes  of  the  two  dead  mothers,  jealous  for  their  children  ? 


CHAPTER  II. 

MYLES  CUOLAHAN,  oblivious  of  the  children,  was  at 
his  club,  a  select  circle  of  Irish  gentlemen  who  used  to 
meet  nightly,  or  on  such  nights  as  were  convenient,  for  the 
club  was  one  of  Perpetual  Adoration  of  Bacchus,  at  that 
famous  tavern,  the  Fox  and  Hounds.  This  was  a  night  of 
more  than  common  interest,  for  it  was  Monday,  and  there 
were  gathered  together,  quite  by  accident,  a  collection  of 
celebrities  of  whom  Ireland  had  indeed  reason  to  be  proud. 
There  was  Paddy  Flinn,  hero  of  a  hundred  fights,  whose  life 
and  exploits  are  recorded  in  the  chronicles  of  the  P.R. ; 
Anthony  Noon,  than  whom  none  better  wielded  a  bunch  of 
fives ;  and  Alick  Reed,  a  heavy-weight  who  feared  not  even 
to  withstand  the  godlike  twins,  first  patrons  of  the  art  of 
boxing.  There  was  O’Carrol,  who  could  prove  lineal  descent 
from  the  Irish  kings  of  the  same  name,  and  now  deemed  it 
no  dishonour  to  advance  civilisation  as  a  hodman.  There 
was  Tape  the  “  translator,”  of  whom  it  is  related  that,  being 
once  entrusted  with  a  pair  of  boots  to  translate — that  is,  to 
fit  with  new  soles  and  heels — he  disposed  of  the  raw  material 
for  what  it  would  fetch  as  leather  in  the  rough,  and  drank 
the  proceeds,  afterwards  humorously  translating  the  boots  by 
means  of  the  binding  of  an  old  leather-bound  volume  which 
happened  to  be  lying  handy.  He  was  the  same  man  who, 
one  Sunday  morning,  was  left  in  charge  of  as  noble  a  piece 
of  beef  as  was  ever  dropped  into  a  pot  to  boil,  while  his  mates 
went  out  to  drink.  The  temptation  of  thirst  came  upon  him  : 
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I  grieve  to  say  that  Mr.  Tape  yielded  to  the  whisperings  of 
the  devil,  took  out  the  beef,  replacing  it  by  a  lapstone,  and 
sold  it  for  what  it  would  fetch  in  old  ale.  When  the  two 
mates  came  back  in  time  to  boil  the  cabbage,  they  naturally 
took  the  joke  in  ill  part,  and  the  honest  translator  kept  out 
of  their  way  till  at  least  one  more  Sunday  had  passed.  A 
fellow  of  an  infinite  wit  was  Tape,  and  a  clubable  man,  able 
to  sing  and  dance  as  well  as  drink.  Then  there  was  Anthony 
Noon  again,  above  mentioned,  who  had  retired  from  the  ring, 
and  now  found  his  means  of  subsistence  in  an  occupation 
which  began  about  the  1st  of  September  and  ended  somewhere 
about  February.  For  he  was  accustomed  to  purchase,  at  low 
rates,  the  leanest,  skinniest  birds  that  came  up  to  market, 
and  could  thus  act  by  them  in  the  same  unprincipled  manner 
as  the  American,  perhaps  an  imitator  of  Mr.  Noon,  adopted 
for  the  jumping  frog :  he  filled  them  with  small  shot  and  sold 
them  by  weight.  It  was  a  lucrative  business,  but  it  left  his 
summers  a  mere  blank,  and  during  a  good  six  months  in  the 
year  honest  Anthony  lived  chiefly  in  seclusion.  Patsy  M'Nulty 
was  there,  as  good-natured  a  bruiser  as  ever  stripped  ;  he  had 
just  lost  his  fight  with  Nailer,  owing  to  a  too  confident  belief 
in  Myles  Cuolahan’s  training  powers.  And  there,  too,  was 
Denys  O’Toole,  grown  old  now  and  grey-headed,  but  respected 
still,  by  reason  of  the  handsome  thrashing  he  had  once  given 
the  Prince  of  Wales,  when  that  potentate,  accompanied  by 
two  friends,  neither  of  them  members  of  the  Temperance 
League,  or  even  of  the  Christian  Young  Men’s  Association, 
ventured  one  night  into  the  Rookery  at  Westminster,  and 
assisted  at  an  Irish  wake.  And  it  was  reckoned  part  of  the 
general  meanness  of  the  English  character  that  when  the 
Prince  came  to  the  throne  he  did  not  seek  out  Denys  and 
reward  him  with  a  pension  for  life.  Yet  Denys  was  the  only 
man  in  all  his  life  who  ever  showed  the  Prince  what  a  thins- 
it  is  to  have  your  head  in  Chancery. 

The  room  was  a  long,  low  room  at  the  back  of  the  tavern ; 
on  the  table  at  the  end  sat  a  fiddler,  at  his  feet  a  hat  into 
which  every  new-comer  dropped  a  sixpence,  a  collection  for 
Brien  M‘Taverty,  now  in  trouble,  and  about  to  be  tried  the 
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next  day  on  a  trumped-up  charge  of  assaulting  the  police 
while  intoxicated.  Every  man  had  his  pipe  in  his  mouth, 
and  some  of  the  ladies  too — this  was  a  club  in  which  ladies’ 
society,  so  far  from  being  avoided,  was  even  courted — and 
everybody,  man  or  woman,  had  his  mug  of  drink  handy  to 
his  fingers.  Among  them  was  Myles  Cuolahan,  the  little 
spare  man  with  the  big  hands,  singing,  drinking,  and  roaring 
with  the  best.  If  you  look  in  his  face,  you  will  notice  a 
queer  expression,  one  of  anxiety,  a  sort  of  fear  upon  it.  His 
cheeks  are  puffed,  his  nose  is  red,  he  looks  twenty  years  older 
than  when  we  met  him  last.  Poor  Myles  has  been  going 
downhill  fast  since  his  wife  died,  and  is  now  very  near  the 
end  of  his  tether,  though  there  is  still  time  to  turn  back. 

There  is  dancing ;  there  is  singing ;  there  is  the  music, 
not  low  and  rippling’,  but  loud  and  harsh,  of  women’s  voices ; 
there  is  fiddling ;  there  is  stamping  on  the  floor and  pre¬ 
sently  there  are  indications  of  a  coming  duel. 

“  Eight  it  out,  lads  !  ”  cries  Myles,  springing  to  the  floor. 
“  More’s  the  fun.  Pity  ’twould  be  if  the  dhriuk  don’t  make 
an  alteration.  We  come  in  sad,  and  we  go  out  happy;  we 
come  in  peaceful,  and  we  go  out  quarrelsome :  Glory  be  to 
whisky  !  ” 

Whether  the  club  danced,  or  sang,  or  drank,  or  fought, 
the  fiddle  went  on  exactly  the  same,  playing  Irish  jigs.  The 
fiddler  sat  with  his  nose  in  the  air  and  his  eyes  on  the  ceil¬ 
ing,  as  if  absorbed  in  thought.  Now  and  then  he  moved  his 
right  foot  in  time,  but  besides  this  he  gave  no  sign  of  life 
beyond  the  movement  of  his  arms  and  fingers. 

The  row  began,  if  one  may  trace  things  back  to  their 
ultimate  cause,  like  all  rows  since  the  siege  of  Troy,  through 
a  woman.  There  was  a  neat  and  extremely  pretty  little 
Welshwoman,  remarkable  among  the  other  ladies  present  for 
the  careful  purity  of  her  attire.  She  had  black  hair,  very 
bright  eyes,  and  a  very  striking  expression  in  her  face, 
which,  when  she  was  watching  a  fight,  made  you  understand 
how  the-  Roman  ladies  managed  to  enjoy  a  gladiatorial  con¬ 
test.  She  was  the  lawful  wife  and  better  half  of  Patsy 
M‘Nulty.  She  spoke  with  a  pure  and  beautiful  accent  in 
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“  book  ”  English,  perfectly  different  from  that  of  the  rough 
Irish  round  her,  and  as  if — which  was  in  fact  the  case — she 
was  speaking  a  foreign  language.  And  though  she  some¬ 
times  used  the  “  argot  ”  of  her  associates,  she  preferred  the 
tongue  of  Addison,  which  she  had  been  taught  at  school. 

“  My  husband,”  she  remarked  to  Mr.  Nailer,  already  men¬ 
tioned  above,  who  showed  signs  of  grogginess  about  the 
head,  “  would  scorn  to  be  intoxicated  by  six  little  glasses  of 
whisky.  My  husband  is  a  ferry  much  petter  man  than  you 
or  Myles  Ouolahan  either,  though  you  did  beat  him  and  win 
the  money  at  the  match.  But  everybody  knows  that  was 
because  Myles  trained  him,  and  they  both  got  drunk  together 
every  day.  He  would  be  perfectly  prepared  to  fight  you  again 
to-morrow.  Do  not  think  my  husband  is  afraid  of  you.” 

After  firing  this  blow  in  a  calm  and  collected  manner,  she 
retired  to  the  other  end  of  the  room,  nearest  the  door,  where 
she  sat  and  smilingly  watched  the  effect.  Mr.  Nailer,  whose 
sensibilities  were  as  keen  as  his  proportions  were  large,  was 
stung  to  the  quick  by  this  observation,  and  instantly  leaping 
to  his  feet,  began  a  circuit  round  the  room,  pushing  his  way 
through  the  dancers  with  the  carelessness  of  superior  strength. 
Encumbered  as  he  was  with  many  glasses  of  whisky,  which 
made  his  head  roll  about  and  his  legs  lurch,  his  progress  was 
unsteady. 

“  Where’s  M‘Nulty  ?  ”  he  shouted.  “  Show  me  M‘Nulty. 
Bring  out  your  Patsy  M'Nulty ;  him  as  I  thrashed  already, 
and  him  as  I’m  ready  to  thrash  again  for  five  pounds  or  a 
hundred.  Come  out!  Myles  Cuolahan — Myles  the  trainer 
— Ho !  ho ! — Myles  with  the  big  fist,  come  out  both  of  ye, 
till  I  kill  ye  at  wunst.” 

Patsy  and  Myles,  who  were  side  by  side,  rushed  to  the 
front,  and  in  a  moment  the  bridge  of  battle  was  Homerically 
set  with  combatants,  in  which  all,  save  the  modest  little 
Welshwoman,  who  only  looked  on  and  smiled,  took  an  active 
and  a  pleasurable  part. 

After  it  had  raged  for  ten  minutes  or  so,  the  landlord, 
thinking  that  enough  blood  was  shed  for  the  preservation  of 
honour,  turned  out  the  lights,  and  when  quiet  was  restored, 
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threatened  to  turn  out  the  combatants  as  well,  unless  they 
consented  to  take  their  drink  “  quiet  and  sober,  like  Chris¬ 
tians.”  They  shook  hands  and  sat  down  again.  The  lights 
were  lit  once  more,  the  fiddler,  who  had  been  stopped,  struck 
up  another  jig,  and  all  was  harmony  again. 

“  You’re  getting  dhrunk,  Myles,”  said  Patsy,  as  a  friendly 
observation.  “Ye  were  dhrunk  last  night;  and  ye  were 
dhrunk  the  night  afore  last  night.  How  long  have  you  been 
in  it  now  ?  ” 

“  Six  weeks  to-night,  Patsy.  I’ve  been  dhrunk  for  six 
weeks  every  night ;  and  spent  all  the  money.  Lord  help  the 
childher !  ” 

“  Then  don’t  do  it  again,”  rejoined  the  bruiser.  “  Go  home 
now,  Myles,  and  go  to  bed.” 

“  I  had  ’em  last  night,  Pat.  I  had  the  horrors  worse  than 
iver  they  come  before.  I  got  out  of  bed  and  I  tuk  the  razor 
— think  o’  that,  now — and  I  stood  over  the  childher  on  their 
matthrass  and  .  .  and  .  .  I  don’t  know  how  it  was  I  got 
safe  to  bed  again,  and  they  woke  up  safe  this  morning.  I’m 
afraid  to  go  home,  Pat,  I’m  afraid.” 

He  finished  his  glass  of  whisky,  which  was  not  adulterated 
and  spoiled  with  water,  and  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his 
forehead.  Then  he  looked  furtively  round  the  room,  and 
behind  him,  as  if  there  might  be  some  fearful  thing  prowling 
in  the  rear,  and  tried  to  laugh. 

But  the  little  Welshwoman  with  the  demure  countenance, 
seeing  no  further  prospect  of  any  fighting,  came  and  carried 
away  his  friend. 

“  Patsy,  you  are  coming  home  with  me.  You  have  to 
begin  training  to-morrow,  and  your  fight  is  to  take  place  in 
a  fortnight.  It  is  only  for  a  ten-pound  note,  but  you  must 
win  it.  You  have  had  two  more  glasses  of  whisky  than  by  a 
right  you  should  have  taken.  Come  home  at  once.” 

Patsy  was  like  a  lamb,  and  followed  his  commanding 
officer.  He  was  not  a  bit  the  worse  for  the  little  skirmish 
he  had  just  gone  through ;  a  cut  lip  heals  very  soon,  and  a 
black  eye  is  one  of  those  things  that  few  gentlemen  of  his 
habits  of  thought  and  occupation  are  long  without. 
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Myles,  left  alone,  began  to  drink  harder.  In  course  of 
time  he  found  himself  pleasantly  and  hopelessly  drunk,  and 
rejoiced,  for  he  could  now  bid  defiance — a  drunken  mans 
defiance — to  the  dreams  that  haunted  him  night  after  night, 
when  the  fumes  of  the  whisky  left  his  brain.  It  was  past 
one  in  the  morning  when  he  stumbled  up  the  stairs,  threw 
himself  upon  the  bed,  dressed  as  he  was,  and  in  a  moment 
was  fast  asleep. 

It  might  have  been  an  hour  later — not  more,  because  there 
was  yet  no  light  in  the  sky,  and  the  moon  shone  bright  and 
clear  through  the  window— that  he  stirred  on  the  bed,  put 
out  an  arm  as  if  to  feel  for  something,  and  then,  with  a  start 
and  a  groan,  sat  up  and  looked  wildly  round  him.  There 
was  nothing  in  the  room,  not  even  furniture;  there  was 
nobody  save  the  sleeping  children  in  the  corner ;  but  he 
glared  round  and  round  the  room  as  if  following  some  shape 
or  spectral  image  of  his  brain.  Presently  his  eyes  dilated 
and  became  fixed.  The  creature  of  his  drunken  fancy  re¬ 
solved  itself  into  something  resembling  a  form ;  took  to  itself 
arms  and  legs ;  assumed  eyes  that  looked  into  Myles’s  face, 
and  fingers  that  beckoned  him  on ;  put  on  a  face  which  was 
one  of  unimaginable  cunning,  devilry,  and  mockery ;  and, 
stooping  close  to  his  bedside,  moved  cadaverous  lips  through 
which  no  sound  came,  but  which  spoke  words  easy  to  be 
understood.  “  Come,  Myles,  now  is  the  time  to  do  it.” 

Yet  there  was  nobody  in  the  room  at  all,  except  himself 
and  the  two  children  ;  these  were  sleeping  on  their  mattress 
in  the  corner ;  the  moon  lay  full  upon  them,  showing  little 
Norah  with  her  head  nestled  on  Jack’s  shoulders,  her  arms 
about  his  neck,  her  long  dark  hair  lying  in  masses  over 
Jack’s  head  and  face;  and  the  boy,  weary  with  hunger  and 
watching,  lying  on  his  back  and  sleeping  off  the  pain.  The 
eyes  of  the  drunkard,  fixed  upon  the  Person  who  walked 
slowly  from  the  bedside,  passed  over  the  space  from  the  bed 
to  the  cupboard,  from  the  cupboard,  still  more  slowly,  to  the 
mattress  where  the  children  lay  asleep. 

Then  Myles  groaned  aloud,  and,  slipping  from  the  bed¬ 
side,  stood  upright,  steady  as  a  rock,  though  he  had  been 
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almost  helplessly  drunk  but  an  hour  before,  and  sighed 
heavily. 

Then  he  sat  down  again  on  the  bed,  deliberately  took  off 
his  coat,  rolled  up  his  sleeves,  unlaced  and  took  off  his  boots, 
which  were  the  heavy  double-soled  boots  worn  by  trampers 
and  bought  by  those  gentlemen  of  Lancashire  who  correct 
their  wives  with  booted  feet.  Then,  in  his  stockings,  he 
crept  silently  to  the  cupboard. 

What  is  it  his  hands  feel  for  in  the  dark  as  he  tries  each 
shelf,  one  after  the  other,  in  vain  ?  He  forgets,  perhaps, 
how  only  that  very  morning  he  took  his  razor  to  a  neighbour, 
under  the  pretence  of  wanting  an  edge  put  on  it,  and  left  it 
with  him  for  safety.  Unable  to  find  it,  he  turns  round,  still 
following  his  invisible  director.  Then  his  eye  brightens, 
and  he  creeps  across  the  room  to  the  fireplace.  The  poker 
lies  there.  As  he  steps  a  plank  creaks  beneath  his  feet,  and 
little  Jack  wakes  up. 

With  a  start,  like  Myles,  and  with  a  dreadful  fear  upon 
him,  for  he  sees  Myles  out  of  bed,  dressed,  and  stealthily 
creeping  towards  the  mattress,  with  the  poker  in  his  hand. 
He  is  moving  so  slowly,  so  slowly,  that  at  first  you  would 
think  him  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  room.  But  he  does 
move,  for  all  that,  and  it  is  always  in  the  direction  of  the 
bed ;  while  in  his  hand  he  carries,  lifted  in  readiness  to 
strike,  the  poker,  which  flashes  as  he  gets  within  the  moon¬ 
light  from  the  window.  Jack,  like  some  poor  Indian  bird  in 
presence  of  the  snake,  sat  spell-bound,  motionless,  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  white  face  and  menacing  features  of  Myles. 

The  room  was  light  enough,  in  the  twilight  of  the 
summer  and  the  bright  morn  of  May,  for  him  to  see  some¬ 
thing  more — something  that  he  had  never  yet  seen  in  his 
drunken  benefactor — a  purpose.  His  mouth  was  drawn 
back,  his  dry  lips  trembled  with  impatience,  his  white  teeth 
gleamed,  his  eyeballs  starting  from  his  head,  his  body 
was  bent  double,  as  he  stole,  slowly,  slowly,  over  the  boards 
with  the  weapon  in  his  hand.  And  then  Jack  saw,  that 
further,  though  Myles  was  looking  him  straight  in  the  face, 
he  did  not  see  him — he  was  looking  at  some  one  else. 
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For  between  Myles  and  the  children  stood  the  devilish  spectre 
of  his  brain  ready  to  make  poor  Myles  a  murderer !  But 
as  yet  he  had  not  given  the  signal. 

Jack  never  knew  how  long  this  lasted — probably  but  half 
a  minute — for  his  nerves  were  frozen  with  terror.  Then  little 
Norah  moved  in  her  sleep,  and  whispered  in  her  dreams ; 
and  Jack,  recovering  from  his  stupefaction,  sprang  out  of  the 
bed  and  stood  face  to  face  with  Myles.  Stripling  and  child 
as  he  was,  the  boy  was  ready  to  do  battle  with  the  drunkard 
for  the  life  of  Norah.  On  the  bare  arms  of  the  man  the 
muscles  stood  out  like  the  ropes  of  the  rigging  of  a  yacht ; 
in  his  face  there  was  set  a  look  of  dreadful  resolution ;  his 
eyes  gleamed  with  the  purpose  of  destruction :  he  was  pos¬ 
sessed  with  a  devil.  To  meet  all  this  force  there  was 
nothing  but  a  child  of  nine,  weak  with  long  hunger,  too,  if 
that  made  any  difference,  and  only  strong  of  will.  On  his 
forehead  fell  the  hot  and  poisonous  breath  of  the  drunken 
man,  like  that  gas  which,  descending  upon  the  earth,  poisons 
and  chokes  the  life  out  of  man  and  plant.  Almost  within 
reach  of  the  heavy  iron  weapon,  the  child  stood  gazing  into  the 
face  of  the  haunted  man,  who  dragged  forward  his  feet,  inch 
by  inch,  as  if  drawn  by  something  beyond  his  will.  And  the 
boy  saw,  while  he  shivered  and  trembled  to  see  it,  that 
Myles  had  no  perception  at  all  of  his  presence ;  their  faces 
were  not  a  foot  apart,  for  Myles  was  stooping;  their  eyes 
looked  into  and  were  reflected  in  each  other :  but  Myles  saw 
nothing.  And  J ack  would  have  screamed  and  cried  for  help, 
but  he  was  afraid  ;  for  he  did  not  know  what  to  do  or  what 
would  happen. 

The  man  made  a  hasty  step  forward — one  more,  and  he 
would  be  upon  the  boy.  Jack  stepped  aside  and  seized  him 
by  the  right  arm,  turning  him  suddenly  and  violently  away 
from  the  mattress  where  little  Norah  lay  sleeping,  with  her 
wThite  bare  limbs  tossed  carelessly  and  gleaming  in  the  moon¬ 
light.  To  Jack’s  astonishment,  Myles  made  no  sign,  but 
continued  slowly  advancing  in  the  new  direction.  This  was 
that  of  his  own  bed,  which  lay  but  a  yard  off.  Jack — always 
with  one  eye  upon  the  villanous  poker — pulled  him  gently 
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by  the  shirt-sleeve  till  he  nearly  touched  the  bed,  and  then 
fell  back  and  watched.  As  his  knee  struck  the  iron  edge  of  the 

bed,  Myles  gave  a  fierce  but  muffled  cry  and  raised  the  poker 
to  strike.  Once — twice — thrice ;  and  then  he  redoubled  the 
blows  upon  the  unoffending  pillow,  while  the  great  drops 
rolled  off  his  forehead  and  his  chest  heaved  at  the  exercise. 
Then,  suddenly,  dropping  the  poker,  he  fell  down  upon  his 
knees  by  the  bedside,  and  burst  into  violent  prayers  and 
sobs. 

When  he  was  fairly  spent  and  the  danger  was  over,  the 
day  was  breaking.  Jack  quietly  took  the  poker  and  hid  it 
beneath  his  own  mattress.  Little  Norah  still  slept  undis¬ 
turbed.  Then  mindful  of  poor  Biddy’s  last  injunction,  he  fell 
upon  his  knees  and  thanked  God  as  one  who  has  escaped 
a  great  and  terrible  peril.  And  then  he  turned  to  watch 
Myles.  His  face  buried  in  his  hands — his  whole  frame 
shaken  and  trembling  with  emotion,  he  was  crying,  praying, 
and  cursing,  all  in  the  same  breath. 

“  0  Lord !  ”  he  groaned,  “  forgive  me !  I  have  killed  them 
both  !  My  little  Nor  ah — Norah,  alaunah,  my  darlin !  my  love  ! 
my  little  baby !  my  black-haired  Norah,  mavourneen !  will 
ye  niver  spake  to  me  again  ?— niver  kiss  your  wicked  father’s 
cheeks  ? — niver  twine  your  little  arms  round  his  neck  ? 
Niver  again — niver  again !  May  the  Lord  curse  the  dhrink ! 
O  Jack !  now  it’s  your  blood  my  arms  are  dabblin’  in — your 
innocent  blood,  my  purty  boy,  that  I  love  as  well  as  Norah, 
and  better.  0  Lord  !  Lord  !  .  .  .  forgive  me !  forgive  me  !  ” 
•  •»•••• 

“  What’s  the  use,  Myles,  of  askin’  to  be  forgiven  ?  Why 
don’t  you  get  up,  Myles  Cuolahan,  ye  blackhearted  murdherin’ 
Prodesdan — why  don’t  ye  get  up,  and  run  away  ?  They’ll  find 

ye,  and  they’ll  hang  ye,  and  sarve  ye  right !  ” 

•  •••••• 

“  I  can’t  get  up.  I’m  tied  to  the  bed.  ’Tis  the  Lord  that 
houlds  me  tight  and  won’t  let  me  go.  Lord  !  Lord  !  let  me  go 
and  be  hanged,  but  show  me  once  more — oh !  show  me  once 
more  the  childher,  if  only  to  mock  me,  before  I  die.  And  I’ll 
take  the  poker  and  beat  out  my  own  brains,  and  thin  we  shall 
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all  three  come  to  You  at  wunst.  Nor  all  and  Jack  will  go  to 
heaven,  where  Biddy  sits  playin’  on  a  goulden  harrup  and 
waitin’  for  us ;  but  I  shall  niver  go  there,  and  they’ll  be  all 
there  miserable  for  iver  and  for  iver,  cryin’  out  their  blessed 
eyes  when  they  ought  to  be  singin’  and  makin’  glory.  O  J ack ! 
O  Biddy  !  ’tis  Myles  has  spoiled  your  heaven  for  ye.  For  the 
Lord  can  niver  forgive  this  night — He  can't  do  it.  I  musn’t 
ax  it.  It  wouldn’t  be  fair  on  Patsy  M’Nulty,  who  niver  killed 
anybody,  except  by  accident  and  in  his  divarshin.  Lord !  I 

dusn’t  ax  it — I  don’t - ”  Then  he  began  again  almost  in 

the  same  words. 

When  he  prayed  again  to  see  the  “  childher  ”  once  more, 
Jack,  who  had  no  terror  now  that  he  had  once  successfully 
diverted  him  from  the  mattress,  put  his  hand  under  his  fore¬ 
head  and  lifted  it  up,  lying  down  so  that  his  face  met  Myles’s. 
Myles  showed  no  surprise.  He  thought  it  was  an  answer  to 
his  prayer,  and  only  kissed  the  boy  silently  and  solemnly, 
his  tears  falling  upon  his  face.  Then  he  murmured,  “  Now, 
Norah,  0  Lord !  Glory  be  to  all  the  saints !  ” 

Jack  brought  Norah,  still  asleep,  and  laid  her  in  front  of 
him.  When  the  man  saw  the  child,  he  burst  into  a  fit  of 
fresh  sobs  and  lamentations,  waking  her  up. 

Little  Norah  began  to  prattle,  but  Jack  took  her  up  again, 
and  laid  her  on  the  mattress. 

“  Norah  must  go  to  sleep  again  directly.” 

“  Iss,”  said  Norah,  lying  down  and  shutting  her  eyes  very 
obediently.  Directly  Jack  left  her,  however,  she  sat  up  and 
began  to  crow  and  toss  her  arms  about.  Myles  got  up  from  his 
knees,  wringing  his  hands,  and  began  debating  aloud  whether 
he  should  run  away  or  not.  Before  In?  had  settled  that  im¬ 
portant  point,  the  fit  of  repentance  and  despair  seemed  to 
leave  him  as  suddenly  as  it  came,  and  he  lay  down  on  the 
bed  with  his  eyes  shut,  and  fell  fast  asleep.  Jack  proceeded 
leisurely  to  undress  him.  This  partially  accomplished,  he 
bethought  him  of  the  next  day,  and  proceeded  to  examine 
his  pockets.  In  the  coat-tail  there  was  a  small  loaf.  In  the 
pockets  there  was  a  penny.  Not  another  farthing  had  the 
man,  though  his  receipts  the  day  before  had  amounted  to  some 
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eight  or  nine  shillings.  Poor  Jack  had  eaten  nothing  for  nearly 
twenty  hours,  and  he  could  wait  no  longer.  Dividing  the 
loaf  into  two  parts,  he  took  one  for  himself  and  the  other  he 
kept  for  Norali,  giving  her  a  little  piece  at  a  time.  His  own 
was  soon  gone,  and  he  was  hungry  still.  But  he  would  not 
touch  the  child’s  portion,  and  sat  down  again  on  the  bed, 
wearied  with  watching  and  waiting ;  and  presently  the  two 
children  were  sound  asleep  again  in  each  other’s  arms ;  and 
when  the  morning  roused  them  up  all  was  but  a  dream  of  the 
night. 


CHAPTER  III. 

IT  was  not  till  one  o’clock  in  the  day  that  Myles  Cuolahan 
awoke,  first  with  the  feeling  of  lazy  contentment  which 
always  follows  violent  exertion  and  long  sleep ;  then  with  a 
sense  of  discomfort,  due  to  the  whisky;  and  then  with  a 
sudden,  agonising  pang  at  the  heart,  when  he  remembered 
his  dreadful  deed  of  the  night — a  pang  which  made  him  leap 
from  the  bed  and  stare  wildly  round,  crying,  u  Jack  ! — No  rah  ! 
— the  childher.” 

He  remembered  it  all :  the  devil  who  came  to  his  bedside 
and  whispered;  who  went  to  the  cupboard  and  pointed  to 
where  the  razor  generally  lay  ;  who  led  him  to  the  poker,  and 
put  it  into  his  hand ;  who  bid  him  creep  softly,  so  as  not  to 
wake  the  little  ones ;  who  nerved  his  arm  to  strike,  and  theD, 
when  the  deed  was  done,  left  him  despairing.  What  he  could 
not  remember,  trying  to  recall  the  time  when  he  crept  slowly 
round  the  room,  with  his  arm  half-raised,  and  his  head  bent 
forward,  was  the  reason  ;  why  had  the  devil  told  him  to  kill 
the  children  ?  Yet  he  knew  there  was  a  reason,  and  a  good 
one,  because  it  seemed  the  only  thing  left  to  do,  the  one 
possible  thing,  before  the  whole  was  finished. 

He  was  standing  with  his  back  to  the  children’s  mattress, 
and  suddenly  it  flashed  across  him  that  behind  him,  silent, 
battered,  bathed  with  blood,  were  the  murdered  children. 
Then  a  worse  horror  fell  upon  his  heart,  and  it  became  colder 
than  stone.  The  beads  of  such  a  sweat  as  stood  upon  Mac- 
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betli’s  brow  in  the  morning,  stood  upon  his  brow ;  his  limbs 
shook  beneath  him ;  he  turned  up  his  face,  and  met  the  sun’s 
great  eye  staring  in  upon  him  like  an  accuser ;  and  then,  not 
daring  to  turn  round,  he  stepped  to  the  window,  threw  it 
open,  and  leaned  his  head  out,  looking  into  the  crowded  street 
below.  When  the  mind  is  laden  with  some  great  and  terrible 
burden  of  anxiety  or  guilt,  it  takes  an  interest,  by  way  of 
refuge,  in  any  little  trifle  that  meets  it.  Oliver  Cromwell, 
when  he  signs  the  death-warrant  of  Charles,  flirts  the  ink  in 
his  neighbour’s  face.  “  Brutal  flippancy  !  ”  cry  the  foolish 
critics,  not  discerning  here  a  proof  of  the  man’s  terrible 
mental  struggles.  If  you  read  the  ghastly  stories  of  great 
crimes,  you  will  find  everywhere,  and  in  grim  contrast  against 
the  terrible  reality,  the  importance  of  the  trifle.  As  when 
Beatrice  Cenci  is  led  to  execution,  her  last  words  were  not  of 
terror,  of  repentance,  of  blind  wrath  against  the  cruelty  of 
fate,  but  about  the  arrangement  of  her  hair  : — 

“  Here,  mother,  tie 

My  girdle  for  me,  and  bind  up  this  hair 

In  any  simple  knot :  ay,  that  does  well. 

And  yours,  I  see,  is  coming  down.” 

So  poor  Myles  Cuolahan,  the  murderer,  leaned  out  of  his 
window  and  watched  the  passers-by.  There  was  a  Punch 
and  Judy,  the  drama  just  finishing  with  Toby  the  dog,  the 
beadle,  and — the  gallows.  He  laughed  at  the  beadle,  but 
when  it  came  to  the  gallows  he  felt  a  sort  of  uneasiness,  just 
as  if  something  had  been  said  or  done  which  jarred  upon 
him.  Then  there  was  a  lusty  quarrel  between  two  ladies 
just  beneath  him,  touching  a  disputed  debt  of  twopence. 
Before  the  policeman  sauntered  round  the  corner  there  was 
a  little  fight,  in  which  mischief  was  done  to  the  extent  of 
many  twopences,  and  both  went  off  in  custody  together — in 
chains,  so  to  speak,  but  preserving  still  grandeur  of  spirit 
and  freedom  of  tongue.  The  sight  of  the  man  in  blue  gave 
Myles  another  feeling  of  distrust  which  annoyed  him ;  but 
that,  too,  passed  away.  And  then  he  watched  the  children 
who  swarmed  in  the  crowded  street,  or  marked  their  sports, 
which  were  many  ;  for  some  danced  on  the  pavement  to  the 
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tune  of  a  barrel-organ — girls  these,  who  would,  if  they  were 
lucky,  eventually  become  ladies  of  the  corps  de  ballet :  some 
sailed  bits  of  wood,  purloined  from  the  shop,  down  the  flow¬ 
ing  gutter :  some  bung  about  the  stalls,  and  tried  to  steal 
the  fruit :  some  addressed  themselves  gravely  to  the  task  of 
nursing  their  younger  brothers  and  sisters.  It  was  a  warm 
afternoon,  and  all  were  out. 

Myles  began  to  get  hungry,  and  once,  under  the  first 
impulse,  drew  in  his  head  and  half  turned  round  ;  then,  with 
a  hollow  groan,  leaned  out  again,  and,  for  a  few  minutes, 
knew  and  saw  nothing  but  his  misery.  He  did  not  hear  a 
step  on  the  stairs  and  a  knock  at  his  door,  which,  no  notice 
having  been  taken  at  first,  was  .repeated,  and  then,  there 
being  still  silence,  the  door  was  opened,  and  a  lady  came  in. 

She  looked  round  the  room,  bare  and  desolate  of  every¬ 
thing  except  the  bed  and  the  mattress,  and  saw  the  man 
standing  at  the  window.  She  called  him.  As  he  made  no 
answer,  she  crossed  the  room,  and  pulled  him  by  the  sleeve. 

“  Myles  Cuolahan  ” — her  voice  was  low  and  deep,  and 
sounded  to  him  like  that  of  an  accusing  spirit.  11  Myles 
Cuolahan,  where  are  the  children  ?  ” 

Instead  of  turning  round  to  speak  to  her,  he  moaned  an 
inarticulate  reply,  and  still  keeping  his  face  to  the  window, 
he  backed  to  the  bed  and  sat  down,  his  head  in  his  hands. 

“  Myles  Cuolahan,”  she  repeated,  “  where  are  the  chil¬ 
dren  ?  ” 

He  only  groaned,  for  it  was  with  him  as  with  David  when 
Nathan  turned  upon  him  and  said,  “  Thou  art  the  man.  ’ 

Where  were  the  children?  He  only  pointed  with  his 
hand  to  the  corner  where  lay  the  mattress  with  its  dreadful 
burden,  and  waited  for  the  cry  of  horror  which  was  to  follow. 
But  no  cry  of  horror  came. 

“  Is  the  man  mad  ?  Myles  Cuolahan,  you  have  been  drink¬ 
ing  again  this  morning ;  and  it  is  only  two  o’clock.” 

He  was  too  much  shaken  to  say  anything ;  but  the  words 
fell  upon  him  as  if  they  were  a  dream.  You  see,  he  was 
living  still  in  delirium  and  the  crime  of  the  night. 

There  were  steps  of  children  and  the  prattle  of  voices  on 
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the  stairs.  They  might  he,  thought  Myles,  if  that  was 
possible,  the  voices  of  Jack  and  Nor  ah.  They  even  came 
into  the  room — the  steps  and  the  voices — and  his  brain  went 
round,  because  he  thought  they  were  the  accusing  spirits  of 
the  slain.  Was  it  an  accusing  spirit  that  laid  two  little 
hands  upon  his  knees,  and  pulled  aside  his  fingers  from  his 
face,  crying,  “  Dada — dada  ?  ”  He  sprang  to  his  feet,  with 
a  sudden  gesture  and  a  wild  cry,  then  looked  round. 

“  Miss  Ferens  !  The  cliildher  !  ” 

Then  he  pushed  his  visitor  roughly  to  one  side,  and  looked 
at  the  mattress.  It  was  just  as  he  had  seen  it  the  day 
before,  covered  with  its  single  blanket — no  mangled  remains 
of  murdered  children,  no  blood  and  dreadful  evidences  of  the 
crime,  nothing  at  all ;  and  staring  him  in  the  face  were  the 
laughing  eyes  of  his  little  Norah,  Jack  with,  for  once,  a 
hard,  resentful  look,  and  Miss  Ferens,  the  district  visitor. 
He  caught  the  little  girl  in  his  arms,  and  kissed  and  hugged 
her,  laughing  and  crying  together,  for  it  came  upon  his  mind 
suddenly  how  the  whole  dreadful  thing  was  a  dream,  and  he 
had  not  killed  the  children  after  all. 

“  It’s  a  dhrame,”  he  said,  keeping  the  child  in  his  arms. 
“  It’s  a  great,  big,  ugly  dhrame.” 

“  It’s  no  dream,  Myles,”  said  Jack  solemnly. 

Myles  turned  ashy  pale. 

“  It’s  no  dream,  Myles.  Ma’am,  he  left  us  all  yesterday 
without  a  bit  of  bread,  and  not  a  penny  to  get  any  with. 
He  went  out  at  nine,  and  we  had  no  breakfast.  Then  Norah 
began  to  cry,  and  then  I  went  and  begged  a  slice  of  bread 
from  downstairs.  And  he  never  came  home,  and  we  had  no 
dinner,  and  I  was  ashamed  to  beg  any  more.  And  it  got 
dark,  and  he  never  came  back ;  and  I  found  a  crust  in  the 
cupboard,  and  Norah  had  it  in  water ;  and  then  we  went  to 
sleep.  In  the  night  I  woke  up,  and  Myles  was  over  us  with 
the  poker  in  his  hand.  .  .  .  See,  ma’am,  here’s  the  poker  ” — 
he  drew  it  out  from  the  mattress.  “  Standing  over  us,  so, 
with  hand  up  to  kill  us.” 

“  It’s  all  true  for  you,  Jack,”  groaned  Myles ;  “  it’s  all  true.” 

“  He  didn’t  see  me  when  I  woke  and  got  up  ;  and  I  pulled 
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him  away  by  the  arm,  and  then — you  was  mad  drunk,  Myles, 
or  else  you  wouldn’t  have  done  it,  you  know — he  banged 
and  beat  his  pillow,  and  then  he  knelt  down  and  cried 
because  he  said  he’d  killed  the  children.” 

Miss  Ferens  snatched  the  child  from  his  arms. 

“  Myles  Cuolahan,  you  are  worse  than  Cain  !  ” 

“  I  am,”  he  groaned  humbly,  “  I  am ;  and  Abel  was  a  born 
angel  alongside  o’  me,  the  blaygaird  !  ” 

His  meaning  was  doubtless  good,  though  his  knowledge  of 
Scripture  was  confused. 

“And  I  looked  in  your  pocket,  Myles,  and  there  was  a 
twopenny  loaf  and  a  penny.” 

“  I’ve  been  dhrunk,”  Myles  murmured,  looking  up  and 
addressing  nobody  in  particular,  “  every  night  for  six  weeks. 
And  this  is  the  end  of  it.” 

“  At  all  events,”  said  Miss  Ferens,  “  it’s  the  end  of  one 
thing.  You  shall  not  have  the  children  here  any  longer.” 

“  What  will  I  do  then  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“  You  have  had  delirium  tremens.  If  you  drink  any  more, 
it  will  kill  you.” 

“  And  a  good  thing  to.” 

“  Perhaps  not,”  she  replied  grimly.  “  Now,  Myles  Cuolahan, 
you  are  dangerous.  How  do  I  know  that  you  may  not  have 
a  fit  now,  and  kill  us  all  ?  I  shall  take  this  little  girl  home 
with  me  for  to-night.  The  boy  I  will  take  somewhere  else. 
You  shall  be  left  alone  till  you  can  take  care  of  yourself. 
Jack,  where  are  Norah’s  things?” 

“  She’s  got  ’em  all  on,”  said  Jack.  “  So  have  I.” 

“  I’ve  sold  ’em  all,”  said  the  drunkard,  “  for  whisky.  I’ve 
sold  all  my  own  things,  too,  and  all  my  sticks.  There’s 
nothing  left  to  sell  now.  Even  the  bed  and  the  matthrass  is 
lent  to  me  by  the  landlord.” 

“If  I  leave  you  alone,”  said  Miss  Ferens,  “you  will  go  out 
and  get  drunk  again.” 

Myles  turned  out  both  his  pockets  with  a  significant 
gesture  which  silenced  the  lady. 

“Now,  Myles,  I’ll  do  this  for  you,  and  you  shall  have  one 
more  chance — I  will  take  care  of  the  children  for  a  day  or 
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two  myself.  If  you  do  not  mend  your  ways  you  stall  never 
see  either  of  them  again.  Do  you  hear  ?  You  shall  never  see 
them  again — not  Jack,  not  little  Norah  ;  and  you  shall  he  left 
alone  without  a  friend  to  help  you  while  you  drink  and  drink 
yourself  lower  and  lower,  till  the  devil  clutches  you  by  the 
throat  and  bids  you  kill  yourself.  And  your  child  shall  never 
know  even  the  name  of  her  drunken,  worthless  father.” 

She  took  Norah  in  her  arms,  and  Jack  by  the  hand,  and 
turned  to  the  door.  Jack  left  her,  and  ran  back  to  Myles. 

“Never  mind,  Myles.  Don’t  cry.  You  didn’t  mean  to 
kill  us,  you  know.  It  was  -only  the  drink.” 

“0  Jack!  Jack,  darlint !  ”  Myles  groaned,  spreading  out 
his  hands  in  distress. 

“Come,  Jack,”  said  Miss  Ferens.  “If  Myles  reforms  he 
shall  have  you  back  again ;  ”  and  disappeared  shutting  the 
door  behind  her. 

For  a  while  Myles  sat  brooding,  motionless.  Then  he 
stood  up,  and  mechanically  put  on  his  boots  and  his  hat ;  and 
then  a  curious  change  suddenly  fell  upon  his  face — a  look  of 
desire,  of  cunning,  of  devilry,  while  the  saddened  air  of  re¬ 
pentance  vanished.  For  Myles  was  hungry,  and  the  demon 
of  drink  had  seized  him  again.  He  stole  down  the  stairs  and 
into  the  street,  and  stealthily  made  for  the  Fox  and  Hounds. 
Looking  up  and  down  the  street  to  make  sure  that  Miss 
Ferens  was  not  watching  him,  he  stole  into  the  place,  and 
carelessly  nodded  to  the  landlord. 

“  Bring  Misther  Cuolahan’s  score,”  said  that  great  man, 
calling  to  a  potboy.  “  You’re  come  to  pay  for  last  night,  I 
reckon.” 

Myles’s  face  fell,  and  he  shook  his  head. 

“  Then,  Misther  Cuolahan,  as  you  don’t  pay,  and  as  there 
wag  a  fight  last  night — and  there  always  is  a  fight  when  you 
and  Patsy  M‘Nulty  do  come  together — and  the  police  have 
been  here  to-day,  you  don’t  get  any  more  drink  here  till 
you’ve  paid  for  your  last,  and  that’s  thirteen  shillins  and  two¬ 
pence  ha’penny.  So  you’d  better  get  out  of  this,  and  get 
some  money.” 

He  turned  and  went  away,  wandering  up  and  down  streets, 
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and  whenever  he  passed  a  public-house  a  wild  longing  seized 
him,  and  he  looked  into  the  bar,  if  it  was  only  to  see  and 
smell  the  drink.  But  if  the  Fox  and  Hounds  would  not 
trust  him,  no  one  would. 

There  was  nothing-  that  he  could  turn  into  money,  for  his 
pockets  were  empty :  there  was  not  even  a  pipeful  of  tobacco 
to  console  him,  and  his  pipe  was  broken ;  and  of  all  wretched 
men  in  Sheffield  that  day,  Myles  Cuolahan  was  the  most 
wretched. 

Presently  he  found  himself,  as  he  strolled  carelessly  along, 
one  of  a  great  crowd  listening  to  a  man  preaching.  He 
stopped  and  listened  too.  It  was  on  a  dismal  stretch  of  road 
and  blank  space  lying  outside  the  town,  and  some  hundreds 
of  people  were  gathered  together  while  one  man  spoke  to 
them.  He  was  a  stout,  well  set-up  man  of  fifty  or  so,  hand¬ 
some  and  florid  in  looks,  with  shaven  cheeks,  full  rich  lips, 
and  an  aquiline  nose,  dressed  something  like  an  English 
clergyman.  Myles  felt  the  voice  of  the  man,  even  before  he 
knew  what  he  was  saying,  thrill  through  him  and  make  him 
tremble ;  for  in  the  shaken  and  shattered  state  of  his  nerves 
he  was  open  to  any  emotion.  He  pressed  through  the  crowd, 
which,  somehow,  parted  easily  to  let  him  through,  and,  getting 
gradually  to  the  front,  stood  in  front  of  the  speaker  and 
listened. 

“  ’Tis  Eather  Mathew,  bedad !  ”  he  said  to  a  man  stand¬ 
ing  by. 

It  was  Father  Mathew,  the  apostle  of  temperance,  harangu¬ 
ing  the  Sheffield  people  on  their  great  sin  of  drunkenness. 
Myles  listened,  while  his  conscience  smote  him  more  and 
more.  Presently  he  trembled  and  turned  pale,  for  Father 
Mathew  began  to  describe,  almost  step  my  step,  his  delirium 
and  madness.  Yes,  all  of  it — how  the  clothes  of  the  children 
went,  and  the  furniture  and — “  Some  one’s  told  him,”  said 
Myles — and  how  the  drunken  man  in  his  frenzy  took  the 
poker  to  murder  the  little  ones — “  He’s  seen  Miss  Ferens  this 
morning,”  said  Myles. 

He  heard  no  more ;  for  when  the  preacher  went  on  to  talk 
of  other  things,  he  stood  still,  gazing  into  space,  with  the 
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re-awakened  Horror  of  the  night  upon  him.  Stood  still, 
while  the  preacher  ended  and  the  people  crowded  round  him 
to  take  the  pledge,  jostling  him  about ;  for  his  heart  was  mad 
with  shame  and  remorse,  and  he  could  neither  move  nor  speak. 

The  crowd  dispersed,  and  Father  Mathew,  looking  round, 
saw  this  man  almost  alone,  standing  pale  and  motionless,  with 
quivering  lips  and  fixed  eyes.  He  knew  the  symptoms. 

“  My  poor  man  !  ”  he  said,  with  his  strong  Irish  accent  and 
his  full,  rich  voice,  “  what  will  I  do  for  you  ?  ” 

“  Father  Mathew,”  groaned  Myles,  “  where  was  ye  hid 
last  night  to  see  it  all  ?  ’Tis  all  true.  I  was  mad  with  the 
whisky,  and  I  tried  to  murdher  the  childher,  j  ust  as  you  tould 
all  the  people.  Don’t  tell  ’em  that  ’twas  myself  that  done  it.” 

“  I  only  help  those  who  help  themselves,”  replied  the  priest. 

“  And  will  ye  give  me  the  pledge,  your  riverence  ? — and 
me  a  Prodesdan,  and  a  black,  murdhering  villain  to  boot ! 
Will  ye  give  me  the  pledge  that  will  cure  me  for  iver  ?  ” 

The  preacher  hesitated.  Finally,  and  after  much  exhorta¬ 
tion,  he  consented  to  take  his  promise. 

“  I,  Myles  Cuolahan,  promise  to  abstain  from  all  intoxicating 
liquors,  and  to  prevent  as  much  as  possible,  by  advice  and 
example,  intemperance  in  others.” 

Myles  repeated  the  words  after  him,  bareheaded,  solemn. 
Then  he  signed  the  printed  form. 

“  God  grant  you  grace  and  strength  to  keep  your  pledge,” 
said  Father  Mathew. 

“  And  now,  Myles  Cuolahan,  where  do  you  live  ?  ” 

Myles  told  him  ;  and  then,  encouraged  by  his  recent  solemn 
vow,  began  to  tell  him  all  his  story ;  to  which  the  priest 
listened  as  if  his  time  was  not  valuable,  only  bidding  him 
walk  with  him,  as  he  had  another  appointment  to  keep. 

They  passed  a  cookshop  in  the  street.  Myles  turned  a 
hungry  eye  upon  the  window,  out  of  which  there  issued  a 
volume  of  steam,  full  warrant  of  the  richness  of  the  good 
things  within.  Father  Mathew  noted  it,  and  without  a  word 
led  him  in,  and  sat  patiently  while  he  ravenously  devoured  a 
plate  of  meat  and  potatoes.  Then  he  poured  out  a  glass  of 
water  and  held  it  towards  him. 
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Myles  sipped  it,  gave  a  comical  look  at  the  priest,  and 
making  a  wry  face,  drank  it  all  up. 

“When  you  get  on  in  tke  world,”  said  Father  Mathew, 
“  you  will  drink  coffee ;  till  then,  you  must  drink  water.” .  .  . 

“  Go  home  now,  Myles,”  said  the  priest.  “  You  have  had 
your  dinner,  and  can  wait  till  to-morrow  morning.  Here  is 
some  tobacco  for  you.  Think  of  your  pledge,  and  wait  in  all 
the  evening,  for  I  am  going  to  send  you  a  visitor.” 

They  parted  presently,  and  Myles  never  saw  the  good 
priest  again. 

Myles  went  home.  He  no  longer  wept;  he  walked  erect, 
in  his  pocket  the  pledge  that  was  to  save  him  from  himself. 
He  had  had  a  good  dinner ;  he  had  a  handful  of  tobacco  ;  and, 
with  a  light  heart  and  clear  conscience,  he  sprang  up  the  stairs. 

But  his  heart  fell  at  sight  of  the  wretched  room,  the  scene 
of  all  his  troubles — deserted,  too,  for  the  children  were  gone ; 
and  he  sat  down  on  the  bed  and  pulled  out  his  pipe  with  a 
depression  that  surprised  him.  Even  the  memory  of  the 
pledge  failed  to  put  him  in  good  spirits. 

At  six  o’clock,  or  thereabouts,  some  one  ran  up  the  stairs. 
It  was  little  Jack,  who  opened  the  door,  and  creeping  quietly 
in,  sat  on  the  bed  and  threw  his  arm  round  Myles’s  neck. 

“  I’m  not  afraid,  Myles,”  he  whispered.  11  Miss  Ferens  has 
got  Norah ;  but  I  won’t  stay  where  she  sent  me,  and  I’ve 
come  back  here.  I’ve  had  dinner  and  tea  too.  You  won’t  do 
me  any  harm,  will  you,  Myles  ?  ” 

Myles  pulled  out  the  pledge,  with  great  pride,  and  showed 
it  to  the  boy  ;  and  then  they  spent  an  hour  in  building  castles 
in  the  air  of  the  great  things  they  would  do,  now  there  was 
to  be  no  more  money  spent  in  drink.  But  then  Myles  grew 
silent,  and  began  to  walk  up  and  down  the  room,  slowly  at 
first,  but  presently  faster  and  faster.  At  last  he  cried  out,  as 
if  the  dreadful  truth  were  extorted  from  him — 

“  0  Jack !  the  pledge  hasn’t  cured  me  at  all  at  all ;  and 
I’ve  got  a  live  divil  inside  o’  me  again !  What  will  I  do  ?  ” 
Jack  looked  on  in  terror  while  Myles  paced  the  little  room, 
with  his  wild  eyes  rolling  backwards  and  forwards,  and  his 
body  swinging  uneasily,  as  if  he  were  at  sea  in  a  rough  night. 
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There  was  to  be  one  more  visitor,  though,  in  this,  the  most 
eventful  day  in  all  Myles  Ouolahan’s  life.  A  doctor  this  time, 
who  called  about  eight  o’clock.  Finding  the  room  dark,  he 
went  away  and  bought  candles,  without  saying  a  word.  J ack 
lit  one,  and  he  turned  to  the  patient  whose  story  he  knew 
already  from  Father  Mathew. 

“  Take  off  your  clothes  and  go  to  bed,”  he  said,  keeping  his 
eyes  full  upon  him. 

Myles  obeyed  without  a  word,  but  there  was  a  dangerous 
glimmer  in  his  look  as  he  shiftily  glanced  at  the  doctor.  Jack 
saw  his  eye  catch  at  the  poker,  and  instantly  edged  away  in 
its  direction,  seizing  it  furtively  when  Myles’s  back  was 
turned. 

He  was  in  bed,  but  his  eyes  rolled  backwards  and  forwards 
with  a  strange  and  dreadful  wildness. 

“Go  downstairs,  boy,  and  bring  me  a  glass  and  a  jug  of 
water.” 

Jack,  glad  of  an  opportunity  of  getting  the  poker  out  of 
the  room  hastened  on  his  errand. 

The  doctor  sat  down  and  looked  at  his  patient.  Myles 
said  never  a  word,  but  glanced  uneasily  at  his  bedside,  as  if 
with  a  desire  to  escape. 

When  Jack  came  up,  the  doctor  put  some  crystals  into  the 
tumbler,  and  poured  water  over  them. 

“  Now,  Myles  Cuolahan,  my  fine  fellow,  you’ve  got  to  go  to 
sleep  ;  and  it’s  no  use  you  trying  to  keep  awake,  because  this 
is  hydrate  of  chloral,  and  go  to  sleep  you  must.  Leave  off 
rolling  your  eyes,  my  man,  and  drink  it  off.” 

Myles  drank  it  and  lay  back.  For  a  minute  or  two  he  kept 
his  eyes  shut.  Then  he  started  up  in  bed  and  began  to  moan. 
The  doctor  laid  him  back. 

“  More  chloral,”  he  said.  “  Now,  Myles,  I’ve  got  to  see  you 
asleep  before  I  go ;  and  perhaps  there  will  be  other  drunken 
rascals  besides  yourself  waiting  for  me  to-night.  Now,  then, 
off  you  go.” 

Again  the  doctor  dosed  his  patient,  and  time  after  time 
he  started  back  to  sleeplessness  and  torture.  As  for  Jack, 
he  had  long  since  fallen  back  upon  his  mattress,  and  was 
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now  sleeping  soundly,  wearied  out  witli  the  last  night’s 
watching  and  terror. 

“We  must  try  something  else,  then,”  said  the  doctor. 
“You  mustn’t  take  any  more  chloral,  though  your  nerves 
are  like  so  many  red  hot  wires.  Now,  Myles,  look  at  me.” 

He  bent  over  him,  with  his  eyes  full  upon  the  raving  man, 
and  compelled  him  to  look  him  in  the  face.  Then  he  made 
a  few  passes  with  his  hands,  and  Myles  closed  his  eyes. 
He  had  fallen  into  a  sleep,  at  first  mesmeric,  and  then 
natural. 

“  Sleep  now,”  said  the  doctor,  “  for  twelve  hours,  and  you 
will  be  cured.  Wake  up  once,  and  you  will  be  a  raving 
maniac.” 

It  was  past  twelve  o’clock  when  he  got  his  patient  com¬ 
fortably  off.  He  had  had  but  little  sleep  the  night  before ; 
the  thought  crossed  him  that  if  Myles  awoke  it-  might  be 
death  to  the  boy,  and  so  he  stayed  and  watched  by  the  bed¬ 
side.  From  time  to  time  he  listened  to  the  breathing  of  the 
sleeper :  it  was  full,  deep,  and  regular. 

At  three  o’clock  Jack  woke  up.  “  Let  me  watch  now,” 
he  whispered.  “  I  am  not  afraid  of  him.” 

“  Wake  me  if  he  moves  or  opens  his  eyes.”  And  throwing 
himself  on  Jack’s  mattress,  the  doctor  was  asleep  in  a 
moment. 


It  was  at  two  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  that  Myles  Cuolahan 
woke  up.  Jack  was  by  his  bedside.  “  Myles,”  he  whispered, 
“  have  you  had  enough  sleep  ?  The  doctor  said  you  was  to 
sleep  till  you  woke  up  of  your  own  accord.” 

He  sat  up  in  bed  and  looked  round.  Everything  was 
changed  with  him.  The  delirium  had  passed  away  with  the 
blessed  sleep :  his  forehead  and  his  hands  were  cool :  his 
eyes  were  calm :  he  remembered  all ;  and,  better  than  every¬ 
thing,  the  first  thing  he  thought  of  was  the  pledge. 

“Jack,  asthore,  it’s  a  happy  man  I  am  this  morning,  and 
yesterday  was  a  blessed  day.  And  now  I’ll  get  up.” 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


MISS  FERENS  came  to  see  him  the  nest  day,  but  with¬ 
out  Nor  ah. 

“  Of  course,”  she  said,  “  I  shall  not  let  Norah  come  back 
yet.” 

“  Ay  coorse,”  said  Myles  humbly. 

“  Not  till  I  am  sure  that  you  intend  to  keep  the  pledge 
that  you  have  taken.  And  even  then — but  we  shall  see.  Now, 
how  are  you  going  to  live  ?  Have  you  got  no  money  at  all?” 
Myles  shook  his  head. 

“  How  much  do  you  want  to  start  you  with  ?  ” 

“  There’s  Jack,”  he  said,  “  he’s  had  no  breakfast,  and  he’ll 
have  no  dinner — no  more  shall  I,  for  that  matther.” 

“  I  will  find  breakfast  and  dinner  for  both  of  you.  But 
to  start  you  in  trade  again  ?  ” 

“  Tinpence  will  do  it,  with  the  blessin’  of  the  Lord.” 

“  Tenpence — ten — pence  ?  ” 

“  It’s  this  way,”  said  Myles.  “  With  tinpence  I  buy  a 
thousand  needles — that’s  tinpence.  I  tie  thim  up  in  bundles 
of  five-and-twenty.  Four  five-and-twenties  is  a  hundred — 
five  two  hundreds  is  a  thousand — four — tens — tens — bad 
sthress  to  it !  how  much  is  it  ?  ” 

“  Forty,  I  suppose.” 

“  I  never  could  learn  the  multiplication  table.  When  I 
was  Jack’s  size  there,  I  went  to  Misther  M'Brearty’s  school 
in  Belfast.  The  sight  of  thim  rows  of  figures  always  made 
me  ill,  and  Pat  M‘Brearty  told  my  father  wunst  that  I  was 
a  born  dunce.  So  says  my  father,  taking  the  book  to  him 
in  one  hand  and  a  mighty  big  stick  in  the  other,  1  Myles, 
let’s  learn  the  tables.’  You  see,  my  father  was  very  long¬ 
sighted,  and  obliged  to  hould  the  book  close  to  the  candle, 
where  I  could  see  it  too ;  and  bedad,  I  rattled  off  the  multi¬ 
plication  table  like  Alexander  the  Great.  So  my  father 
went  to  see  the  masther.  £  Bad  end  to  your  sowl,’  says  he, 
‘  Myles  knows  his  tables.’  ‘  Does  he?’  says  M‘Brearty.  1  Let’s 
have  him  up,  then.’  So  I  was  had  up  again,  and  bruk  down.” 
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“  But  about  the  needles,  Mr.  Cuolahan  ?  ” 

“  Forty,  was  it  ?  I  sell  the  needles  at  a  penny  a  bundle, 
and  I  get  forty  pence — forty  ;  and  I  gave  tinpence  for  thiin 
— that  is  thirty  pence;  profit,  isn’t  it  ?  Lend  me  tinpence, 
miss,  and  I’ll  bless  you  for  iver.  I’ll  keep  the  pledge,  niver 
fear ;  for  I’ve  had  a  lesson,  and  I’m  a  changed  man.” 

Miss  Ferens  lent  him  the  tenpence,  which  Myles  returned 
the  day  after,  and  the  new  life  began  in  earnest. 

A  changed  man,  yes ;  but  though  the  delirium  had  left 
him,  the  craving  after  strong  drink  was  strong  upon  him 
still,  and  for  many  and  many  a  day  Myles  Cuolahan  could 
not  pass  a  public-house  without  a  feeling  as  if  strong  ropes 
were  dragging  him  to  its  doors.  But  changed,  save  for  the 
same  liability  to  temptation ;  and  poor  Biddy’s  prophecy  was 
not  destined  to  come  true.  “  Lave  it !  ”  she  had  cried  in  her 
bitterness.  “  They  never  lave  it.”  She  reckoned  without  the 
lesson  which  a  night’s  misery  was  to  give  her  husband,  and 
without  the  eloquence  of  Father  Mathew ;  for  Myles  left  it. 
Thenceforth  he  was  like  a  son  of  Rechab,  inasmuch  as,  for  a 
vow  he  had  made,  he  would  taste  no  strong  drink  for  ever¬ 
more.  At  first  his  ways  were  feeble  and  his  steps  trembling ; 
for  every  street  has  its  taverns,  and  every  tavern  has  its  long, 
invisible  tentacles,  like  some  gigantic  polypus,  stretched  out 
to  claim  and  drag  to  its  nest  some  poor  sinner  like  Myles. 
It  was  only  in  the  evening,  when  safe  at  home,  that  he  felt 
happy.  There — for  his  trade  was  a  prosperous  one,  and  the 
money  was  no  longer  spent  in  whisky — he  would  sit  talking 
over  his  early  days  in  Ireland  with  little  Jack,  smoking  his 
pipe  after  the  day’s  fatigue,  and  drinking  strong  coffee,  which 
Jack  made  for  him. 

There  was  considerable  annoyance  felt  in  certain  circles  at 
the  defection  of  Myles  Cuolahan.  Others  had  left  the  club 
at  the  Fox  and  Hounds  before,  for  different  reasons,  indeed. 
There  were  generally  a  few  who  enjoyed  the  privileges  of 
non-resident  or  foreign  membership,  some  being  retained 
by  the  extraordinary  affection  of  the  Newgate  and  Mill- 
bank  warders,  some  being  away  in  the  country  on  business, 
some  perhaps  laid  up  in  hospital,  working  off  the  effects  of 
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the  last  free  fight.  But  none,  up  to  this  moment,  had  gone 
over  to  the  enemy ;  there  had  been  no  temperance  man  in 
the  club,  and  it  was  strongly  felt  that  the  resentment  of  the 
members  should  in  some  form  be  conveyed  to  the  offender. 

Mrs.  Patsy  M‘Nulty,  the  little  Welshwoman,  undertook  to 
be  the  representative  of  the  wish,  and  in  that  capacity  paid  a 
visit  to  Myles  one  evening,  when  he  had  just  made  his  coffee, 
and  was  sitting  with  Jack  in  calm  meditation  on  his  own 
victory. 

She  knocked  at  the  door,  came  in  softly,  and  sat  down, 
after  shaking  hands  with  Myles  and  patting  Jack  on  the 
head. 

She  talked,  as  I  have  said  already,  nothing  but  the  finest 
book  English,  quite  like  an  old-fashioned  novel. 

“  You  are  quite  well,  Myles  Cuolahan  ?  And  what  is  the 
reason  why  you  have  abandoned  your  former  associates  ? 
Has  prosperity  so  far  changed  your  disposition  towards  my 
husband  and  the  rest  as  to  prevent  your  meeting  them  again 
in  friendship  ?  ” 

“  Mrs.  M‘lNulty,”  returned  Myles  with  pride,  “  I  have  taken 
the  pledge.  Will  ye  have  a  drop  of  coffee  ?  ”  She  shook  her 
head,  and  taking  a  little  bottle  out  of  her  pocket,  removed 
the  cork,  and  ostentatiously  took  a  longish  pull.  Then  she 
handed  it  over  to  Myles,  who  took  it  mechanically,  and  held 
it  to  his  nose.  It  was — it  was,  indeed,  the  finest  Irish 
whisky,  and  for  a  moment,  while  his  heart  melted  to  his  old 
friend,  his  knees  shook  and  his  hands  trembled.  Then  little 
Jack,  who  was  watching  the  proceedings  with  an  anxious 
eye,  quietly  took  the  bottle  out  of  his  hand,  and  gave  it  back 
to  the  woman. 

“  Myles  only  drinks  coffee  and  tea  now,”  he  said.  “Don’t 
tempt  him  with  the  whisky.” 

“  Tempt  him !  ”  she  cried,  flashing  into  a  white-hot  rage. 
“  I  tempt  him  ?  Let  me  tell  you,  youthful  offspring  of  the 
devil,  that  I  tempt  no  one.  What !  cannot  Myles  Cuolahan 
follow  the  inclinations  of  his  heart  without  the  interference  of 
a  child  ?  Are  you  again  in  leading-strings,  Myles  Cuolahan  ? 
Will  you  be  put  back  into  the  cradle  ?  Shall  we  dress  you 
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in  long  clothes  ?  Shall  we  give  you  to  Jack  to  carry  about 
the  streets  ?  Are  you  ” - 

“All  the  same,  Mrs.  M£Nulty,  I’ve  taken  the  pledge,  and 
I’m  not  going  to  meet  your  husband  at  the  Fox  and  Hounds 
any  more.” 

“  Then,  Mr.  Cuolahan,”  she  replied,  rising  with  the  dignity 
of  a  duchess,  “  if  you  will  not  drink  with  my  husband,  you 
shall  fight  with  him.  I’m  going  now  to  fetch  him  from  the 
club.  We  shall  be  back  in  the  court  in  five  minutes.  We 
will  see,  Mr.  Cuolahan  who  takes  the  pledge,  Mr.  Cuolahan 
who  is  led  by  the  nose  by  a  measly  little  boy — Mr.  Cuolahan 
who  will  not  drink  whisky — which  is  the  best  man.  Poor 
Myles!  Patsy  M£Nulty  will  grind  you  and  crush  you  to 
powder.” 

She  was  a  very  extraordinary  young  woman  this,  because, 
though  she  was  in  a  furious  rage,  being  indeed  a  lady  of  a 
disposition  as  fitful  and  as  uncertain  as  the  Sea  of  Galilee, 
she  spoke  no  faster,  and  only  articulated  her  words  a  little 
more  clearly;  only,  when  she  had  finished,  she  brandished 
the  bottle  in  Myles’s  face  triumphantly,  pulled  out  the  cork, 
and  took  another  long  pull.  After  which  she  went  quite 
peacefully  away. 

“  Myles,  must  you  fight  ?  ” 

Myles  nodded,  and  made  such  preparations  as  the  exigen¬ 
cies  of  the  case  allowed ;  that  is,  he  tightened  his  waistband, 
loosened  his  shirt-collar,  took  off  the  long,  many-pocketed 
coat,  and  then,  followed  by  Jack,  he  walked  slowly  down  the 
stairs  and  out  into  the  street  without  his  hat. 

Myles,  although  anxious  to  be  first  in  the  field,  found  Patsy 
M£Nulty  waiting  for  him,  and  shook  hands  warmly  with  his 
old  friend.  Neither  made  any  reference  to  the  impending  com¬ 
bat  ;  but  after  congratulating  Patsy  on  his  recent  victory — 
he  had  defeated  the  Tipton  champion  only  a  week  before  for 
twenty-five  pounds  a  side — he  recognised  a  few  other  friends 
among  the  crowd,  and  prepared  for  business  by  turning  back 
his  shirt-cuffs.  Mrs.  M£Nulty,  with  a  keen  look  of  expecta¬ 
tion,  sat  in  the  front  row  of  the  stalls,  so  to  speak,  like  a  critic 
on  a  first  night.  The  woman  was  one  of  that  class  who,  in 
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Spain,  attend  every  bullfight,  in  Kome  would  have  gone  to 
every  exhibition  of  lions  and  Christians,  and  nowadays  take 
pleasure  at  Hurlingham.  She  was,  as  her  husband  once 
mildly  complained,  almost  too  fond  of  fighting. 

Bound  one  : — I  think  I  have  mentioned  Myles  Cuolahan’s 
gigantic  hand  ;  to  the  big  hand  was  attached  a  wrist  of  iron 
and  an  arm  of  steel.  He  was  small,  spare,  slight,  but  he  was 
active.  His  antagonist,  a  big,  heavy  man,  would  have  been 
more  than  a  match  for  Myles,  but  for  one  thing — he  was  in 
bad  condition.  A  fortnight’s  training  had  been  followed  by 
a  week’s  steady  drinking,  and  Patsy  was  puffy.  First  blood, 
and  frantic  cheers  for  Patsy. 

“Patsy  MfiNulty !  Patsy  M£Nulty  !  Death  to  the  teeto¬ 
taller  !  ” 

It  was  not  Mrs.  M£Nulty  who  interrupted  the  business  of 
the  fight  by  any  such  vulgar  cry  as  this  ;  it  was  quite  a 
common  outsider,  a  lady  of  no  education,  of  Sheffield  extrac¬ 
tion,  with  no  eye  for  the  artistic  beauties  of  a  fight. 

Quite  the  contrary.  Mrs.  MfNulty  sat  perfectly  quiet ;  and 
when  the  apparent  advantage  came  to  her  husband,  she  was 
the  only  one  who  observed  that  it  was  not  real,  and  that  a  great 
deal  of  force  was  expended  by  her  husband  with  a  very  small 
result — only,  in  fact,  a  scratch.  She  nodded  approvingly  to 
Myles,  as  much  as  to  say  that  it  was  very  neatly  done  on  his 
part ;  only  a  single  inch  less  to  the  left,  and  Patsy’s  big  fist 
would  have  finished  the  fight  at  once.  As  it  was,  a  mere 
trifle  of  flesh  off  the  cheek — nothing. 

•  •••••• 

Bound  twenty  : — The  fickle  populace.  They  are  cheering 
Myles  now,  for  Patsy  M‘Nulty  is  rolling  about  like  some 
great  three-decker  in  a  storm  with  its  rudder  gone.  His 
great,  good-natured  face  is  beaten  into  a  huge  pulpy  mass  ; 
his  eyes  are  bunged  up ;  his  nose  is  bleeding ;  his  mouth 
is  swelling  fast,  and  in  front  of  him,  as  lusty  as  when  he 
began,  is  Myles  Cuolahan,  his  bright  eyes  sparkling,  his  lips 
set  back,  his  whole  frame  dancing  with  the  delight  of  battle 
and  victory.  Finally  he  plants  a  tremendous  blow,  which 
resounds  like  the  stroke  of  a  hammer  on  an  anvil,  in  the 
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chest  of  his  mighty  antagonist.  Patsy  M£Nulty  reels  and  falls, 
and  rises  no  more.  Myles  is  the  victor. 

Mrs.  M£Nulty  claps  her  hands,  not  because  her  husband 
has  fallen,  but  because  the  battle  has  been  conducted  on  the 
soundest  principles  of  art,  and  with  considerable  skill  on  both 
sides.  And  presently  the  festive  party  breaks  up,  Patsy 
being  led  home  by  his  wife,  who  expatiates  on  the  various 
rounds  all  the  time  she  is  attending  to  his  bruises,  as  if  she 
were  herself  a  professor. 

Myles  is  dragged  by  a  few  attendants  in  the  direction  of 
the  Fox  and  Hounds,  but  breaks  away  and  peaceably  goes 
home  with  Jack.  Then  popularity  becomes  contempt. 

“  Ugh  !  ugh  !  Teetotaller — Myles  the  teetotarel !  ” 

“You’re  a  fine  lot !  ”  said  Myles,  feeling  his  wrist,  which 
began  to  show  signs  of  having  been  too  hard  worked. 
“  You’re  a  poor  lot !  Ye  shouted  when  I  went  down,  and  ye 
shouted  when  Patsy  went  down.  Jack,  niver  you  mind  how 
people  shout ;  they’re  only  like  dumb  sheep  that  follow  the 
leader — like  the  Belfast  Orange  boys  when  they  sing  ‘Croppies 
lie  down.’  I’m  proud  o’  meself,  Jack,  and  proud  0’  the  pledge ; 
but  then — ’tis  the  divil  not  to  drop  in,  in  a  friendly  way,  after 
the  fight  too,  for  a  slum  aghan.  What  wud  my  father  say,  and 
my  grandfather,  an’  all  the  Cuolahans,  to  see  me  goin’  away 
home  to  have  coffee  with  my  pipe  after  a  fight  ?  ” 

Next  evening  Miss  Ferens  called  upon  him,  bringing  little 
Norah. 

“  Good  heavens  !  man,  what  is  the  matter?”  For  Myles’s 
face  had  a  patchy  appearance,  swollen  in  some  places  and 
dented  in  others,  a  strip  of  plaster  crossed  his  forehead,  and 
another  adorned  his  lip,  while  a  huge  discoloured  stain  upon 
his  eye  showed  where  Patsy’s  fist  had  found  a  temporary 
home. 

“  He’s  been  fighting,”  cried  Jack  in  great  glee ;  “  he’s  been 
fighting  Patsy  M'Nulty.” 

Myles  stood  in  a  deprecatory  attitude.  “  It  is  all  true,”  it 
seemed  to  say.  “I  am  the  conquering  hero;  but  not  too 
much  praise,  if  you  please.  Do  not  overrate  what  is  really  a 
small  episode  in  a  glorious  career.” 
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“  You  disgraceful  man  !  ”  said  Miss  Ferens. 

Never  had  the  current  of  Myles’s  thoughts  been  so  strik¬ 
ingly  disturbed,  except,  perhaps,  on  that  memorable  day  when 
he  awoke,  and,  behold  !  it  was  but  a  dream.  No  praise  at  all 
then  ! 

“You  disgraceful  man.” 

“It  was  Patsy  M'Nulty,”  Jack  interposed.  In  his  eyes 
the  victory  of  Myles  over  that  great  bruiser  was  more  glorious 
than  Blenheim. 

Myles  said  nothing,  only  looked  straight  before  him. 

“  Fighting,  indeed !  .  .  .  and  for  a  man  who  has  only  just 
taken  the  pledge !  ” 

Myles  pulled  it  out  of  his  pocket,  unfolded  and  read  it, 
with  a  dreadful  fear  that  there  was  something  in  it  against 
fighting. 

“  Now,  Myles  Cuolahan,  I  came  to  see  you  this  evening  on 
important  business,  and  I  am  sorry  indeed  to  see  you  in  this 
deplorable  condition.” 

“  I  bet  him,”  murmured  the  discomfited  Myles. 

“  Now  listen.  It  has  long  been  on  my  mind  that  you  are 
not  a  proper  person  to  bring  up  a  child  like  Norah  .  .  .  not 
a  proper  person  at  all.” 

“Jack  always  washed  and  dressed  her,”  said  the  poor 
father. 

“  Jack  can’t  go  on  always  washing  and  dressing  her.  Be¬ 
sides,  Jack  must  work  for  himself.  I  am  going  to  take  Norah 
from  you.  .  .  .  Don’t  look  indignant,  Myles ;  it  is  for  your 
own  good.  I  do  not  live  in  Sheffield ;  I  live  in  Bedesbury. 
Norah  shall  stay  with  me  and  be  my  daughter.  I  will 
educate  her  and  be  kind  to  her  .  .  .  yes,  Myles,  I  will  be 
very  kind  to  her  ” — her  plain  features  softened  as  she  spoke — 
“  very  kind  to  the  little  one.  When  she  is  fifteen  or  sixteen, 
she  shall  herself  choose  whether  to  live  with  you  or  with  me. 
You  shall  see  her  as  often  as  you  please,  say  two  or  three 
times  a  year.” 

“  And  Jack  too  ?  ” 

“  And  Jack  too.  You  will  leave  this  dreadful  place,  and 
go  back  to  your  old  life  on  the  road,  but  without  the  drink- 
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ing.  Send  me  every  week  what  you  can  save,  and  remember 
that  you  will  be  saving  for  the  child.” 

“  Ay  .  .  .  But  Jack  can’t  go  on  the  tramp  yet.  He’s  too 
little.  What  will  I  do  about  Jack  ?  ” 

“Never  mind  me,  Myles,”  said  Jack,  with  the  wisdom  of 
thirty.  “  You  get  away  from  here,  and  I’ll  do,  somehow.” 

“  Mrs.  Bastable  wants  to  have  you,  Jack ;  but  I  don’t 
know.” 

“If  Mrs.  What-is-her-name,”  observed  Miss  Ferens,  “wants 
Jack,  and  she  is  a  respectable  person,  you  had  better  send 
him  there.” 

“  You  wouldn’t  like  Jack,  as  well  as  Norak,  mum  ?  ”  said 
Myles,  with  an  ingratiating  wave  of  his  hand.  It  was  so  big, 
and  now  so  swollen  with  the  recent  fight,  that  it  was  like 
waving  a  fan. 

“  Certainly  not  .  .  .,”  replied  Miss  Ferens.  “  Certainly 
not ;  that  is  .  .  observing  Jack  flushing  with  wounded 
pride — “  that  is  .  .  .,  I  could  not  possibly  have  a  boy  in  my 
house ;  a  little  girl  I  should  like,  but  no  boys.  I  could  not 
bear  the  responsibility.” 

It  was  late  when  she  went  away.  But  she  bore  with  her, 
triumphantly,  little  Norah  sound  asleep  in  her  arms.  And 
as  she  drove  back  to  her  lodgings  a  smile  of  triumph  lay  upon 
her  lips. 

“  I  do  not  expect  they  will  find  their  way  to  Bedesbury. 
Norah,  my  darling,  we  will  be  all  in  all  to  each  other.  You 
shall  be  my  child,  the  child  the  Lord  ought  to  have  given  me 
long  ago.  .  .  .  Myles  will  break  the  pledge  .  .  .  they  always 
do.  He  will  get  killed  in  some  drunken  brawl.  The  boy 
will  disappear  in  this  great  town,  or  go  up  to  London,  or 
somewhere,  and  you,  my  Norah,  shall  never  know  your 
parents,  and  shall  be  my  own  daughter,  my  pride  and  my 
joy,  my  pretty,  pretty,  black-eyed  darling.” 

“  Bedesbury,  Jack,”  said  Norah’s  father,  undressing  for  the 
night — “remember  Bedesbury.  Miss  Ferens  is  rightabout 
Norah.  About  the  fighting  I  don’t  know.  Father  Mathew 
said  nothing  against  it ;  and,  well — maybe,  the  next  fightiu 
she  won’t  hear  nothing  of.  Mrs.  Bastable  wants  you,  Jack. 
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to  make  you  a  page,  she  says.  She’s  a  quare  crayture,  and 
her  husband’s  a  quare  crayture.  She’s  the  fool,  and  he’s  the 
knave,  so  it’s  betwix  and  between.  They’ll  be  good  to  you ; 
we’ll  try  thim  for  a  month,  and  if  you  don’t  like  it,  then  we’ll 
try  something  else.  On  the  tramp  again  ;  well,  I’ll  miss  poor 
Biddy,  and  I’ll  miss  you,  Jacky,  and  I’ll  be  a  lonely  man;  no 
dkrink  and  nothin’.  Put  out  the  candle,  Jack.” 


CHAPTER  Y. 

MR.  BASTABLE,  justly  considered  one  of  the  most  re¬ 
markable  men  in  Sheffield,  lived  with  his  wife  in  one 
of  a  long  row  of  houses,  all  exactly  the  same  in  appearance, 
colour,  and  age,  which  formed  a  narrow  street  in  one  of  the 
poorer  quarters  of  the  town.  His  profession,  according  to  a 
zinc  plate  affixed  to  the  door,  was  that  of  “  Herbalist  and 
Bird- stuffier ;  ”  and  in  the  window,  to  show  that  he  was  not 
a  liar,  stood  a  case  filled  with  birds  which  had  once  been 
stuffed.  It  was  so  long  ago  that  they  were  tumbling  off 
their  wires  in  various  stages  of  decay,  and  lay  about,  some 
with  eyeless  sockets,  some  with  the  stuffing  come  out  in  a 
shameful  manner,  some  with  featherless  tails  and  wings- — a 
gruesome  spectacle,  reminding  the  travelled  native  of  the 
Natural  History  Department  in  the  British  Museum,  and 
conveying  to  the  untravelled  a  new  view  of  nature’s  wonders. 
On  a  dish  beside  the  glass  case  stood,  in  further  confirmation 
of  his  professional  pretensions,  a  bundle  of  herbs,  black  and 
withered,  which  might  have  been  groundsel,  or  chickweed, 
or  anything.  No  doubt  they  were  rare  and  valuable,  culled 
on  the  higher  slopes  of  Himalaya,  and  possessing  curious 
medicinal  properties  known  only  to  their  owner.  Though  the 
front  room  thus  appeared  to  be  the  surgery  or  consulting- 
room,  it  was  in  the  “  back  parlour  ” — I  quote  Mrs.  Bastable 
— where  Mr.  Bastable  received  Myles  Cuolahan  when  he 
brought  Jack  for  final  inspection  after  Miss  Ferens’s  last 
visit.  This  was  much  the  larger  room  of  the  two,  because 
Mr.  Bastable,  at  considerable  expense,  had  built  out  an 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


67 


addition  to  it  in  the  form  of  an  arched  alcove,  about  ten  feet 
broad  and  the  same  deep,  where  had  been  formerly  a  window. 
For  some  purposes  of  his  own  he  had  provided  the  back  of 
this  recess  with  tightly-closing  shutters,  by  which  he  could 
exclude  every  glimmer  of  daylight.  At  present  the  shutters 
were  not  let  down,  and  the  full  light  of  day,  with  such 
brilliancy  of  sun  as  you  might  expect  in  Sheffield  at  twelve 
in  the  morning,  streamed  in  through  the  small  window 
upon  Mr.  Bastable  and  his  belongings.  Red  curtains  of 
heavy  texture,  but  rusty  colour,  were  looped  up  on  either 
side  of  the  recess ;  its  floor  was  raised  about  six  inches  above 
the  level  of  the  rest  of  the  room,  and  was  covered  with 
canvas,  on  which  was  painted  a  strange  device,  which  Jack 
was  as  yet  unable  to  explain.  It  was,  in  reality,  a  circle 
with  the  twelve  signs  of  the  zodiac.  Pushed  carelessly  into 
a  corner  was  a  chair,  the  like  of  which,  for  magnificence, 
Jack  had  never  seen ;  for  it  was  overlaid  with  scarlet  cloth, 
it  had  gilded  feet,  and  on  the  cloth,  embroidered  in  gold, 
was  a  large  Jerusalem  cross,  very  gorgeous  to  behold.  The 
rest  of  the  room  had  nothing  remarkable  in  it;  in  fact,  it 
was  empty,  except  for  a  common  deal  table  and  a  couple  of 
cane  chairs ;  and  there  was  no  carpet. 

Mr.  Bastable  requested  Myles  to  sit  down,  and  then  began 
to  examine  the  boy — -feeling  the  suppleness  of  his  fingers 
and  looking  at  his  eyes,  as  if  he  were  purchasing  a  colt  or  a 
slave — talking  all  the  while. 

“  Yes,  Cuolahan,  yes — we  want  a  boy  sometimes ;  not  for 
odd  jobs,  but  for  business  that  requires  a  lad  something  out 
of  the  way.  This  boy — he’s  very  young— arms  pretty  good 
— hands  a  little  too  large — fingers  rather  clumsy — pull  up 
your  trousers,  boy,  and  show  your  legs.  Ah !  he’s  very 
young,  very  young  indeed — but  he’s  good-looking,  got  the 
face  of  a  gentleman,  somehow — he  might  suit  my  purposes. 
Not  your  own  boy,  I  believe,  Cuolahan.  That  makes  it 
come  cheaper  to  part  with  him,  don’t  it?  Well,  and  what 
do  you  put  his  figure  at  ?  ” 

“  Eh  ?  ” 

“Don’t  be  rapacious,  my  friend.  One  boy,  for  whom  I 
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gave  a — well — more  than  you’d  believe,  ran  away  only  a 
week  after  I  bought  him.  What  do  you  think  he’s  worth  ?  ” 

“Well,”  said  Myles,  a  little  taken  aback,  “he’s  not  worth 
very  much  yet,  but  give  him  his  meals  regular  with  potatoes 
and  pudding,  and  treat  him  kindly,  and  he’ll  be  worth  a  good 
deal  in  course  of  time ;  and  he  won’t  ask  for  any  wages.” 

“  Wages,  man !  I  am  going  to  buy  the  boy — I  always 
buy  them  out  and  out.” 

Myles  seized  Jack  and  dragged  him  within  the  protection 
of  his  big  fists.  “  Buy  my  Jack,  will  you  ?  ” 

“  Why,  he  isn’t  your  son,  you  know.” 

“  I  may  be  a  Prodesdan,”  said  Myles,  “  and  a  black  tee¬ 
totaller — more’s  the  pity  and  the  shame — but  I’m  not  a 
Pagan.  He  isn’t  mine,  and  he’s  nobody’s  but  the  Lord 
Almighty’s,  and  would  I  sell  him  ?  Buy  my  Jack !  Come 
now,  Misther  Bastable,  it’s  joking  you  are — say  so,  man,  or 
else  wait  there  till  I  smash  ye !  ” 

Mr.  Bastable  hastened  to  make  the  peace. 

“  Come,  I  thought  you  wanted  to  sell  the  boy.  Look  here, 
Cuolahan !  I  like  the  boy’s  looks,  and  he’ll  do  for  me.  He’s 
nine  years  old.  Leave  him  with  me  for  a  year  or  two  while 
you  go  on  your  beat  again.  I  will  dress  him,  feed  him,  and 
be  kind  to  him.  I  don’t  beat  boys  in  this  house,  and  I 
don’t  swear  at  them — whatever  others  may  do,”  he  added, 
meaningly. 

“  ’Tis  the  misthress,  perhaps,”  said  Myles,  “  undertakes 
that  department,  like  Pat  M'Swire’s  wife  wid  the  apprentices 
in  Belfast.” 

“No,”  replied  the  other.  “However,  leave  him  with  me: 
let  him  understand  that  he  has  got  to  obey,  and  we  shall  all 
be  satisfied.” 

“What  is  it,  now,  the  boy  will  do  ?  Will  he  stuff  birds? 
Bedad,  Misther  Bastable,  them  in  the  window  is  in  a  bad 
way,  wid  all  your  stuffin’.” 

“  Perhaps.  I  want  him  to  help  in  the  business.  My  wife, 
the  famous  clairvoyante  ” - 

“  The  what  ?  ” 

“  The  clairvoyante.  You  do  not  understand.  She  has 
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the  gift  of  communication  with  the  spirits  of  the  other 
world.” 

“  ’Twixt  us  and  harm  !  ”  murmured  Myles,  crossing  him¬ 
self,  though  he  was  a  “  Prodesdan.” 

££  They  told  her  where  to  look  for  such  a  boy  as  we  want. 
They  mean  well,  the  spirits,  though  they  certainly  somehow 

have  an  awkward  way  of  showing  their  benevolence - 

What  is  the  matter,  my  friend  ?  ” 

For  Myles  shrieked  out  and  began  to  dance. 

££  Who  was  it  ?”  he  cried.  ££  Jack, ’twas  you.  No, ’twasn’t. 
Misther  Bastable,  you  are  afther  your  tricks  with  me,  and 
ye’d  best  not.  Look  here  !  ” 

He  drew  a  long  pin  from  his  calf,  and  exhibited  it. 

££  I  can’t  help  it,”  said  Mr.  Bastable  calmly ;  ££  things  go 
on  in  this  house  that — well,  the  spirits  won’t  hurt  the  boy. 
They  told  me  so.  They  told  me,  too,  that  he  is  destined  to 
be  a  great  man  by  their  agency — another  reason  why  you 
should  let  me  have  him.” 

££  I  must  find  a  place  for  the  poor  little  chap,”  Myles  said 
with  a  sigh,  ££  for  I’m  off  again  on  my  old  beat,  and  he’s  too 
young  to  come  with  me.  It’s  a  lonely  life  I’ll  have ;  Norah 
with  Miss  Ferens,  Bedesbury  way,  Jack  all  by  himself  with 
you,  and  me  alone  with  the  pledge  in  me  pocket  and  the  cowld 
water  lyin’  deadly  chill  in  me  stomach,  for  company.  Jack, 
will  ye  stay  with  Misther  Bastable  ?  ” 

££  If  you  like,  Myles.  Come  back  soon  and  see  me — don’t 
leave  me  altogether,  Myles,”  cried  the  child. 

££  I’ll  come  back,  niver  you  fear,  Jack  asthore.  And  you’ll 
be  a  good  boy  and  a  credit  to  yourself  and  me, — and — not 
take  to  dhrink,  eh,  Jack  ?  ” 

So  with  scant  but  hearty  farewell  he  left  the  lad  with  his 
new  protector,  and  departed. 

Mr.  Bastable  was  a  short,  thick-set  man,  of  forty  or  there¬ 
abouts.  He  had  the  appearance  of  a  workman  rather  than  a 
man  of  science,  as  he  sat  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  with  his  right 
arm  partly  bare.  He  wore  no  collar,  and  a  great  shaggy 
black  beard,  growing  far  back  at  the  throat,  fell  over  his 
breast,  and  left  a  white  projecting  chin  like  an  ivory  carving 
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in  the  midst  of  it.  A  mass  of  black  hair,  thick  and  curly, 
lay  upon  his  forehead,  which  was  high,  but  not  broad.  His 
eyes  were  small,  and  set  close  together.  His  nose  was  long, 
not  broad,  but  yet  coarse,  while  his  lips  were  thin.  It  was 
the  face  of  a  man  who  at  first  sight  repelled  you ;  after  a 
while  you  became  accustomed  to  him :  but  the  man  had  no 
friends.  There  are,  if  you  think  of  it,  two  great  classes  of 
men — the  one  which  has  friends,  and  the  one  which  has  only 
acquaintances.  Some  men,  I  mean,  go  through  the  world  with¬ 
out  attaching  to  themselves  a  single  creature  who  cares  for  them 
—who  live  without  the  sympathy,  and  die  without  the  regret, 
of  any  one  man  or  woman.  Bastable  was  one  of  these ;  all 
men  distrusted  him  at  first  sight ;  all  men  grew  to  tolerate 
him ;  none  grew  to  like  him  or  to  confide  in  him. 

And  then  his  profession  was  against  him. 

When  Myles  was  gone,  Jack  stood  looking  at  him  in  his 
fearless  way. 

“  There  are  many  curious  things,”  said  his  master — “  many 
curious  things  that  take  place  in  this  house,  which  you  need 
not  ask  anything  about.  You  saw  just  now  how  Cuolahan 
was  pricked  with  a  pin.  I  don’t  understand  these  things, 
and  there’s  no  reason  why  you  should.  If  I  hear  knocks  at 
night,  and  tappings  in  the  wainscoting” — as  he  spoke  he 
pointed  to  the  fireplace,  whence  there  came  a  faint  tapping 
— “  like  that” - 

“  It’s  a  mouse,”  said  Jack. 

“  We’ll  call  it  a  mouse,”  said  his  master  ;  “  I  never  inquire. 
If  at  night  messages  come  to  the  bedside  with  taps,  I  don’t 
ask  if  they’re  mice — I  only  listen  and  write  them  down,  and 
then  I  go  to  sleep  again.  If  I  walk  up  the  stairs  after  dark, 
and  feel  fingers  in  my  hair,  I  don’t  say  to  myself  ‘that’s 
mice ;  ’  I  only  stand  still,  and  never  move  hand  nor  foot 
till  they  leave  their  hold  of  me.  I  don’t  cry  out,  because 
that  only  exasperates  them  ;  and  I  don’t  run  away,  because 
that  drives  them  wild ;  and  don’t  you.” 

Jack  did  not  understand  one  single  syllable. 

“  Chains  I  have  heard — that  was  mice,  perhaps ;  also 
banging  open  of  doors,  and  smashing  of  crockery  if  they  get 
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enraged — as  enraged  the  best  of  us  will  get  sometimes — 
whether  wise,  blessed  spirits  or  sinful  men.  But  that’s  rare. 
Only  don’t  you  be  surprised,  whatever  you  see  and  hear ;  and 
don’t  you  go  crying  out  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  and  run¬ 
ning  down  the  street  yelping,  like  the  last  boy  I  had.” 

“  What  should  I  run  away  for  ?  ”  asked  Jack. 

“  What,  indeed  !  What  should  you  say  if  you  was  to  see  the 
table,  this  here  very  identical  table,  stand  up  on  its  hind  legs?” 

As  he  spoke,  the  table  began  to  agitate  itself  with  the 
agility  and  grace  of  a  cow,  and  presently  stood  up  on  two 
legs,  presenting  its  other  two  to  Jack. 

“  Myles  could  do  that,”  said  the  boy  unconcernedly.  “  If 
he  was  to  try,  he  could  do  better  hanky  than  that.  I’ve  seen 
him  make  a  chair  walk.” 

Did  he  tell  you  how  he  did  it  ?  ”  asked  Mr.  Bastable. 

“  Yes,  once  he  showed  me  how  he  did  it  with  a  string,  but 
I’ve  forgotten.” 

“Well,  now  you  know  what  to  expect.  Go  downstairs, 
and  you’ll  find  my  wife ;  tell  her  you’ve  come  to  be  the  new 
boy,  and  she’ll  give  you  some  clothes.” 

Jack  found  Mrs.  Bastable  cooking  in  the  front  kitchen ; 
that  is,  she  was  sitting  in  front  of  a  great  fire  on  which  stood 
a  boiling  pot,  and  she  held  a  hook  in  her  hand.  She  was  a 
woman  of  five-and-thirty  or  so,  with  singularly  light  flaxen  hair 
and  eyes  of  a  clear  pale  blue ;  not  the  cold  grey-blue  that  goes 
with  a  cruel  disposition,  but  a  distinct  light  tint  that  had  no 
grey  at  all.  They  were  large  eyes,  too,  which  would  have 
been  lustrous  but  for  a  painful  look  of  expectation  that  always 
lingered  in  them.  Her  features  were  soft  and  characterless, 
as  if  they  had  left  the  sculptor’s  hands  without  the  final  touch. 
Her  hands  were  large,  soft,  and  extremely  white ;  and  Jack 
noticed  that  they  shook  very  much  whenever  she  spoke.  At 
the  boy’s  footsteps  she  dropped  her  hook  into  the  fender  and 
gave  a  little  shriek,  staring  wildly  at  him. 

“  I’m  the  new  boy,  ma’am,”  said  Jack,  advancing  boldly, 
though  somewhat  startled  by  the  singularity  of  his  reception. 
She  recovered  a  little,  took  him  by  the  shoulders,  looked  him  in 
the  face,  and  then  laughed,  patting  him  kindly  on  the  cheek. 
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“I  thought  it  was  one  of  Them,”  she  said.  “Well,  it’s 
thoughtful  of  him  to  give  me  another  boy,  if  it’s  only  for 
companionship;  for  lonely  isn’t  the  word,  I  do  assure  you, 
when  he’s  gone  and  they’re  about.  The  last  boy  ran  away, 
and  his  mother  came  and  abused  Them,  she  did.  Wasn’t  it 
shameful  ?  ” 

“  Who  did  she  abuse  ?  ” 

“  The  sperruts,  my  dear.  No  consideration  for  me — no 
thought  of  the  rage  they  would  fall  in — no  regard  whatever  to 
the  property.  The  way  the  tongs  banged  about  when  she 
was  gone,  and  me  left  alone  in  this  awful  empty  place,  was 
more  than  words  can  paint,  or  music  tell,  or  brush  can  sing, 
— Ah  !  ”  She  paused,  and  looked  round  whispering,  “  Are 
you  afraid  of  the  sperruts,  boy  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know,”  said  Jack.  “  What  do  they  do  to  you  ?  ” 

“  They  stroke  your  face  on  the  stairs  and  in  bed — they  rap 
at  windows  and  doors — they  call  from  the  fireplace — they 
make  noises  all  day  long — they  get  angry  and  won’t  let  you 
sleep  at  night  with  their  noise.  And  sometimes  you  see  them 
— here  a  head,  and  there  a  hand,  or  maybe  a  sperrut  leg.” 

“  I  don’t  think  I  should  be  afraid  of  that,”  said  the  boy. 

“  There  used  to  be  dreadful  noises  all  night  in  our  court. 
Noises  don’t  hurt  people.” 

“Ah !  ”  she  replied,  “  it’s  very  brave  of  you  to  say  so,  and  I 
hope  you’ll  act  according,  and  not  go  running  away,  bringing 
the  neighbours  down  on  us,  and  discredit  on  a  woman  who 
only  wants  to  live  quiet.  For  it’s  a  hard  life,  after  all,  though 
my  Benjamin  will  have  it  it’s  a  glorious  life — chosen,  you 
see,  and  selected  by  the  sperruts  themselves.  There  isn’t  a 
house  in  all  Sheffield — no,  nor  in  all  Yorkshire,  that’s  haunted 
like  ours.  There  isn’t  a  mesmeriser  in  England  that’s  like 
my  husband ;  and  there  isn’t  in  all  the  world  round  a  clari- 
voyong  like  me.” 

As  she  spoke  she  stood  upright  with  an  air  of  pride  for  a 
moment,  and  then  suddenly  dropped  her  arms  to  her  side, 
and,  while  her  colour  changed  and  the  look  of  expectation  in 
her  eyes  grew  intensified,  gazing  into  space,  she  murmured, 
“  He  is  coming.” 
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Jack  thought  she  was  play-acting.  At  the  same  time  the 
air  about  him  seemed  suddenly  cold;  and  then  there  were 
heard  rappings  about  all  over  the  room,  apparently  under  his 
feet,  in  the  ceiling,  behind  the  fireplace,  at  the  door.  He  took 
no  notice.  The  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Bastable  appeared.  He 
threw  a  hurried  glance  at  his  wife,  adjusted  her  hair,  which 
was  in  some  disorder,  smoothed  out  her  dress — Jack  noticed 
that  she  preserved  her  rigid  look,  and  neither  moved  nor  gave 
the  least  sign  of  comprehending  what  was  done  to  her — and 
then  turned  to  the  boy. 

“  Tut,  tut !  ”  he  muttered.  “  Too  bad  !  I  sent  you  down 
to  be  dressed.  Here,  take  off  all  these  things.” 

He  hastily  undressed  Jack,  and  looking  in  a  drawer,  drew 
out  a  suit  of  green  and  scarlet  cloth,  which  he  put  on  him 
quickly  and  nervously. 

“  You  are  to  come  upstairs,  and  you  are  not  to  say  a  single 
word,  mind — not  a  word.  If  the  visitor  speaks  to  you,  don’t 
answer.  Look  as  if  you  do  not  hear  him  and  do  not  see  him. 
If  you  dare  to  disobey  me  ” - 

It  was  the  first  time  the  boy  had  ever  been  threatened, 
and  a  new  feeling  came  over  him  of  resistance  and  rebellion. 
Nevertheless,  he  held  his  peace. 

The  dress  which  he  wore  was  picturesque  and  theatrical. 
It  consisted  of  a  green  cap,  something  like  a  fez,  with  a 
scarlet  tassel ;  a  green  jacket,  embroidered  with  scarlet ;  and 
a  pair  of  short  trousers,  terminating  above  the  knee,  where 
they  were  gathered  in  by  an  elastic  band.  The  jacket  was 
buttoned,  so  as  to  hide  the  common  coarse  shirt  he  wore ;  and 
Mr.  Bastable  had  dragged  off  his  shoes  and  stockings,  so  that 
he  was  barefooted  as  well  as  barelegged.  Altogether  the  cos¬ 
tume  had  an  Oriental  look,  only  Jack  did  not  know  it.” 

As  for  his  master,  he  too  was  metamorphosed.  He  wore  a 
four-sided  pyramidal  cap  of  some  black  material,  with  two 
lappets  hanging  down,  one  over  each  ear.  Over  his  shoulder, 
suspended  by  a  crimson  scarf,  hung  a  sword,  whose  hilt  was 
studded  with  sparkling  gems,  real  or  false  ;  he  wore  a  broad 
girdle,  covered  with  the  same  curious  figures  that  Jack  had 
remarked  on  the  circle  round  the  throne  in  the  alcove  up- 
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stairs,  the  signs  of  the  zodiac.  But,  besides  these,  there  were 
other  things :  the  Labarum,  the  cross  and  circle  conjoined, 
the  turtle’s  head,  plain  crosses,  plain  circles,  circles  with 
smaller  circles  placed  within,  and  trines,  the  whole  interlaced 
by  an  inscription,  running  in  and  out  among  the  figures,  in 
Hebrew  characters.  Two  daggers  lay  crosswise  over  his 
breast.  Beneath  all  this  a  pure  white  linen  robe,  reaching 
to  his  knees ;  and  below  them  sandals,  with  red  leather 
fastenings,  which  crossed  each  other  halfway  up  his  bare 
legs.  His  arms — great,  massive  arms,  with  enormous  sinews 
standing  on  them  like  ropes — were  bare,  like  his  legs,  save 
for  short  brown  leather  sleeves,  on  each  of  which  was  marked 
a  Maltese  cross ;  and  in  his  hand  he  carried,  when  he  came 
into  the  kitchen,  a  curious  implement,  fashioned  in  ivory 
or  very  white  wood,  which  at  first  looked  like  a  fantaisie 
of  intercrossing  lines,  and  finally  resolved  itself  into  what 
Jack  soon  learned  to  call  the  pentacle,  that  odd  fancy  of  the 
occult  sciences,  in  which,  by  means  of  an  equilateral  and 
equiangular  pentagon,  you  get  the  five  senses  represented 
by  the  five  angles ;  and  by  joining  the  angles,  and  so  forming 
five  isosceles,  and  as  many  oblique-angled  triangles,  you  get 
the  functions  of  the  Deity  ;  and  by  drawing  other  lines  you 
develop  a  bewildering  mass  of  symbolism  which  makes  the 
brain  to  stagger  at  the  mere  contemplation.  The  mesmerist’s 
face  was  changed,  too ;  for  the  great  bushy  whiskers  were 
brushed  straight  down,  and  added  to  the  luxuriance  of  his 
long  black  beard,  while  the  chin,  whiter  and  more  polished 
than  before,  seemed  to  stand  out  in  a  more  aggressive  manner. 
All  these  details,  which  I  give  for  the  right  understanding 
of  the  man,  were  not,  of  course,  taken  in  all  at  once  by  the 
child ;  but  the  general  impression  produced  upon  him  was, 
that  he  was  experiencing  quite  a  new  set  of  sensations,  and 
that  he  was  about  to  witness  some  very  remarkable  u  hanky,” 
in  which  he  was  proudly  to  bear  a  part. 

In  truth,  Mr.  Bastable’s  house  was  the  principal  scene  at 
that  time  of  what  has  since  become  so  common  as  to  be 
passed  by  either  with  a  grin  of  contempt  or  a  deprecatory 
wave  of  the  hand.  “  Do  not,”  said  a  lady  to  me  once, — 
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“  do  not  take  to  table-turning  and  spiritual  stances.  You  are 
fit  for  better  things.”  I  was  pleased  and  flattered  by  this 
tribute  to  my  superior  promise  (not  since  realised),  and  it 
was  not  till  I  bad  left  ber  that  I  began  to  speculate  on  wbat 
sbe  meant.  Sbe  meant  two  things,  but  I  was  not  certain 
which  sbe  meant.  Spiritualism,  sbe  thought,  must  be  a  bum- 
bug,  in  which  case  everybody  is  meant  for  better  things ;  or 
it  must  be  a  reality,  which,  up  to  the  present  time,  has  done 
no  good  for  mankind.  After  all,  it  was  no  great  compliment ; 
but  it  illustrates  the  attitude  which  people  assume  towards 
pretensions  which  may  or  may  not  be  true,  but  which  are 
nevertheless  supported  by  those  whose  veracity,  si  qua  fides , 
if  there  is  any  trust  to  be  placed  in  position,  education, 
honour,  and  the  responsibilities  attaching  to  the  grand 
modern  word  of  gentleman,  ought  to  be  beyond  all  doubt. 
It  is  not  my  purpose  to  write  a  treatise  on  spiritual  mani¬ 
festations,  either  here  or  anywhere  else.  I  only  record  what 
Jack  saw  and  experienced  during  his  stay  in  the  house  of 
the  Bastables.  As  for  the  woman,  she  was  a  clairvoyante 
by  profession.  What  she  did  or  said  was  done  or  said,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  prophetesses  of  Delphi,  Dodona,  and  the  Syrian 
shrines,  under  the  influence  of  a  mysterious  power  which, 
since  the  oracles  are  dumb,  seems  fallen  permanently  into  the 
hands  of  gentlemen  adventurers  like  the  illustrious  Count 
Cagliostro  and  Mr.  Benjamin  Bastable. 

There  was  a  certain  grandeur  in  the  carriage  and  bearing 
of  the  man  when,  his  preparations  completed,  he  turned  to 
the  door  and  led  the  way.  As  he  turned,  though  her  back 
was  towards  him,  the  woman  turned  too,  and  followed  silently, 
moving  as  if  with  a  painful  effort,  her  limbs  being  rigid  and 
fixed.  Jack,  though  nothing  had  been  said,  followed  too,  with 
a  sense  that  it  was  expected  of  him. 

They  went  upstairs,  this  strange  procession  of  three,  all 
silent,  into  the  mystic,  though  shabby,  back  parlour.  It  was 
changed  since  Jack  had  left  it  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before. 
Then  it  was  poorly  furnished,  with  its  wretched  table  and  one 
or  two  chairs.  Now  it  had  a  Turkey  carpet  upon  the  floor ; 
tapestry  hung  round  the  wall ;  there  was  a  writing-table, 
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with  several  curious  articles,  the  nature  of  which  Jack  could 
not  guess,  in  one  corner.  The  little  window  at  the  back  was 
closed,  and  a  soft  light  filled  the  room,  which  came  from  an 
opening  in  the  chimney,  shaped  and  coloured  like  a  human 
eye.  On  the  opposite  wall  was  a  mirror,  which  reflected  the 
rays,  and  showed  that  the  eye  was  enclosed  in  a  triangle, 
over  which  were  certain  letters  in  Hebrew  character.  In  the 
centre  of  the  room  was  a  circle,  formed  of  forty-nine— seven 
times  seven — small  vases,  in  the  midst  of  which  was  a  triangle 
formed  of  three  swords.  And  the  alcove  itself  was  hung  round 
not  only  with  the  red  curtains  that  Jack  had  seen  there 
before,  but  also  with  rich,  heavy  drapery  of  a  deep  scarlet, 
against  which  the  throne  stood  out,  splendid  in  its  decora¬ 
tions.  It  all  seemed  wonderful  and  incomprehensible  to  the 
boy,  who  stood  at  the  door  waiting. 

Mr.  Bastable  motioned  his  finger,  without  looking  at  his 
wife,  to  the  throne.  She  obeyed  instantly,  though,  as  in  the 
previous  case,  she  was  not  looking  at  him,  and  seated  herself 
in  the  great  chair.  He  threw  a  long  white  robe,  of  some 
curious  soft  stuff",  like  a  Madagascar  lamba,  over  her.  Then 
he  put  a  white  wand  in  Jack’s  hands. 

“  Stand  at  the  door,  here,  and  do  not  move  or  speak.  If  I 
put  you  anywhere  else,  do  esactly  what  you  see  I  want  you 
to  do.  Neither  speak,  nor  listen,  nor  move.  And  whatever 
happens,  remember  that  you  will  not  be  hurt,  unless  you 
move.  Do  you  understand  ?  Tell  me  what  you  have  to  do.” 

“  Neither  speak  nor  move.  I’m  not  afraid,”  said  Jack, 
still  confident  that  he  was  going  to  take  part  in  some  capital 
scene  of  conjuring. 

I  have,  I  think,  made  it  clear  that  he  was  a  child  of  no 
education  whatever.  Consequently,  he  had  not  imbibed  the 
idea  of  superstition — knew  nothing  about  Bogy  the  Terrible, 
hobgoblin,  or  the  devil ;  and,  owing  to  Myles’s  more  than 
parental  care,  had  not  conceived  the  idea  of  fear.  It  never 
entered  into  Jack’s  untutored  brain  that  anybody  would 
deliberately  Hy  to  hurt  him.  Fighting — of  course  between 
people  of  the  same  age,  and  fairly  matched  as  to  physical 
strength  and  skill — was  one  of  the  delights  of  life,  as  he  had 
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already  experienced.  Bigger  boys  bad  bullied  lam ;  then 
Jack  bad  learned  to  show  such  fight  as  was  in  bis  power, 
making  the  process  of  bullying  unpleasant  and  troublesome 
to  the  big  victor,  and  bad  received  such  punishment  as  bis 
oppressor  bad  strength  to  give.  But  be  bad  perfect  con¬ 
fidence  in  grown-up  people.  It  is  one  of  the  virtues  of  the 
working  classes  that  they  are  seldom  rough  or  brutal  to 
children.  The  women  whack  their  own,  out  of  an  unconquer¬ 
able  instinct  to  assert  their  power  in  some  direction,  rather 
than  from  the  wisdom  and  experience  of  tried  virtue;  the 
little  girls  slap  the  smaller  boys  and  girls,  still  with  a  sense 
of  the  responsibilities  of  power ;  but  the  men  generally  whack 
no  helpless  little  ones ;  and  you  will  find — at  least,  I  have 
found — that  the  lads  of  nineteen  or  twenty  regard  their 
fathers,  if  not  with  that  honour  and  reverence  which  the 
straight-walking  Christians  in  the  higher  ranks  command,  at 
least  as  personal  friends,  who  have  trodden  on  Saturday  nights, 
and  still  tread,  the  same  flowery  paths  as  themselves. 

“  Where,”  asked  Bastable,  making  passes  with  a  wand, 
“  where  is  he  now  ?  ” 

“  Six  doors  off,”  murmured  his  wife  in  a  hollow  voice,  her 
eyes  looking  farther  away  than  ever. 

“  Where  now  ?  ”  a  moment  after. 

“  At  the  next  house.” 

He  pulled  a  string  which  hung  behind  the  tapestry  at  his 
back  ;  there  were  steps  in  the  hall ;  the  street-door  was  shut 
heavily ;  the  red  curtains  of  the  alcove  dropped  as  if  by  them¬ 
selves  before  the  clairvoyante  ;  Mr.  Bastable  seated  himself  at 
his  table,  and  began  to  adjust  his  instruments,  and  the  visitor 
appeared. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  visitor  was  a  small  thin  man  of  about  fifty,  carefully 
and  precisely  dressed  in  a  blue  frock-coat  and  white 
trousers.  He  carried  himself  with  his  head  a  little  on  one 
side,  as  one  who  was  capable  of  making  shrewd  remarks. 
He  wore  small  whiskers,  being  otherwise  clean  shaven. 
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His  lips  were  full  and  mobile,  as  those  of  a  sensitive  man ; 
and  bis  eyes,  when  they  were  not  lit  with  the  mirth  of  a 
humorous  nature,  had  a  far-off  look  which  somewhat  re¬ 
sembled  the  expression  in  those  of  Keziah  Bastable.  When 
he  sat  down,  his  shoulders  dropped  and  his  head  bent  for¬ 
ward,  showing  that  he  was  one  who  habitually  sat  over  a 
desk.  Captain  Perrymont,  of  the  Royal  Navy,  was  an 
astrologer  and  alchemist,  an  inquirer  into  old  allegories  and 
symbolism ;  one  who  thought  there  was  once  a  time  when 
people  knew  a  way  to  lift  the  veil,  and  who  was  spending 
the  best  years  of  his  life  in  trying  to  re-discover  it,  in  his 
old  house  near  Esbrough. 

Apparently  it  was  not  his  first  visit  to  the  house,  for  he 
did  not  appear  in  the  least  surprised  at  the  preparations. 
Looking  about  him  with  an  amused  air,  his  eye  fell  on  Jack, 
and  he  drew  the  boy  towards  himself  and  examined  him 
critically. 

££  Eh  !  the  new  youngster  ?  He’s  got  on  the  same  uniform 
as  the  last.  Bastable,  I’ve  told  you  before  that  gold  lace 
does  not  matter.  Nice  boy ;  nice  boy  !  will  he  stand  quiet, 
or  will  he  scream  and  bolt,  as  the  other  one  did,  like  a  nigger 
paid  with  hot  pitch  ?  ” 

££  He’ll  stand  quiet,”  said  Bastable,  with  an  attempt  at 
dignity  combined  with  respect.  The  effect  of  great  sub¬ 
mission  and  great  dignity  combined  was  as  ludicrous — only 
Jack’s  education  was  too  incomplete  to  enable  him  to  see  the 
incongruity  of  the  thing — as  if  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury, 
in  full  pontificals,  were  entreating  a  Royal  Duke  in  plain 
clothes  not  to  kick  him ;  or  the  whole  proceeding  had  the 
air  of  being  behind  the  scenes  during  a  dress  rehearsal, 
provided  any  of  the  performers  had  ever  been  behind  the 
scenes,  and  could  make  the  comparison. 

“  Where’s  your  wife,  Bastable  ? — dressed  in  all  her  finery, 
and  shut  up  in  her  box  ?  Ah !  she  might  as  well  be  dressed 
for  her  kitchen-work,  you  know.  What’s  the  good  of  all 
these  flummeries  ?  ” 

££  Captain  Perrymont ! — for  Heaven’s  sake,  sir  !  They 


THIS  SON  OF  YULCAN. 


79 


might  hear  and  be  offended.  Eemember  how  we  failed  last 
time.” 

“  That  was  because  the  boy  sheered  off  in  the  middle.” 

“Yes,  sir,  yes,” — Bastable  was  growing  nervous, — “but 
the  books  order  it  so,  and  I  daren't  go  against  the  books. 
And  now  Captain  Perrymont — now  that  we  have  got  the 
greatest  aud  most  glorious  chance — for  Heaven’s  sake, 
don’t  spoil  it  by  offending  Them  !  The  boy’s  pure,  and  the 
woman’s  deeper  gone  than  ever  I  knew  her  before ;  and  I’ve 
been  engaged  for  months  getting  up  the  details.  Do  be 
quiet,  Captain  Perrymont.” 

The  Captain  looked  queerlv  at  the  man,  as  if  he  only  half 
believed  him. 

“  Come,  Bastable,  if  there  is  anything  to  be  done,  let  us 
do  it.” 

“  Take  my  chair,  sir.  There !  Of  course  you  will  not 
speak.  You  are  not  afraid  ?  ” 

“  I  afraid  !  ” 

“  I  need  not  tell  you,  sir,  as  a  master  of  the  divine  art, 
that  there  is  danger — very  great  danger — if  the  rules  are 
broken.  Boy,  stand  here.” 

He  placed  Jack  upright  in  the  circle  of  cressets,  within 
the  triangle  of  the  swords. 

“  Remember  what  I  told  you,”  he  whispered  in  an  agitated 
voice.  “  Whatever  you  see  or  hear,  be  silent,  and  do  not 
dare  to  move  outside  the  triangle.” 

He  lit  the  cressets,  which  at  first  burned  dimly,  sending 
up  a  volume  of  white  smoke  of  a  pleasant,  heavy  odour. 
Then  he  knelt  down  in  the  corner  of  the  room,  aud  began, 
in  a  high-pitched  monotone,  an  incantation  of  which  Jack 
understood  nothing.  At  the  same  time  the  great  curtain 
before  the  alcove  fell  back,  and  Jack  remembered — the  last 
thing  before  the  smoke  curled  round  him  and  he  could  see 
nothing  at  all — the  figure  of  Mrs.  Bastable,  erect  on  her 
platform,  covered  with  a  purple  robe,  in  an  attitude  of  ex¬ 
pectation,  one  hand  raised  as  if  to  listen. 

The  wizard  went  on  with  his  chant.  Captain  Perrymont 
sat  in  the  corner,  his  chin  upon  his  hand,  watching  and 
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listening.  Outside,  tlie  people  who  live  in  the  present,  and 
are  content  with  the  philosophy  of  the  phenomenal,  went 
backwards  and  forwards  in  the  street,  ignorant  that  a  few 
feet  from  them  was  a  man  performing  rites  which  Catherine 
de’  Medici  might  have  witnessed  and  Albertus  Magnus 
invented. 

The  Captain  saw  wreaths  of  white  smoke,  intertwined  like 
ropes,  twisting  round  and  round  and  forming  a  cone,  the 
apex  of  which  was  under  the  bright  eye  in  the  ceiling. 
Through  this  the  light  fell  upon  the  smoke  in  coloured  rays. 
The  Captain’s  head  reeled  as  he  saw  the  endless  wreaths  of 
smoke  curling  round  and  round ;  strange  sounds,  half  musi¬ 
cal,  fell  upon  his  ear ;  the  perfume  mounted  to  his  brains, 
and  the  slow  monotone  of  Bastable  fell  on  his  ears  like  the 
low  notes  of  the  organ,  without  which  the  hymn  is  imperfect, 
and  which  are  yet  unnoticed. 

He  was  roused  by  a  voice — Bastable’s.  The  wizard  had 
ceased  his  hymn :  the  smoke,  tinged  with  a  hundred  lights, 
was  curling  round  and  round ;  in  the  alcove  stood  the  clair- 
voyante,  gazing  into  the  mist  with  fixed  and  strained  eyes. 

“  What  does  the  boy  see  ?  ”  asked  Bastable. 

She  replied  without  hesitation  :  “  The  smoke  of  the  cressets 
stands  away  from  the  boy  like  a  tent.  He  hears  sounds 
which  are  not  like  the  words  of  any  speech ;  he  sees  figures 
moving  in  the  wreaths — human  heads  and  arms.  There  are 
faces  that  come  and  go.  He  looks  round  him,  and  is  not 
afraid.  They  beckon  and  nod  at  him ;  he  only  laughs. 
Hands  clutch  at  him  for  a  moment,  and  then  fall  back  in 
the  smoke.  He  has  no  fear,  because  he  remembers  his 
orders,  neither  to  speak  nor  to  move.  The  forms  become 
thicker,  and  the  faces  fiercer  and  more  threatening.” 

“  What  does  the  boy  see  now  ?  ”  asked  Mr.  Bastable  again, 
after  a  pause. 

The  clairvoyante  replied  once  more,  in  a  clear,  cold  voice : 
“  The  boy  is  in  the  first  circle  of  the  jealous  guardian  spirits. 
He  is  surrounded  by  those  who  would,  if  they  could,  take 
him  by  the  throat  and  wring  the  life  out  of  him.  But  still 
he  is  not  afraid.” 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


Si 


“  He  is  in  tlie  circle,”  whispered  Mr.  Bastahle,  “  into 
which,  with  all  our  science,  we  cannot  penetrate,  Captain 
Perrymont.  Only  the  pure  in  heart — the  innocent  in  intent 
— can  see  the  things  that  he  sees.  When  we  dissolve  the 
spell,  he  shall  remember  nothing.” 

“  What  now  does  the  boy  see  ?  ”  he  asked  again. 

“  The  smoke  has  changed  its  colour  from  the  thick  pure 
white  to  a  pale  rosy  hue.  The  angry  faces  have  vanished, 
and  the  threatening  figures  gone.  Now  he  sees  forms  with 
glowing  robes,  and  strange,  cold  faces,  which  float  round 
and  round,  seeming  not  to  regard  him.  He  is  in  the  second 
circle.” 

“  He  can  pass  no  further,”  said  Bastable.  “  No  mortal 
can  see  beyond  the  second  circle.  They  are  the  only  spirits 
we  can  communicate  with,  unless  the  higher  spirits  come 
voluntarily.  Shall  we  question  them,  Captain  Perrymont  ?  ” 

“  Ask  them  if  I  am  on  the  right  track  in  my  great  en¬ 
deavour.” 

“  They  hear  your  question.  Spirits  !  if  it  may  be,  speak 
to  the  boy  through  the  clairvoyante.” 

The  answer  came,  as  before,  from  the  priestess :  “  The 
knowledge  of  old  can  always  be  found  again.  But  the 
secrets  of  Nature  can  only  be  given  to  those  who  seek  for 
the  good  of  others.” 

Captain  Perrymont  groaned  aloud. 

“Ask  them,”  he  said,  “if  they  are  happy.” 

This  time  there  came  no  answer  at  all. 

“  Ask  them  of  the  future,”  said  the  Captain. 

“  Your  own  ?  ” 

“I  know  it.  It  is  labour  unrewarded  till  the  end.  To 
men  like  me  there  is  but  one  future.  Ask  them  to  read 
the  boy  his  future :  that  matters  nothing  to  any  of  us.” 

“Tell  us  what  the  boy  sees.” 

The  clairvoyante  made  answer :  “  He  sees  a  wilderness  of 
chimneys  and  furnaces ;  he  sees  a  forest  of  masts ;  he  sees  a 
multitude  of  men  toiling.  There  is  a  roar  of  steam,  the  clang 
of  machinery,  the  din  of  the  mighty  hammers,  the  hissing 
and  bubbling  of  molten  metal ;  and  in  the  centre,  king  and 
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lord  of  all,  lie  sees — himself.  The  spirits  are  smiling  on  him  ; 
they  breathe  into  his  face ;  they  are  filling  his  brain  with 
great  thoughts ;  they  inspire  him  with  strength  and  fearless¬ 
ness.  Now  his  senses  leave  him ;  he  falls,  but  they  bear 
him  gently  to  the  ground.  The  work  is  done.” 

As  she  spoke,  the  rosy  tinge  of  the  smoke  changed  again 
into  white  ;  the  clouds  that  issued  from  the  cressets  suddenly 
diminished,  and  the  smoke  itself  disappeared,  leaving  no 
trace  behind  it  but  the  heavy  smell  of  some  incense  which 
was  never  burned  in  churches.  The  boy  was  lying,  with 
closed  eyes  and  head  resting  on  his  arm,  within  the  triangle 
where  Mr.  Bastable  had  placed  him  upright.  The  curtains 
of  the  alcove  dropped  again,  and  everything  was  as  it  had 
been  before. 

“  Captain  Perrymont,”  said  Mr.  Bastable,  “  to  work  this 
miracle  of  the  divining  art  I  have  read  all  books  of  magic 
that  ever  have  been  written.  You  have  witnessed  what  no 
one  has  seen  since  the  days  of  the  great  Paracelsus.  He  was 
the  last  who  communicated  with  the  better  spirits.  I,  I  alone, 
possess  the  secret.” 

“  Can  you  teach  it  to  me  ?  ” 

“  Perhaps,”  he  answered ;  “  but  what  is  the  use  ?  Have 
you  magnetic  power  ?  You  could  not  even  mesmerise  your 
own  son.  Have  you  a  clairvoyante  to  tell  you  what  goes  on 
beneath  the  magic  bell  ?  Have  you  a  child,  pure,  innocent, 
and  fearless  ?  I  have  all.  I  have  tried  for  years  to  get  such 
a  boy.  It  is  by  chance  alone  that  I  have  succeeded ;  and  how 
long  will  he  remain  innocent  ?  Until  the  first  temptation. 
When  the  serpent  finds  us  out,  we  fall.” 

“  And  what  have  they  told  us  ?  ” 

“  Captain  Perrymont,  I  have  questioned  the  other  world 
for  thirty  years.  No  direct  answer  can  be  got  from  them  for 
questions  such  as  yours.  Knowledge  must  be  sought.  In 
every  alchemist’s  books  you  will  find  that  the  secrets  are  to 
be  wrested  from  Nature  itself;  it  is  the  great  and  universal 
law.  I,  too,  have  tried  to  get  information,” — Mr.  Bastable 
dropped  the  magician  and  became  again  himself.  “  Once,  if 
you’ll  believe  me,  Captain  Perrymont,  they  gave  me  the 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


83 

winner  of  the  Derby,  six  months  before  the  event,  and  when 
he  was  forty  to  one  I  actually  never  backed  my  moral — let 
the  time  go  by.  Next  year  came ;  one  of  my  patrons,  a  noble 
gentleman  on  the  turf,  got  me  to  get  the  information  again. 
Well,  sir,  I  first  asked  him  for  a  paltry  tenner,  and  then  I 
made  him  promise  me  fifty  per  cent,  on  all  his  winnings. 
You’ll  hardly  credit  me,  Captain  Perrymont,  but  the  spirruts 
gave  me  the  wrong  horse,  and  my  noble  backer  was  let  in  for 
a  cool  thousand.  Then  he  came  here  and  carried  on  that 
shameful  against  the  spirruts  as  you  never  heard.  There  was 
no  peace  in  the  house  for  months  afterwards,  neither  for  Mrs. 
B.  nor  myself.” 

“Well,  serve  you  right  for  trying  to  make  money  out  of 
your  knowledge.  What  do  you  think  about  your  wife’s  pro¬ 
phecy  and  the  boy’s  future  ?  ” 

“  There,  you  see,  sir,  I  don’t  think  anything.  She  told  what 
she  knew.  Make  no  mistake  about  that !  As  for  the  boy, 
why  shouldn’t  he  get  on  in  the  world  ?  He’s  a  strong  boy, 
and  looks  a  clever  boy.  Wait  a  moment.” 

He  removed  the  cressets,  took  up  the  swords,  and  placed 
the  boy,  still  unconscious,  upon  the  sofa. 

“Now  for  the  other  matter,  Captain  Perrymont.  Where 
is  the  map  of  your  estate  ?  ” 

The  Captain  gave  him  a  rolled-up  plan,  which  he  had  been 
carrying  in  his  hand. 

“  So  .  .  .  The  estate  is  at  Esbrough,  is  it  not  ?  ” 

“  Esbrough.” 

“  I  know  it — I  know  it.  My  wife  came  from -  Never 

mind.  Show  me  the  map.” 

He  spread  it  flat  upon  his  table,  and  took  from  a  drawer 
a  small  hazel  rod  about  twelve  inches  long,  pierced  in  the 
centre  with  a  hole  which  had  been  set  with  an  ivory  casing. 
Through  this  was  passed  a  green  silk  string. 

“  This  is  the  divining  rod — la  verge  de  Jacob — that  you  first 
came  to  see  me  about,  Captain  Perrymont.  Now,  any  one 
can  use  this  that  knows  its  indications  as  I  do ;  but  to  use  it 
on  the  plan  of  your  estate,  instead  of  on  the  ground  itself, 
requires  the  aid  of  my  clairvoyante.  Some  people  will  tell 
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you  that  the  hazel  rod  must  be  forked,  and  held  by  the 
two  hands.  Here  is  one  of  these  elementary  things — mere 
savagery,  Captain  Perrymont.  You  may  cut  one  yourself, 
and  prospect  your  estate  to  find  water,  if  you  like.  That  is 
so  simple  that  any  gipsy  woman  will  do  it  for  you ;  what  you 
are  going  to  see  now  is  a  different  thing  altogether.” 

He  held  up  his  hand,  and  his  wife  pushed  aside  the  curtain, 
and  came  down  from  the  throne.  She  had  put  off  the  purple 
robe ;  but  her  eyes  were  still  rigid,  and  she  moved  with  the 
same  painful  constraint. 

Her  husband  put  the  thread  in  her  hand,  and  placed  it  in 
position  over  the  map,  so  that  the  rod  hung  free.  The  map 
was  about  four  feet  by  five,  and  Mrs.  Bastable  held  the 
instrument  exactly  over  the  centre.  At  first  the  rod  was 
motionless ;  then  Mr.  Bastable  made  a  few  passes  before 
his  wife’s  face,  and  her  fingers  held  the  thread  with  a  tighter 
grasp. 

The  rod  began  to  oscillate,  and  moved  round  and  round, 
sometimes  stopping  for  a  moment,  sometimes  having  one 
end  downwards,  but  always  uncertain. 

At  every  stoppage,  Mr.  Bastable,  who  held  in  his  left  hand 
half-a-dozen  small  glass  tubes,  applied  them  rapidly  one  after 
the  other.  Sometimes  there  was  no  result;  at  other  times 
the  rod  would  incline  more  decidedly,  and  stand,  so  to  speak, 
fixed  to  the  spot.  Then  Mr.  Bastable  would  make  a  little 
pencil  mark. 

At  last,  and  after  many  experiments,  the  tube  being  always 
changed,  the  rod  seemed  to  become  endowed  with  a  sort  of 
volition,  and  moved,  as  if  with  a  purpose,  from  spot  to  spot. 
Finally  it  inclined  vigorously  to  one  corner  of  the  map,  and 
when  Mr.  Bastable  applied  his  tube,  it  pointed  one  end 
directly  to  the  place,  and  refused  to  move  again.  Then  it 
pulled,  or  seemed  to  pull,  the  hand  of  its  holder  in  a  direction 
away  from  the  estate,  following  the  tube. 

Mr.  Bastable  changed  colour,  and  held  his  breath. 

“  This  piece  is  not  coloured  as  part  of  your  estate,  Captain 
Perrymont.” 

“  No  ;  it  is  Holcotes.  There  are  about  a  hundred  acres 
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of  it  altogether.  This  is  the  worst  part.  It  belongs,  I 
believe,  to  a  man  of  the  name  of  Bayliss — Paul  Bayliss.” 

“  Bayliss  ...  I  know  him,”  Bastable  whispered  excitedly 
to  himself.  “Paul  Bayliss  .  .  .  Holcotes,  near  Esbrough 
.  .  .  That  will  do.” 

He  took  the  rod  from  his  wife’s  hand,  and  replaced  it  in 
the  drawer. 

Then  he  made  another  sort  of  pass,  and  the  rigid  look  dis¬ 
appeared  from  his  wife’s  eyes  altogether.  She  seemed  to  awake 
suddenly,  and  laid  her  hand  upon  her  head  as  if  in  pain. 

“  Where  am  I  ?  Ah !  .  .  .  I  remember.  O  Benjamin, 
Benjamin!  another  wickedness!  Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  and 
me  a  Christian  woman,  and  my  father  the  parish  clerk  !  ” 

“  Don’t  be  a  fool,  Keziah !  Wake  up  the  boy,  and  take  him 
downstairs.  You’ve  got  the  dinner  to  look  after.” 

She  shook  Jack  by  the  shoulder,  who  awoke  at  once  and 
sprang  to  his  feet.  Without  saying  a  word,  she  led  him, 
wondering  what  had  happened,  down  to  the  kitchen  again. 

“  She  remembers  nothing,  and  the  boy  remembers  nothing, 
Captain  Perrymont ;  it  may  be  that  we  shall  never  again 
succeed  in  the  great  function  of  magic  which  you  have 
assisted  at.  We  will  try  again,  but  I  doubt.  As  for  the 
hazel  rod,  that  is  always  at  your  service.  By  its  means  I 
am  now  able  to  make  a  perfect  geological  map  of  your  estate, 
which  presents  some  very  curious  features.” 

“  I  wish  it  would  present  some  better  arable  land,”  said 
the  Captain.  “  I  would  sell  it  all,  if  I  could.” 

“  Don’t  sell  it,  Captain,”  said  Mr  Bastable  hurriedly.  ££  For 
heaven’s  sake,  don’t  sell  it  yet !  See  now,  I  will  go  over  to 
Esbrough,  and  walk  round  the  estate  with  you.  I  cannot 
do  it  yet,  because  I  have  many  experiments  to  make ;  but  I 
want  to  see  it  very  particularly.  I  do,  indeed,  and  in  your 
interest.” 

“  Will  you  make  me  the  map  ?  ” 

££  I  will  bring  it  over  to  Esbrough  with  me.” 

The  Captain  rose.  ££  It  will  be  best,”  he  said,  ££  to  tell  no 
one  of  the  scene  that  you  and  I  have  witnessed.  Here,  Mr. 
Bastable,  is  the  honorarium  which  I  promised  you.” 


86 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


He  placed  a  bank-note  in  hia  band  and  went  away. 

“  Paul  Bayliss !  ”  murmured  Mr.  Bastable,  “  Paul  Bayliss  ! 
The  hazel  never  lies.  Now  I  must  think  what  to  do.” 

Down  in  the  kitchen  Jack  had  resumed  his  ordinary 
clothes,  and  was  sitting  by  the  fire,  feeling  heavy  and  dazed. 

“  What  did  it  all  mean,  Mrs.  Bastable  ?  ”  he  asked.  “  I 
thought  it  was  what  Myles  used  to  call  hanky.  But  I  went 
to  sleep  somehow.  There  was  a  lot  of  smoke,  and  I  heard 
somebody  talking,  and  that  is  all  I  know  about  it.” 

“  Don’t  ask  me,”  she  answered.  “  I  don’t  know,  boy ;  I 
never  do  know.  Pm  all  of  a  shake.  Benjamin  hasn’t  done  it 
before  not  for  a  year  and  a  half,  and  I  thought  he  was  never 
going  to  do  it  again.  It’s  a  wickedness  and  a  tempting,  it 
is.  Oh,  my  poor  head !  Jack,  my  dear,  lift  up  the  lid  and 
stick  the  fork  in  the  beef — such  a  beautiful  bit  of  beef,  too, 
silverside — lovely !  and  me  not  able  to  eat  a  morsel  of  it. 
Oh  !  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  a  clairvoyong !  ” 

Mr.  Bastable,  you  will  have  discovered  before  this,  was  a 
professor  of  the  magic  art.  He  did  not  waste  his  energies 
over  spirit  rappings,  and  stances  at  half-a-crown  a  head,  where 
vulgar  cheats  prove  the  incompleteness  of  the  spiritual  edu¬ 
cation  by  their  bad  spelling.  Nor  did  he  tell  fortunes  by 
cards ;  nor  did  he  tie  himself  up  in  knots  and  be  released  by 
spirits  in  a  dark  box  ;  nor  did  he  practise  the  arts  of  jugglery. 
He  went  in  for  high  art,  and  boldly  attacked  the  fortress 
which  had  been  assailed  by  the  great  men  of  old.  He  read 
books  of  magic ;  he  knew  the  arts  of  alchemy,  astrology,  and 
conjuration.  How  far,  in  the  scene  we  have  so  faithfully 
described  that  many  will  recognise  it,  the  clairvoyante  spoke 
the  truth  we  know  not.  All  that  Captain  Perrymont  saw 
was  the  bell-shaped  cloud  of  smoke ;  all  that  he  heard  was 
from  the  priestess  herself.  As  we  have  seen,  he  heard  little 
to  do  himself  any  good. 

The  science  of  magic  sometimes  sleeps — it  never  dies.  A 
hundred  years  ago  the  Parisians  were  flocking  to  see  the 
miracles  performed  by  a  practician  not  much  higher  than 
Mr.  Benjamin  Bastable — the  Count  Cagliostro.  A  hundred 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


87 


years  before  that,  the  lamp  was  handed  down  in  secret,  and 
with  much  trembling,  in  the  south  of  France  and  in  London. 
A  hundred  years  before,  the  magicians  and  astrologers  held 
as  much  power  in  the  courts  of  Europe  as  ever  they  did  in 
the  courts  of  Pharaoh  and  Belshazzar ;  and  now,  when  we 
are  in  the  age  of  reality,  and  nothing  is  believed  but  what  is 
seen,  we  are  on  the  verge  of  another  outbreak  of  belief  in 
magic,  to  which,  perhaps,  all  the  preceding  shall  be  mere 
child’s  play.  In  any  great  city  are  men  like  Mr.  Bastable, 
who  live  poorly  because  they  will  not  work  at  their  trade, 
and  whose  spare  time  is  wholly  given  up  to  prying  into  the 
secrets  of  the  other  world.  What  the  spirits  tell  them  does 
them  no  good.  What  the  spirits  have  taught  men  in  all 
ages  has  never  done  them  any  good.  The  oracles  are  dumb, 
the  sacred  cone  of  Delphi  is  lost,  and  yet  the  art  of  divining, 
advising,  and  foretelling  has  never  died.  Still,  as  before, 
clairvoyance  and  mesmerism  hold  men’s  minds  in  thrall ;  still 
the  world  is  looking  for  some  new  revelation  from  that  dark 
and  mysterious  source  whence  nothing  good  has  ever  come ; 
and  now,  as  before,  the  thing  which  a  generation  ago  seemed 
a  part  and  parcel  of  the  dreadful  past  has  sprung  once  more 
into  life  to  tease  and  perplex  philosophers  as  well  as  fools. 
The  promised  fruit  lures  on  the  searchers  after  the  unknowable 
— they  are  as  keen  as  ever ;  and,  to  Captain  Perrymont  and 
all  his  kin,  old  Chaucer’s  words  on  the  philosopher’s  stone 
might  well  be  addressed  this  day : — 

“  Than  thus  conclude  I,  syn  that  God  in  hevene 
He  wol  not  that  the  philosophres  nevene 
How  that  a  man  schall  come  unto  this  stone 
I  rede  as  for  the  beste,  let  it  goon.” 

Mr.  Bastable  presently  appeared  dressed  in  the  garb  of 
everyday  life,  and  partook  of  the  beef,  which  was  overdone ; 
nor  did  he  make  any  allusion  to  the  ceremonial  they  had  just 
gone  through. 

After  dinner  he  took  the  boy  and  gave  him  some  light 
work  in  the  assaying  of  metals.  It  was  an  uncanny  house. 
Noises  went  on  everywhere,  by  day  and  night,  at  which  Mrs. 
Bastable  continuously  trembled.  When  the  boy  went  up  and 
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down  the  stairs  he  heard  voices,  and  felt  invisible  fingers  in 
his  hair  or  on  his  cheek ;  any  one  of  the  things,  indeed,  which 
occurred  in  that  house  was  enough  by  itself  to  make  the 
fortune  for  ever  of  an  ordinary  haunted  house.  But  here 
they  were  comparatively  unnoticed.  The  master  went  about 
as  unmoved  as  Prospero ;  the  mistress  shook  and  trembled, 
but  expected  them  ;  Jack  listened  and  wondered.  Whatever 
the  real  truth  about  these  manifestations,  one  thing  is  quite 
certain,  that  Jack  preserves  to  this  day  a  clear  and  distinct 
recollection  of  things  for  which  no  intelligible  cause  can  be 
assigned.  Handbells  placed  on  the  table  rang ;  pencils 
moved  about  on  their  pointed  ends;  rappings  came  from 
behind  the  fireplace ;  tables  lifted  their  straight  and  foolish 
legs;  laughter  and  groans  came  from  unexpected  quarters 
when  there  was,  so  far  as  Jack  and  Mrs.  Bastable  saw,  no 
one  to  produce  them.  The  boy  listened,  and  was  not  afraid. 
He  saw  that,  somehow  or  other,  the  noises  were  connected 
with  Mr.  Bastable’s  presence  in  the  house,  and  were  regarded 
by  his  wife  with  an  ever-increasing  terror.  Then  the  noises 
were  manifest  to  some  who  came  to  the  house,  but  not  to  all. 
Once  the  tax-collector,  who  insisted  on  waiting  till  the  money 
was  produced,  was  terrified  out  of  his  wits,  and  rushed 
frantically  from  the  place.  This  never  happened  to  the  baker 
or  the  butcher,  who  were  paid  regularly  by  Mrs.  Bastable. 

People  came  to  consult  Mr.  Bastable,  who  received  them 
in  his  back  room,  when  Jack  waited  as  page.  On  these 
occasions  there  was  a  good  deal  of  rapping,  and  the  spirits 
were  called  for  with  a  persistence  which  sometimes  drove 
them  into  a  rage.  And  noticing  that,  whatever  was  done, 
nobody  was  hurt,  Jack  grew  familiar  with  11  manifestations  ” 
of  all  kinds,  and  regarded  them  with  contempt.  As  regards 
his  work,  he  learned  the  elementary  experiments  in  metals 
which  teach  the  distinction  between  iron  ore  and  lead,  tin 
and  silver. 

As  for  Mrs.  Bastable,  she  spent  her  time  chiefly  in  lament¬ 
ing  her  lot.  Jack,  she  often  said,  was  the  only  creature  in 
the  world  who  was  any  comfort  to  her ;  but,  as  her  conver¬ 
sation  was  wholly  confined  to  relating  the  sorrows  of  a 
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clairvoyant©  and  her  separation  from  the  common  lot  of 
humanity,  she  was  not  cheerful  company. 

People  pointed  at  the  house,  and  made  disparaging  remarks, 
too,  on  the  sanity  and  honesty  of  its  residents,  which  annoyed 
Jack  when  he  took  his  walks  abroad.  It  was  not  pleasant  to 
have  the  finger  of  admiration  or  scorn  pointed  at  you  as  the 
magician’s  boy  or  the  conjuror’s  devil ;  nor  is  it  nice  when 
you  are  walking  with  a  lady  to  hear  the  crowd  begin  to  hoot 
and  cry  out  at  that  lady  as  a  witch. 

Jack  spent  two  months  in  this  abode  of  the  dead,  this  last 
lingering  fane  of  the  supernatural.  His  connection  with  the 
Bastables  was  rudely  severed  by  Myles  Cuolahan.  For  the 
honest  pedlar  happened  to  call  at  the  house  while  a  clairvoy¬ 
ant©  exhibition  was  proceeding.  The  lady,  in  her  curtained 
alcove,  sat  upon  the  velvet  throne  staring  before  her  with 
rigid  eyes.  Prospero,  or  rather  Mr.  Bastable,  armed  with  a 
wand,  made  all  sorts  of  passes  in  front  of  her.  Jack,  dressed 
in  Syrian  garb,  swung  a  censer  before  the  magician,  evidently 
considering  the  whole  exhibition  as  one  eminently  calculated 
to  amuse  and  instruct  the  three  gentlemen  who  were  paying 
for  it.  Myles  took  in  the  whole  proceedings  at  a  glance ; 
seized  the  boy  by  the  arm,  dragged  him  off  to  his  bedroom, 
changed  his  dress,  and  bore  him  back  in  triumph  to  the 
astonished  Mr.  Bastable. 

u  Gentleman  all,”  he  said,  u  ’tis  only  little  Jack,  and  not  a 
haythan  pagan,  though  he  was  dressed  up  in  green  and  gold. 
Misther  Bastable,  ye’ll  find  another  boy,  av  ye  plase,  to  do 
yer  conjurin’  tricks — conjurin’  indeed!  betther  conjurin’  I’ve 
seen  at  Pettigo  Fair.  Can  ye  swaller  a  red-hot  poker,  tell 
me  that  ?  Can  ye  pass  a  shillin’  out  of  yer  own  pocket  into 
mine,  tell  me  that  ?  Can  ye  lick  up  a  plateful  o’  fire  without 
so  much  as  winkin’,  tell  me  that  ?  Spirits,  is  it  ? — what  is 
it,  at  all,  that  they  do  for  ye  ?  Come,  Jack,  we’ll  be  going. 
The  next  time  ye  want  a  boy,  spick  and  span  new,  Bastable, 
bid  him  come  to  me  for  a  charackter,  and  it’s  a  fine  one  as 
we’ll  give  ye.  And  as  for  ye  ” — he  turned  upon  the  unhappy 
three  who  were  about  to  pay  a  five-pound  note  for  a  spiritual 
manifestation  of  a  superior  order,  and  now  stood  aghast  at 
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the  unexpected  turn — “  as  for  ye,  ye  three  poor  misguided 
fools,  go  home  wid  ye.  Tell  yer  wives  that  ye  are  not  to  be 
trusted  out  alone ;  and  say  yer  prayers  to  be  forgiven  for 
the  wicked  tempting  of  Providence.  Bastable,  I’ll  take 
Jack,  and  I  forgive  ye.” 


CHAPTER  VII. 

“  T)UT  what  am  I  to  do  with  you,  Jack?”  asked  Myles, 
as  they  left  the  oracular  dwelling  of  the  Bastables. 
“  What  am  I  to  do  with  you  at  all  ?  ” 

“  I’ll  go  with  you,  Myles.” 

Myles  looked  at  the  little  figure  before  him  critically.  He 
was  a  sturdy  boy,  full  of  life,  vigour,  and  strength;  not  a 
delicately  pretty  boy,  with  his  rough,  firm  features,  but  a  boy 
whom  mothers  of  delicately  pretty  children  might  sigh  to 
look  upon.  Everything  about  him  denoted  strength,  from 
the  curly  brown  locks,  the  clear  blue  eyes,  the  square  fore¬ 
head,  the  clean-cut  nostril,  the  projecting  chin,  down  to  his 
sturdy  legs.  A  boy  like  his  border  ancestor  of  the  strong 
arm.  Some  boys  dance  when  they  walk ;  the  passing 
moments  play  them  a  kind  of  waltz,  to  which  their  feet  go 
ever  tripping  in  cadence ;  these  are  the  imaginative  boys ; 
out  of  such  stuff  are  made  poets,  artists,  preachers,  enthusiasts. 
Some  boys  slouch,  and  of  such  are  made,  if  they  are  well 
born,  sensualists  of  the  lower  order,  and  if  their  cradle  be  the 
gutter,  habitual  criminals.  Some  boys  walk  ever  gravely  at 
the  same  pace,  never  quickening  at  the  agitation  of  a  pulse, 
never  slackening  at  a  disturbing  thought :  these  boys  are 
the  successful  ones  in  life,  they  follow  the  beaten  track,  are 
never  tempted  aside  from  the  line  of  duty,  dutifully  swim  in 
the  current  of  the  world  ;  they  get  money,  they  have  children 
at  their  desire,  their  eyes  swell  out  with  fatness,  and  they  go 
to  heaven.  Other  boys  there  are  whose  step  is  a  sort  of 
triumphal  march ;  they  dream  great  things,  of  what  kind 
they  know  not  yet ;  and  as  they  go  their  feet  move  in  a 
rhythmic  beat  to  the  grand  orchestral  procession  in  their 
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minds.  Such  boys  as  these  are  perhaps  the  happiest  of  all, 
for  if  they  succeed  they  win  great  names  and  power  as  well 
as  fortune ;  and  if  they  fail,  as  needs  must  oftenest  happen, 
they  fall  gloriously  in  the  great  battle  of  life.  Jack  was  one 
of  these,  his  mind  as  yet  full  of  grand  confidence,  and  the 
world  teeming  with  all  kinds  of  glorious  possibilities.  He 
knew  nothing  except  to  read  and  write,  and  to  discern  the 
ores.  He  had  no  book  learning  at  all ;  did  not  know  whether 
the  world  was  round  or  square ;  absolutely  could  not  tell  you 
whether  England — I  think  he  had  never  heard  the  name  of 
England — was  an  island  or  a  continent ;  had  not  yet,  even, 
though  it  seems  incredible,  learned  the  names  of  the  kings 
of  J udah ;  so  that  what  the  boy  had  for  the  basis  of  his 
dreams  the  Lord  only  knows. 

If  you  watch  a  baby  asleep  you  will  see  the  ridiculous  little 
animal  every  now  and  then  smile  in  unconscious  appreciation 
of  some  dream-told  joke,  some  unexpected  combination  of 
events,  some  hilarious  recollection,  which  must  have  been 
produced  out  of  the  events  of  his  short  life.  So  with  Jack. 
In  the  squalor  and  misery  of  his  past  life  there  had  been 
nothing,  absolutely  nothing,  to  furnish  him  with  hopes  or 
ambitions.  All  was  mean,  pitiful,  and  degrading;  and  yet 
here  he  was,  at  ten  years  old,  with  the  audacity  of  a  young 
Prince  of  Wales,  looking  forward  to  a  future  which  was  all, 
in  some  undefined  way,  to  be  spent  in  realms  of  splendour 
and  joy.  In  Jack’s  mind,  splendour  and  joy  meant  work, 
and  the  only  form  of  work  with  which  he  was  acquainted 
was  the  assaying  of  metals  and  the  analysis  of  compounds. 

“  Go  with  me,  Jack  ?  ”  said  Myles. 

“  I’ve  been  with  you  before,  you  know,  Myles.” 

“And  then  I  had  to  carry  you  most  of  the  way,  Jack. 
But  it’s  four  years  ago,  and  you’ve  grown  since  then.” 

“  Carry  me  !  ”  Jack  blushed  with  shame.  “  Why,  Myles,  do 

you  think - But  tell  me,  Myles,  you  would  like  me  with 

you  on  the  road,  wouldn’t  you  ?  We  could  talk  about  Norah, 
you  know ;  and  I  could  carry  the  pack  when  you  were  tired 
— and — and — you  know,  Myles,  if  you  felt  inclined  to  break 
the  pledge,  you  could  tell  me,  and  I’d  prevent  you.” 
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Myles  laughed. 

“  Break  the  pledge,  is  it  ?  Niver  a  fear,  lad.  Bedad  ! 
barrin’  a  weakness  in  the  legs  when  I  pass  a  bouse,  which  is 
force  of  habit,  maybe,  I  never  feel  desire  for  dhrink.  Ah, 
boy  !  if  I’d  known  before  what  a  good  dhrink  ginger-beer  is, 
and  how  much  better  you  get  along  with  coffee,  I’d  be  a  rich 
man  this  day.  But  you  shall  go  with  me,  Jack,  and — don’t 
laugh,  Jack— I’ve  been  reshuming  my  education  at  the  point 
where  I  left  it  thirty  years  ago.  That  was  when  Misther 
M£Brearty  turned  me  out  of  his  academy  at  Belfast.  He  was 
a  Connaught  man,  ye  know,  and  a  great  friend  of  my  father’s, 
bein’  almost  of  as  ancient  a  family.  And  he  used  to  hang 
up  legs  of  mutton  in  the  chimney  to  smoke,  and  when  he 
was  hungry,  which  was  pretty  well  always,  for  he  had  a  devil 
of  a  twist  on  him,  he  would  cut  off  a  collop,  put  it  in  the 
frying-pan,  and  eat  it  whilst  he  went  on  wi’  the  studies. 
He  was  an  illigant  scholar,  John  M£Brearty ;  but  one  day  he 
went  out  on  important  business  with  my  father,  nothin’  short 
of  swearing  an  alibi  for  an  illicit  distiller,  and  left  the  school 
in  charge  of  me  and  Mike  Feargus,  one  of  the  poor  scholars 
that  used  to  go  up  and  down  Ireland.  ‘  Myles,’  says  Mike, 
£  I’m  mortial  hungry,’  looking  at  the  collops.  £  Is  there  time  ?  ’ 
says  I.  ‘  Lashins,’  says  he.  With  that  he  whips  down  a  leg 
of  mutton,  and  in  a  minute  the  collops  was  on  the  fire. 
Would  you  believe  the  bad  luck  ?  Before  we’d  well  finished 
the  first  frying-pan  full,  and  were  beginning  the  second,  who 
should  come  in  but  the  masther  and  my  father !  The  masther 
took  Mike,  and  my  father  took  me. 

££  £  My  collops,  ye  young  divil !  ’  cries  M£Brearty,  with  the 
sthrap  in  his  hand  over  Mike.  ‘  Collops  o’  mutton  !  ’  cries  my 
father,  with  his  big  stick  over  me.  £  If  it  hadn’t  been  Friday 
I  shouldn’t  have  minded,  ye  black  murdherin  Prodesdan.’” 
And  then  my  education  finished,  for  I  left  school  the  same  day, 
and  my  father  and  all,  and  a  black  Prodesdan  I’ve  been  ever 
since.  A  quare  religious  conversion,  wasn’t  it,  Jack  ?  But 
my  father  was  a  votedheen,  what  the  Scotch  call  unco  guid.” 

££  And  what  have  you  got  in  your  hand,  Myles  ?  ”  asked 
Jack,  impatient  at  this  long  story. 
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“  It’s  a  joggrephy  book,  Jack,  and  we’ll  go  through  it 
together  when  we’ve  got  a  quiet  evening  to  ourselves.  Jog- 
grephy  and  history,  the  bookseller  said  it  was.  Maybe  it 
will  throw  a  light  on  the  dirty  Saxons  in  Ireland.  We’ll 
start  to-morrow,  if  it’s  fine.” 

Jack’s  preparations  were  easily  made,  and  consisted  entirely, 
having  exchanged  his  green  page’s  suit,  in  getting  together 
such  rougher  and  stronger  garments  as  might  be  better  fitted 
for  road  work,  Myles  himself  superintending  his  outfit  with 
great  care.  The  finishing  stroke  was  completed  by  taking 
off  the  boy’s  white  collar  and  wrapping  a  common  red  hand¬ 
kerchief  round  his  throat.  More  depends  upon  the  presence 
of  a  collar  than  would  be  generally  supposed,  and  I  think, 
respectable  reader,  you  would  be  surprised  at  the  change  in 
your  personal  appearance  which  you  may  effect  by  the  simple 
process  of  tying  up  your  neck  with  a  common  red  wrapper. 
However,  it  mattered  little  for  Jack.  He  was  tired  of  one 
life,  and  was  going  to  begin  another.  Back  to  that  old  life 
on  the  road,  of  which  he  had  the  faint  recollections  that  cling 
about  the  age  of  four  and  five.  He  could  remember  being 
carried  in  Myles’s  arms.  He  could  remember  the  wood  fire 
by  the  roadside,  the  camp  of  gipsies,  the  cart  hung  round 
with  brooms  and  brushes,  all  sorts  of  little  things.  Myles’s 
regular  beat  was  about  Yorkshire,  with  occasional  visits  to 
certain  towns  in  the  more  northern  counties.  Once  a  year, 
for  instance,  but  not  oftener,  he  proposed  to  visit  Bedesbury, 
and  see  how  his  little  girl  was  getting  on.  Once  a  week, 
since  his  reform  left  him  regularly  with  money  to  spare,  he 
sent  off  his  earnings,  without  keeping  account,  to  Miss  Ferens. 
And  it  was  on  this  beat  that  he  now  intended,  for  a  time, 
at  least,  to  take  little  Jack  about  with  him.  What  to  do 
with  him  afterwards,  what  was  to  become  of  the  boy  even¬ 
tually,  of  course  never  entered  into  honest  Myles’s  head  to 
consider. 

He  carried  the  pack  in  a  box  slung  on  to  his  back.  It  was 
filled  with  all  sorts  of  light  things  likely  to  be  wanted  at  the 
farms  and  cottages.  There  were  pins,  needles,  tape,  ribbon, 
string,  scissors,  thimbles,  thread,  silk,  worsted,  white  twist, 
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and  more  besides,  all  in  a  flat,  square  box  that  lay  across  the 
hawker’s  shoulders,  and,  by  long  practice  in  carrying,  caused 
him  no  inconvenience  at  all.  In  his  hand  he  carried  a  stout 
stick.  A  pipe  was  stuck  in  his  felt  hat ;  and  if  you  had 
examined  the  inside  of  his  coat,  you  would  have  found  it  filled 
with  pockets,  some  of  them  buttoned  up  containing  money, 
and  some  occupied  with  the  small  articles  of  toilet  and  per¬ 
sonal  luggage  which  Mr.  Cuolahan — a  man  of  simple  habits 
— considered  indispensable.  All  Jack’s  luggage  was  a  little 
knapsack,  picked  up  a  great  bargain  by  Myles,  and  strapped 
empty  to  his  back.  “  The  common  tramps,  Jack,”  said  his 
patron,  “  carry  all  their  traps  in  a  red  handkerchief.  We  are 
respectable  hawkers ;  so  yon  fix  up  the  knapsack.” 

They  started  next  day  at  six.  The  day  was  fine — one  of 
those  clear,  cool  days  in  July,  when  the  wind,  in  the  shade, 
makes  you  think  that  summer  is  hardly  yet  arrived.  They 
had  their  breakfast — coffee  and  bread-and-butter — and  were 
out  of  the  town  and  well  among  the  fields  before  the  lazy 
maids  had  opened  the  shutters  and  taken  in  the  milk.  Jack 
walked  soberly  enough  while  they  were  within  the  streets ; 
but  once  outside  and  in  the  country  lanes — for  Myles  did  not 
affect  highroads — he  ran  and  danced  about  like  some  little 
puppy  beside  its  master. 

Myles’s  trade  was  chiefly  in  the  cottages.  He  knew  every¬ 
body  on  his  road,  especially  the  wives  and  daughters,  and 
was  in  great  esteem  among  the  ladies,  as  one  who  never  went 
to  a  public-house  and  saved  his  money.  Thus  he  acted 
either  as  an  example  or  a  scarecrow.  The  affability  with 
which  he  would  sit  down,  tell  a  story,  drink  a  glass  of  milk, 
and  even,  as  frequently  happened,  bestow  a  fatherly  kiss  upon 
any  of  the  girls  that  might  be  comely,  had  a  good  deal  to  do 
with  his  popularity.  And  then  another  thing  helped :  Myles 
was  honest.  If  people  bought  a  reel  of  cotton  marked  fifty 
yards,  there  was  no  need  to  measure  it,  because — you  see  it 
was  twenty  years  ago — Myles  did  not  cheat,  and  the  manu¬ 
facturers  then  were  honest.  Now,  nothing  pays  so  well  as 
honesty  if  you  are  in  trade.  If  you  are  not,  perhaps  honesty 
is  not  so  necessary.  Considering,  then,  that  Myles  had  to 
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visit  every  cottage,  to  talk  to  every  old  woman,  to  open  his 
pack  at  least,  and  to  introduce  little  Jack,  it  is  not  surprising 
that  his  rate  of  progress  should  he  slow ;  and  after  giving 
time  for  all  these  occupations,  and  for  having  dinner  and  tea 
on  the  road — neither  of  them  banquets  of  great  luxury — the 
first  day’s  work,  enough  for  Jack,  consisted  of  some  twelve 
miles  in  all. 

The  day’s  journey  brought  them  to  the  manufacturing 
town  of  Daylesford.  Cuolahan  led  the  way,  the  boy  dragging 
tired  limbs  after  him,  to  a  tavern  which  stood  in  a  by-street. 
Outside  it  was  a  quiet,  dingy-looking  place,  with  nothing  to 
mark  it  but  a  signpost  swinging  from  the  wall.  Inside, 
those  who  knew  it  were  wont  to  say  that  it  was  the  resort  of 
all  the  devils  in  Yorkshire.  Thither  resorted  the  better  class 
of  tramps,  those  who  unite  the  doubtful  callings  of  beggar 
and  impostor,  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  have  mostly  at 
different  times  made  acquaintance  with  the  inside  of  the 
country’s  gaols.  It  must  be  recorded,  perhaps  to  the  dis¬ 
advantage  of  Myles,  that  though  the  very  paragon  of  rectitude 
himself,  he  regarded  the  departure  from  virtue  in  others  as 
an  unfortunate  accident  due  to  circumstances,  rather  than  as 
a  thing  in  itself  to  cause  any  rupture  of  friendly  relations 
with  the  victim.  In  other  words,  Myles  Cuolahan  had  been, 
for  twenty  years  and  more,  out  of  a  life  of  forty  years,  a 
wanderer  and  a  tramp.  His  lines  of  life  had  thrown  him 
among  other  wanderers  and  tramps  not  so  honest  as  himself; 
and  he  had  learned  to  regard  the  habitual  criminal  as  a 
gentleman  who  made  his  living  by  ways  which  he  did  not 
follow,  mainly  because  he  had  never  had  any  occasion  to 
desert  his  own.  Some  people  are  honest  because  they  get 
on  in  the  world.  It  never  does  to  inquire  too  closely  into 
motives,  but  perhaps  Myles  was  one  of  these ;  for  the  licensed 
hawker  makes  good  earnings,  and  Myles  had  very  early  in 
life  found  out  the  secret  that  it  is  best  to  give  people  their 
money’s  worth. 

The  landlord  was  behind  the  bar,  a  short,  thick-set  man, 
with  a.  stubbly  beard  and  a  fat  spotty  face,  smoking  the  short 
pipe  that  never  left  his  lips  except  when  he  was  sleeping  or 
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eating.  He  wore  rings  on  his  bloated  fingers,  had  a  big  gold 
breastpin,  a  huge  watch-chain,  and  looked  what  he  was — an 
unscrupulous,  greedy,  sensual  creature,  with  just  pluck  enough 
to  carry  out  the  plans  that  his  narrow  and  crafty  mind  sug¬ 
gested.  He  grinned  a  welcome. 

“  Myles  Cuolahan  !  It  is  a  year  and  more  since  you  came 
here  last.  What  will  you  drink?  Oh!  I  forgot.  Well, 
here’s  a  bottle  of  ginger-beer.  And  who  have  you  got  with 
you  ?  ” 

“  We’ll  have  the  best  room,  Misther  Coger,  the  double- 
bedded  room,  and  no  one  else  in  it.  This  boy  is  Jack  Arm¬ 
strong — my  boy,  you  know,  that  I  told  you  of.  He’s  tired 
now,  poor  chap,  and  we’ll  have  a  cup  of  tea  and  a  chop  for 
supper.  Who  is  in  the  house  to-night  ?  ” 

“  You  may  well  ask  who,”  said  Mr.  Coger.  “I  don’t  suppose 
there’s  been  such  a  houseful  since  I  opened  this  bar.  Why, 
to  begin  with,  there’s  Captain  Cardiff  himself,  drinking  sherry 
wine  by  the  pint,  and  smoking  cigars  at  fourpence.  Hone  of 
your  yards  of  clay  and  twopenny  smokes  with  gin-and-water 
for  the  Captain.” 

“No!”  said  Myles,  slapping  his  leg.  “Cardiff  Jack! 
Why,  the  last  I  heard  of  him  he  was  in  Millbank  for  that 
little  affair  you  know  of” - - 

“  Ay,  ay,”  returned  the  landlord.  “  Best  say  nothing  about 
Millbank  to  Mr.  Cardiff;  he  wants  that  forgotten.  Then 
there’s  General  Duckett.” 

“  What’s  the  General  doing  here  ?  ”  asked  Myles.  “  I 
thought  he  and  his  boys  were  always  down  in  Kent.” 

“  So  they  are  ...  so  they  are.  But  I  think  he  is  looking 
out  for  more  boys.  Ah,  Myles !  if  you’d  only  think  of  it, 
what  a  lovely  bonnet  that  child  of  yours  would  make  !  ” 

Myles  put  a  protecting  hand  on  little  Jack,  who  had  taken 
advantage  of  the  conversation  to  fall  fast  asleep  on  a  settle. 
“  No,  no,  Coger.  You  know  me.  Jack  and  me  are  on  another 
lay.  G  eneral  Duckett !  General  Duckett !  Why,  he  must  be 
nigh  eighty  years  of  age.” 

“  Eighty  if  he’s  a  day ;  and  as  fresh  and  spry  as  most  men 
of  sixty.  But  there’s  lots  more  behind.  There’s  Shallow 
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Bob,  the  turnpike  sailor;  there’s  Liverpool  Joe,  the  quack; 
there’s  the  fellow  with  the  queer  name — what  is  it? — the 
foreign  chap,  with  his  patter  and  his  religion.  We  never 
were  so  lively  before.  You  don’t  drink  as  you  used,  Myles ; 
and  I’m  sorry  for  you,  because  they  will  have  their  joke.” 

“  All  right,  Coger,  all  right.  We’ll  have  a  jolly  evening, 
though  I  am  a  teetotaller.  Send  us  in  the  chops,  will  you  ? 
Wake  up,  Jack,  my  boy.  You  shall  have  your  supper  and  go 
to  bed  presently.” 

He  woke  up  the  boy,  and  they  passed  on  into  the  inner 
room. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

A  FORMER  proprietor  had  constructed  at  the  back  of  the 
house  a  long  and  tolerably  lofty  room,  designed — for  it 
was  before  the  invention  of  music-halls — for  a  free-and-easy 
or  harmonic-meeting  room,  one  of  those  delightful  retreats 
which  still  flourish  in  country  places,  combining  all  the  actual 
evils  of  the  music-hall  with  none  of  those  undeveloped  possi¬ 
bilities  which  the  latter  possesses  for  the  improvement  of 
popular  taste.  The  first  builder  and  original  owner  of  this 
temple  speedily  found  himself  so  far  deceived  by  the  smiles 
of  Hope,  that  one  night,  after  carefully  emptying  the  con¬ 
tents  of  the  till,  disposing  of  his  spirits  to  private  friends, 
and  entertaining  a  select  circle  with  a  farewell  symposium, 
at  which  all  that  was  left  of  the  beer  was  consumed,  he  was 
fain  to  “  shoot  the  moon,”  and  was  no  more  seen.  His  suc¬ 
cessor  for  a  time  maintained  the  free-and-easy,  and  then,  the 
place  becoming  under  his  benignant  rule  more  and  more  a 
chosen  house-of-call  for  tramps,  he  reserved  it  for  them  as  a 
saloon  or  withdrawing-room,  where  they  might  spend  their 
evenings  in  the  mutual  exchange  of  ideas,  in  intellectual 
conversation,  or  in  the  cultivation,  by  means  of  the  higher 
classical  music,  of  their  aesthetic  faculties.  It  also  served  as 
a  kitchen  for  the  preparation  of  supper.  There  were  two 
fireplaces,  one  at  each  end  of  the  long  room. 

The  evening  was  warm,  and  only  the  supper  fire  was 
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burning  when  Myles  and  Jack  entered.  The  windows  were 
closed ;  the  smoke  of  sausages,  bloaters,  and  chops,  with  that 
of  twenty  or  thirty  pipes,  and  the  fragrant  memories  of  many 
thousands  of  such  evenings  as  this,  imparted  to  the  room  a 
smell  which  was  like  a  London  fog,  inasmuch  as  it  was  so 
thick  as  to  be  almost  visible — a  smell  which  might  have 
been  savoury  in  the  nostrils  of  a  Homeric  god — a  smell 
which  a  chemist  might  study  with  curiosity — a  smell  which 
could  never  be  forgotten.  The  science  of  smells  is  yet  in  its 
infancy.  They  have  not  been  even  classified,  yet  some  rude 
classification  is  possible  to  the  most  shallow  thinker.  There 
is  an  acrid,  penetrating  smell,  such  as  I  once  experienced  in 
visiting  Greenwich  Hospital  Chapel  on  a  Sunday  in  summer, 
just  after  service.  It  haunts  one  for  weeks.  That  particular 
smell — which  was  a  chemical  compound  of  boy,  beadle,  and 
corduroy,  and,  although  a  compound,  was  one  and  indivisible, 
with  an  individuality  of  its  own — haunted  me  for  months. 
There  is,  next,  a  keen  and  sharp  smell  which  runs  you 
through  like  the  point  of  a  bayonet,  and  makes  you  yell  and 
suddenly  drop.  This  you  may  get  in  a  hospital.  There  is  a 
smell  which  is  like  the  blow  of  a  hammer,  and  knocks  the 
sense  out  of  you.  It  may  be  found  in  the  forecastle  of  a 
ship  anywhere  about  the  region  of  the  Doldrums  or  in  the 
Ked  Sea.  There  is  the  smell  of  a  poultry  shop,  the  smell  of 
vinegar,  the  smell  of  niggerdom,  the  smell  of  burning  paper ; 
but  all  these  smells  are  like  mignonette,  heliotrope,  otto  of 
roses,  wood  violet,  lily  of  the  valley,  blackberry  jam,  or  the 
perfume  that  rises  from  your  Lesbia’s  tresses,  compared  with 
the  turbid  mixture  of  all  vile  smells  which  floated  about  the 
atmosphere  of  this  room,  and  gave  it  a  character  peculiar  to 
itself.  You  remembered  the  place,  not  by  the  fat  cook  who, 
with  bare  arms  and  ruddy  cheeks,  stood  over  frying-pan  and 
gridiron,  tossing  from  time  to  time,  fish,  flesh,  or  sausage,  as 
it  was  done,  into  three  dishes  that  stood  before  her.  You 
might  forget  the  cook.  You  might  even  forget  the  little 
crowd  that  was  congregated  round  her  waiting  their  turn — 
boys  and  men,  women  and  girls.  They  were  tramps ;  they 
belonged  to  the  population  which  is  called  floating;  they 
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were  tlie  dregs  and  refuse  of  the  English-speaking  race;  they 
were  a  mixture  of  gipsy,  pedlar,  and  Irish  vagrants.  They 
sat,  or  stood,  or  leaned  against  the  wall,  without  much  talk, 
waiting  to  be  fed,  the  eyes  of  each  fixed  steadily  upon  his 
own  portion.  As  it  emerged  from  the  frying-pan,  each  in 
turn  laid  hasty  hands  upon  it,  and  devoured  it  at  the  great 
table  that  stood  handy  for  the  purpose.  Scant  grace  was 
theirs,  small  the  preparations  for  the  meal,  and  weak  the 
response  of  a  thankful  heart  when  all  was  finished  to  the 
last  crumb,  and  still  an  unfortunate  stomach  craved  for 
more.  It  might  be  possible  to  forget  the  lack-lustre  faces, 
the  weary  looks,  the  soulless  eyes  of  that  little  group  of 
English-born  savages.  There  was  nothing  horrible  about 
them,  nothing  comic,  nothing  cheerful,  nothing  attractive. 
Among  them  there  was  one  face,  and  only  one,  on  which  the 
eye  would  rest  with  pleasure.  It  was  the  face  of  a  young 
girl  of  seventeen.  She  leaned  against  the  table,  and  fixed 
her  eyes  hungrily  upon  a  gaunt  and  pinched-up  bloater 
on  the  gridiron,  her  supper.  Her  eyes  !  0  painters  of  the 

ideal — painters  of  the  sweet  woman’s  face !  look  into  the 
depths  of  those  eyes,  and  transfer  to  the  canvas,  if  you  can, 
the  limpid  eternity  of  thought,  feeling,  passion,  and  hope 
apparent  in  that  gaze !  So  live  for  ever.  Her  mouth  is  a 
very  rosebud  of  a  mouth ;  lips  half  parted  and  open  show 
pearl-white  teeth.  Her  features  are  cut  clean  and  straight ; 
her  hair  is  thick  and  abundant.  She  wears  it  tied  in  a 
careless  grace  about  her  head.  She  is  a  goddess,  whose 
every  movement  is  a  grace,  and  every  thought  a  step  heaven¬ 
ward.  And,  alas !  it  is  all  a  lie  to  look  at !  There  are  no 
thoughts  in  that  head  with  the  sweet  and  gracious  curves, 
save  thoughts  that  are  bad  and  detestable.  Those  eyes, 
which  were  designed  for  a  Sappho,  belong  to  the  commonest 
and  most  hopeless  tramp.  Her  rosebud  mouth  is  the  passage 
of  coarse  words  and  rough  execrations ;  her  features  are  yet 
delicate,  because  she  is  so  young,  and  they  have  not  had 
time  to  grow  thick  with  drink  and  debauchery.  And  yet 
the  pity  of  it — oh!  the  pity  of  it.  It  seems,  somehow,  so 
natural,  that  a  thick-lipped,  low-browed,  coarse-featured 
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creature  should  be  a  criminal  and  a  drunkard,  that  we  have 
Lo  pity  for  him.  It  is  only  because  by  a  wholesome  instinct 
we  associate  goodness  with  beauty  that  we  pity  the  tender 
and  lovely  girl  standing  yet,  to  appearance,  on  the  brink  of 
infamy,  though  in  reality  she  has  been  steeped  in  it  since 
the  first  day  that  she  could  understand  what  went  on  in  the 
world  around  her.  Turn  from  the  pretty  creature  and  forget 
her.  You  had  best,  because  you  cannot  help  her.  Look  at 
her  companion,  Shallow  Bob  by  name.  He  has  been  a 
pretended  sailor,  with  a  lying  story  of  shipwreck  and 
disaster,  and  is  now,  like  Myles  Cuolahan,  a  pedlar  and 
hawker.  But,  unlike  his  friendly  rival,  he  is  an  ardent 
votary  of  Bacchus.  That  is  the  reason  why  his  young  wife 
has  only  a  single  red-herring  for  her  supper,  and  why  Bob 
himself  is  asleep  on  the  settle,  with  no  supper  at  all  but  a 
skinful  of  beer.  Bob,  you  see,  is  drunk.  You  might,  I  say 
again,  forget  the  occupants  of  the  room,  its  shape,  its  appear¬ 
ance,  its  situation.  What  you  never  could  forget,  if  you  had 
once  experienced  it,  was  the  smell. 

Myles  knew  it  of  old,  and  took  no  notice  of  it  as  he  walked 
to  the  further  end,  followed  by  Jack.  Here,  where  the  empty 
fireplace  formed  a  natural  centre,  sat  in  a  semicircle  half  a 
dozen  gentlemen  whose  well-dressed  appearance,  as  well  as  a 
certain  haughtiness  of  carriage,  proclaimed  their  superiority 
to  the  noisy  troop  at  the  other  end.  They  were  accommodated 
partly  with  settles  and  partly  with  wooden  chairs,  which 
bore  signs  of  having  seen  rough  usage.  In  the  largest  and 
most  comfortable  chair,  the  arms  of  which  were  yet  unbroken, 
sat  a  man  of  apparently  fifty  years  of  age.  His  legs  were 
crossed,  and  in  one  hand  he  nursed  a  pint  pot  containing 
what  Mr.  Coger  confidently  called  sherry  wine.  He  was 
drinking  it,  rather  ostentatiously,  like  beer.  A  cigar  graced 
his  lips,  which  were  thin,  shifty,  and  subject  to  nervous 
twitchings.  His  shaven  cheek  was  pale ;  his  features  were 
straight,  regular,  and  even  handsome  ;  the  crow’s-feet,  carved 
like  some  delicate  chasing,  lay  thickly  about  the  corners  of 
his  eyes  ;  and  these  were  quick,  keen,  and  cruel.  He  was  of 
middle  height  and  thin ;  dressed  in  a  suit  of  black,  with  a 
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white  neckcloth  that  might  have  served  the  most  uncom¬ 
promising  of  Baptist  ministers;  and  his  hands,  white  and 
shapely,  were  furnished  with  fingers  as  slender  and  tapering 
as  those  of  any  girl.  This  gentleman’s  name,  among  his 
intimates,  was  Cardiff  Jack,  and  he  was  so  called,  like  a 
mediaeval  warrior,  after  the  supposed  place  of  his  birth.  Among 
those  who  only  aspired  to  the  honour  of  a  partial  acquaint¬ 
ance  with  him,  it  was  Mr.  Cardiff  or  Captain  Cardiff.  And 
it  was  significant  of  the  greatness  of  his  merits  that  the  lower 
any  lady  or  gentleman  was  sunk  into  the  slough  of  habitual 
criminalism,  the  more  she  or  he  honoured  and  respected 
Captain  Cardiff.  Mr.  Cardiff?  Why,  the  man  lived  like  a 
nobleman,  eating  and  drinking  the  best.  What  the  flesh 
craved  for,  Mr.  Cardiff  could  give  the  flesh.  He  slept  in 
feather-beds  every  night ;  he  knew  no  casual  wards  ;  the  hard 
labour  of  the  treadmill  had  only  occasionally  been  his  lot 
during  a  run  of  at  least  twenty  years  ;  and  there  seemed  no 
end  or  limit  to  the  prosperity  which  attended  all  his  ventures. 
So  when  Antonio  borrowed  that  money  of  the  Jew,  his  keels 
floated  safely  in  the  harbours  or  sailed  merrily  before  the 
wind.  Fine  weather  may  change.  Ho  man  was  ever  safe 
from  the  strokes  of  fortune  until  they  invented  the  three-per- 
cents  ;  and  even  with  these  we  may  have  to  travel  by  railway, 
and  so  miserably  perish  ;  or  we  may  have  to  sleep  in  a  friend’s 
house,  and  catch  typhus  from  a  drain ;  or  we  may  have  supper 
at  a  ball,  and  die  the  next  day  from  the  quassia  which  was  in 
the  beer,  the  sour  gooseberry  in  the  glass  before  the  last  sara¬ 
band,  or  the  fusel  oil  in  the  stirrup-cup.  Mr.  Cardiff,  who 
spent  his  money  as  he  got  it,  had  not  yet  advanced  to  the 
three-per-cents,  and  so  was  exposed  to  every  breeze  of  Fortune 
the  mutable. 

Opposite  to  him  sat,  side  by  side  on  the  settle,  two  gentle¬ 
men,  one  of  advanced  years,  who  were  beaming  upon  each 
other  with  a  benignity  that  spoke  of  mutual  affection  and 
trust,  with  that  long  separation  from  each  other  that  is 
requisite — such  is  our  fallen  humanity — for  the  maintenance 
of  perfect  trust  among  friends.  One,  who  “  enjoyed  the  title,” 
as  the  Peerage  says,  of  General — General  Duckett,  indeed — 
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was  a  white-haired  man,  whose  long  flowing  locks,  coupled 
with  a  white  beard,  a  pair  of  red  eyes,  a  nose  very  much  like 
those  bottle-noses  which  any  one  over  thirty  can  just  re¬ 
member — they  have  entirely  disappeared  now — and  two  thick, 
protruding  lips,  gave  a  combination  of  expressions  very 
remarkable.  Looked  at  in  profile,  he  appeared  benevolent, 
soft-hearted,  gentle,  though  undoubtedly  plain.  Looked  at 
from  a  three-quarter  face  point  of  view,  the  nose,  being  fore¬ 
shortened,  lost,  somehow,  its  benevolence,  and  you  got  the 
effect  of  both  eyes.  Then  you  began  to  think  there  might  be 
another  side  of  the  character  to  this  good  old  man.  Seen 
full-face,  with  both  those  orbs  upon  you  in  all  their  Mars-like 
redness,  their  steady  fervour,  you  wondered  if  all  virtue  had 
left  the  world,  since  the  mere  turning  of  a  face  could  make 
you  feel  cold  and  doubtful  of  its  very  existence.  As  for  his 
companion,  he  was  dressed  in  the  garb  of  the  lusty  Turk.  A 
vast  turban  was  wrapped  round  his  head,  the  corners  of  which 
hung  down  in  graceful  plaits ;  his  face  covered  with  an 
immense  black  beard,  was  of  a  deep  chocolate  brown,  as  were 
also  his  hands.  A  Syrian  jacket,  of  embroidered  scarlet  cloth, 
was  over  a  loose  shirt  or  waistcoat  of  purple  cloth,  and  the 
dress  terminated  in  flowing  Oriental  trousers,  falling  in  folds 
about  his  heels.  He  wore  English  boots.  In  his  belt  was 
stuck  a  dagger-knife,  a  brass  inkkorn  such  as  Syrians  wear, 
and  out  of  his  pocket  protruded  the  end  of  a  voluminous  roll. 

Myles  looked  at  him  with  surprise.  He  knew  the  other 
two,  and  nodded  familiarly  as  he  entered ;  but  the  third  man 
he  did  not  know.  They  all  three  roared  with  laughing. 
Myles,  with  no  further  ceremony,  took  the  immense  beard 
in  his  hand,  and,  to  Jack’s  enormous  surprise,  removed  it 
bodily.  The  face  which  it  revealed  was,  like  the  part  ex¬ 
posed,  of  a  deep  brown ;  and  Myles  knew  it  now,  and  gave 
back  the  beard  to  the  owner  with  a  laugh  in  which  the 
moralist  would  have  missed  the  reproof  that  should  have 
fallen. 

“  It’s  only  Tom  Lock,”  he  said. 

“Yussuf  Ben  Ibn  Hassan  Effendi,  if  you  please,”  said  Mr. 
Lock,  putting  back  the  beard  very  carefully.  “Wallah  !  A 
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poor  Arabian  Jew,  persecuted  for  his  faith,  and  now  wandered 
to  the  shores  of  England,  where  alone  he  can  hope  to  receive 
help  from  the  charitable.” 

“  He  talks  English  too  well,”  said  Captain  Cardiff. 

“Yussuf  is  poor;  Yussuf  is  pious.  The  rabbis  have 
chased  Yussuf  from  the  synagogue.  From  earliest  childhood 
Yussuf  has  studied  English  with  the  good  missionaries.  He 
knows  it  better  than  Arabic.” 

“  A  good  deal  better,”  said  Mr.  Cardiff. 

“  Bismillah !  May  I  show  your  gracious  excellency  my 
copy  of  the  Hebrew  Scriptures  ?  Behold  it !  ” 

“  Tom  Lock,  you  are  going  it  too  strong,”  observed  Myles. 

“Not  at  all.  Eve  been  to  the  Levant;  I  knocked  about 
among  them  for  half  a  dozen  years.  I  know  all  their  little 
dodges,  and  I  twig  their  lingo — at  least,  enough  of  it.  The 
hind  wheel  of  a  carriage  will  pass  where  the  fore  wheel  has 
passed.  That’s  a  Turkish  proverb.  Wallah  !  ” 

“  Better  do  a  day’s  work,  Tom,”  said  Myles  the  Moral. 

“  Another  Turkish  proverb :  To  the  lazy  man  every  day  is 
a  holiday.  Wallah  !  ” 

“  And  what  are  you  doing  up  here,  General  ?  ” 

“  I’m  here  for  the  good  of  my  health,  Mr.  Cuolahan.  There 
was  a  little  unpleasantness  about  me  and  two  or  three  of  my 
dear,  dear  children ;  and  they  kept  me  a  year  and  more  in 
Maidstone  while  they  looked  into  it.  Was  so  pressing  that 
I  couldn’t  get  away.  Now  I  have  got  away,  they  have  kept 
the  kids,  poor  things,  and  I  want  one  or  two  more.  Them 
Beformatories  cuts  me  up  dreadful.” 

He  fixed  his  unholy  eyes  on  Jack,  who  looked  uneasily  at 
Myles. 

“  No,  no,  General !  ”  he  said  good-naturedly  ;  “  you  don’t 
get  that  boy.  Your  Kentish  Brigade  must  break  up  alto¬ 
gether  if  it  can’t  get  on  without  my  Jack.” 

“  Don’t  think,  Mr.  Cuolahan,”  said  the  Commander  of  the 
Brigade  with  pride — “  do  not  think  that  I  have  to  beg  my 
boys  of  any  one.  Parents  who  know  what’s  good  for  their 
children  bring  them  to  me,  sir,  I  would  have  you  to  know, 
to  be  taught  the  profession  and  made  rich  men  of.” 
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The  profession  was  the  art  of  robbery  in  all  its  branches, 
the  General  being  one  of  those  enthusiasts  who,  without 
actually  being  in  practice,  devote  their  talents  to  “  coaching  ” 
and  instructing  aspirants.  In  every  branch  of  learning,  in 
every  mystery,  there  are  such  men.  The  Civil  Service,  the 
Army,  the  Church,  have  every  avenue  crowded  with  those 
whom,  if  the  competitive  system  people  were  logical,  they 
would  invite  to  the  highest  places,  because  they  know  most. 
The  General  had  only  lately,  as  he  hinted  to  Myles,  quitted 
Maidstone  prison,  where  he  had  spent  a  twelvemonth  in 
durance  for  receiving  stolen  goods,  and  was  now  in  the  North 
for  the  benefit  of  his  health. 

“  I  found  Maidstone,”  he  said,  taking  a  sip  at  the  rum  and 
water,  “  pleasant  for  a  change  ;  but  I  got  tired  of  it.  At  my 
time  of  life  the  doctor,  you  see,  always  orders  a  ration  of  wine 
or  spirits  every  day,  so  that  I  didn’t  altogether  go  without 
my  whack,  and  there  was  no  hard  labour  for  me.  As  for  the 
tobacco — well,  after  all,  it  does  not  matter  much.  You  do 
get  lonely  sometimes  at  night,  and  away  from  the  dear  boys 
and  all ;  but,  Lord,  regular  hours  is  very  good  for  an  old  man. 
And  then  you  can  reflect,  as  the  chaplain  said.” 

“  The  fish  comes  to  his  senses  after  he  is  in  the  net. 
Turkish  proverb — Wallah  !  ”  said  Yussuf  Ibn  Hassan  Effendi, 

“The  Bible  to  read — well — well — there’s  good  stories  in 
the  Bible,  when  you  come  to  read  them  with  understanding. 
Did  you  ever  hear  the  story  of  Samson,  Cardiff  Jack  ?  ” 

“  Hang  Samson  ” - 

“No;  don’t  swear  at  Samson — don’t;  because  you  might 
be  sorry  for  it  afterwards.  And  it’s  a  good  story.  There 
was  the  makings  of  a  very  successful  man  about  Samson,  if 
only  he’d  had  the  advantages  of  my  education.  When  Samson 
lost  his  bet,  Cardiff — it  was  a  rum  bet,  thirty  sheets  and 
thirty  changes  of  garments — I  suppose  they  must  have  been 
in  the  slop  trade,  and  it  really  seems  a  good  deal :  wuth — ah  ! 
if  the  garments  wasn’t  only  a  little  gone,  they  might  be  wuth 
a  matter  of  five  pound,  take  them  in  the  lump.” 

“  Well,  General,  get  on — get  on.  Samson  lost  his  bets,  and 
then  he  stepped  it,  I  suppose.  You  don’t  call  that  a  dodge  ?  ” 
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“Now,  there’s  your  error,  Cardiff.  That’s  what  the 
common  practitioner  would  have  done.  Any  mean  thief 
could  step  it.  Do  you  hear,  boys  and  girls?”  He  raised 
his  voice,  and  addressed  himself  to  the  other  end  of  the  room. 
“  Anybody  could  step  it.  What  did  Samson  do  ?  ”  He 
looked  round  and  whispered.  “Well,  when  you  read  the 
story  you’ll  see  what  Samson  did  when  he  lost.  But  he  paid 
up  all  his  bets  like  a  gentleman,  and  nobody  never  suspected 
how  he  done  it,  so  artful  he  done  it.” 

After  delivering  himself  of  this  proof  of  the  advantages  of 
prison  discipline  and  Biblical  study,  the  General  fell  back 
in  his  settle. 

“Yes,  I’d  a  very  peaceful  and  quiet  twelvemonths  at 
Maidstone.  It  was  a  pleasure  to  gammon  the  chaplain — he 
was  that  soft — and  the  people  was  most  civil  and  attentive 
— nobody  more  so.  You  see,  they  all  knows  General  Duckett, 
the  head  of  the  Kentish  Brigade.  c  General,’  said  one  of 
the  warders,  ‘  it  does  a  man’s  ’art  good  to  see  you  back  here 
again  in  the  old  place.  Eighty  years  of  age,  and  half  of  ’em 
spent  in  quod,  and  quite  the  gentleman  still.  I  calls  you, 
General,  a  credit  to  the  country.’  It’s  very  flatterin’,  that 
kind  of  thing,  Myles,  and  friends  all ;  and  I  do  hope” — his 
voice -grew  a  little  tremulous — “that  when  you  are  as  old  as 
me,  you  will  have  the  same  respect  used,  and  find  the  same 
good  feeling,  in  whatever  jug  you  gets  to.  The  worst  of  it 
was  the  disorder  the  Brigade  fell  into.  Mostly  broken  up 
and  scattered — my  dear  boys.  Some  of  them  promising  lads, 
too.” 

He  turned  to  his  friend  the  Oriental  on  his  right,  and 
began  to  smile  upon  him. 

“  My  own  boy,”  he  murmured,  waving  his  hand  at  Yussuf 
Ibn  Hassan  ;  “  my  boy — I  made  him  what  he  is.” 

“  Who  is  the  kid,  Myles  ?  ”  asked  Mr.  Cardiff. 

Myles  explained  briefly  that  Jack  was  his  pal,  disdaining 
any  statement  of  the  circumstances  that  had  led  to  their 
connection. 

“He  seems  a  nice  boy,”  said  the  other,  looking  at  him 
much  as  General  Duckett  had  done. 
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“Yes,  Jack’s  a  good  boy.  What’s  more,”  continued 
Myles,  “  he’s  going  to  be  a  good  boy,  Jack  Cardiff.” 

“Ay,  ay!  so  I  suppose.  Well,  good  boys  are  scarce.  I 
never  was  a  good  boy,  for  my  own  part.” 

The  noise  of  plates  and  chattering  at  the  other  end  of  the 
room  had  by  this  time  subsided,  most  of  the  people  having 
taken  their  supper  and  gone  off  to  bed  or  to  somewhere  else. 
Only  the  unfortunate  Bob  was  left,  still  sleeping  off  the  effects 
of  the  beer,  and  with  him  the  girl,  sitting  at  his  side  with 
feminine  patience,  waiting  till  her  lord  should  waken.  So 
sat  Jael  the  Kenite,  till  the  thought  came  into  her  head  to  get 
that  hammer  and  the  nail  and  finish  off  her  guest  at  one  blow. 

“  I  never  was  a  good  boy,”  Mr.  Cardiff  repeated,  looking 
round  and  seeing  that  they  were  alone.  “  I  was  a  bad  boy 
from  the  beginning.” 

Myles  looked  at  him  in  amazement.  Was  Cardiff  Jack, 
after  all,  going  to  repent  his  ways  ? 

“  I  was  a  gentleman,  Myles,  though  you  wouldn’t  think  it 
now.” 

“  Why  not  ?  ”  asked  Myles  persuasively.  “  Shure  the  coat 
you  wear  ” - - 

“  The  coat,  man  !  ”  returned  the  other  impatiently.  “  I 
was  just  such  another  boy  to  look  at  as  that  little  devil  there. 
The  same  curly  hair — and — what  does  it  matter,  eh  ?  ” 

He  finished  his  pint  of  sherry  at  a  single  draught,  and 
laughed. 

“  I  once  read  in  a  book  that  there  is  sure  to  be  a  scapegrace 
in  every  family.  As,  you  see,  I  was  very  fond  of  all  my 
brothers  and  sisters,  and  most  careful  of  the  family  honour,  I 
was  anxious  to  avert  this  calamity  from  the  rest  of  them  by 
any  means  possible.  After  a  good  deal  of  thought,  I  hit  upon 
the  only  plan  which  seemed  to  me  quite  sure  of  success.  I 
resolved  upon  becoming  the  family  scapegrace  myself.  I  was 
expelled  from  school.  I  went  to  an  army  coach,  and  was 
expelled  by  him,  though  lie  needn’t  have  been  so  nasty  parti¬ 
cular  ;  and  then  T  got  my  commission.  By  Gad !  Myles,  I’ve 
had  the  Queen’s  commission,  and  worn  the  scarlet.  Some¬ 
how  I  didn’t  get  time  to  sow  the  wild  oats  before  I  was 
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exp -  I  mean  I  had  to  resign  my  commission.  And  then 

my  family  would  do  no  more  for  me.  Fancy,  Myles,  after  all 
my  sacrifices  for  their  sake ;  after  becoming  the  bad  hat  of 
the  whole  lot,  setting  the  awful  example  for  them  to  avoid, 
my  brothers  and  sisters  declined  to  do  anything  for  me !  My 
father  cut  me  out  of  his  will,  and  so  I  became — what  you 
know  me — Jack  Cardiff,  the  begging-letter  writer.” 

“  More’s  the  pity,”  said  Myles,  “  when  you  might  have  got 
your  license  and  hawked  a  respectable  swag  about  a  good 
beat.” 

“  Trade,”  said  the  other — “  trade,  Myles ;  all  very  well  for 
you  who  know  no  better,  but  I  could  not  degrade  myself  and 
my  belongings  by  taking  up  trade.” 

“  It  is  degrading,”  remarked  Myles,  “  to  get  an  honest 
living,  isn’t  it  ?  ” 

The  Arabian  Jew  opened  his  mouth  to  speak. 

“  Now,  don’t  you  say  ‘Wallah,’  Tom  Lock,”  said  Mr. 
Cardiff,  “  or  I’ll  chuck  the  tumbler  at  your  head.  Shut  up  !  ” 

“  There  is  a  Turkish  proverb,”  returned  Yussuf  Ibn  Hassan, 
“which  says,  To  hold  your  tongue  is  peace.  Wallah  !  ” 

“  It  is  all  he  knows”  said  Mr.  Cardiff ;  “  half  a  dozen  Turkish 
proverbs  and  a  turban.  Lord !  Lord  !  what  fools  some  people 
be!” 

“  I’m  working  my  way  to  Bath,  where  there’s  a  dear  old 
maiden  lady,  a  vessel  very  precious  to  all  good  Christian 
people,  who  takes  an  interest  in  Arabian  Jews,  especially  if 
they’re  converts.  I’m  going  to  stay  with  her.  Let’s  see,  Mr. 
Cardiff,  whether  your  twenty  tricks  are  going  to  be  better 
than  my  one.” 

Here  little  Jack,  who  had  been  nodding  for  some  time, 
fairly  fell  off  the  settle,  and  came  with  a  bump  on  the 
ground. 

“  Come,  Jack,”  cried  Myles,  “  we’ll  go  to  bed,”  and  carried 
him  off. 

“  ’Tis  the  first  day  he  came  with  me,”  he  said,  looking  at 
the  innocent  boy  gone  fast  asleep  the  moment  he  lay  down  in 
bed.  “  The  first  day,  and  I  bring  him  here,  of  all  places  in 
the  world !  Why,  Lord  forgive  us !  if  I  let  him  stay  here 
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for  a  week,  General  Duckett  would  have  him  in  his  Kentish 
Brigade,  stealing  pewter  pots  from  the  public-houses,  and 
towels  from  the  hedges.  And  Tom  Lock  would  dress  him  up 
like  an  Arabian  Jew,  and  take  him  off  to  Bath  to  lie  and 
steal  from  the  old  fool  there.  And  Cardiff  Jack  would  make 
him  his  bonnet  to  help  him  to  lie  and  steal.  Myles,  ye  must 
be  a  hardened  sinner  yerself,  you  and  your  temperance  pledge 
and  all,  to  bring  the  child  to  a  house  like  this.  Never  again, 
Jack,  never  again,  We’ll  sleep  in  the  barns  and  under  the 
hedges  if  we  can’t  get  into  decent  publics ;  never  again.” 

And  then  Myles,  taking  the  precaution  to  put  the  chair 
against  the  lock  of  the  door  and  to  tie  his  purse  round  his 
waist,  got  into  bed  himself  and  fell  asleep. 

Nest  morning  he  awoke  at  seven.  Jack,  his  face  upon  his 
arm,  was  still  sleeping  soundly.  Myles  dressed  noiselessly, 
and  taking  his  pack,  descended  the  stairs.  He  left  word  at 
the  bar  that  the  boy  was  to  be  undisturbed  till  he  returned, 
drank  his  coffee,  and  went  out. 

Between  nine  and  ten  Jack  too  awoke,  wondering  where 
he  was.  Finding  Myles  gone,  he  dressed  quickly  and  went 
downstairs.  In  the  bar  was  Mr.  Cardiff,  perusing  a  paper  he 
had  just  finished  writing.  General  Duckett  was  there,  too, 
taking  his  “  morning.”  He  held  the  doctrine  that  it  mattered 
little  how  much  you  drank,  provided  you  took  it  on  a  full 
stomach,  and  at  regular  stated  hours.  Acting  on  this  theory, 
he  breakfasted  regularly  at  eight,  and  “  took  ”  something  once 
every  hour,  and  in  the  evening  twice,  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 
At  a  certain  hour  his  pulse  began  to  quicken.  Later  on,  his 
energies  and  imagination  were  in  full  play.  Quite  late,  and 
just  before  he  went  to  bed,  his  legs  began  to  tie  themselves 
in  knots,  and  his  speech  grew  thick.  We  left  him  last  night 
just  before  this  stage  was  reached.  The  Arabian  Israelite 
was  already  gone,  not  by  the  road,  but  by  public  conveyance 
— a  third-class  railway  carriage — to  a  certain  village  he  knew 
of,  on  the  way  to  Bath,  where  there  was  a  learned  clergyman 
who  took  great  interest  in  the  conversion  of  Jews. 

The  rest  of  the  company  had  all  dispersed. 
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“  Hallo  !  here’s  Myles’s  boy,”  cried  Cardiff  Jack.  “  Hanged 
if  he  hasn’t  turned  up  on  purpose.  Where’s  Myles,  my  chap  ?” 

“Mr.  Cuolahan’s  gone  into  the  town,”  said  the  barman, 
“  with  his  swag.  And  the  boy’s  to  have  a  cup  o’  coffee,  and  as 
much  bread-and-butter  as  he  can  eat,  and  an  egg.  And  he’s 
to  wait  here  till  Myles  comes  home.” 

“  What  was  I  a-saying  of?  ”  drivelled  the  General,  now  in 
the  first  or  awakening  stage  of  his  daily  faculties.  “  What 
was  I  agoing  to  say  ?  ” 

Mr.  Cardiff  was  regarding  little  Jack  with  a  reflective  air. 

“  I  know  what  I  was  agoing  to  say.  Cardiff  Jack,  when  I 
was  in  Portland  ” - - 

“  Oh  !  d — n  Portland  !  ” 

“  When  I  was  in  Portland — I  didn’t  like  it  at  all.  Maid¬ 
stone  is  quite  a  pleasant  jug,  and  they  sing  beautiful  hymns 
in  the  chapel  of  a  Sunday ;  but  when  I  was  in  Portland, 
working  in  the  hospital,  I  made  the  acquaintance  of  a  very 
pleasant  gentleman — a  very  pleasant  gentleman  indeed  he 
was.  I  dare  say  you’ve  heard  tell  of  him,  Cardiff ;  he’s  Mr. 
Inspector  Mahaffy,  the  detective.” 

Cardiff  caught  little  J ack  by  the  arm  and  hurried  him  out 
of  the  place,  leaving  a  parting  execration  for  the  General. 

“  Now ,  that’s  unkind  of  Cardiff  Jack,”  murmured  the  good 
old  man,  “  because  I  could  have  told  him,  if  he’d  only  waited 
two  minutes  for  me  to  collect  my  thoughts,  that  Mr.  Inspector 
Mahaffy  is  in  this  very  identical  town.  I  saw  him  yesterday. 
And  he’s  up  to  no  good,  though  he  is  a  affable  sort.” 

“  Did  he  say  owt  to  ye  ?  ”  asked  the  potboy. 

“  We  exchanged  the  compliments  of  the  season,”  replied 
the  General  grandly  ;  “  but  I  don’t  want  Mr.  Mahaffy  asking 
questions,  and  so  I’m  off  by  the  first  train  that  goes.  And  if 
I  was  Cardiff  Jack  I’d  be  off  too.  Ah !  if  I  could  only  get 
that  purty  boy,  that  purty,  curly,  mealy-faced,  up-and-down 
little  fat-legged  cherubim  of  a  boy,  with  a  face  like  a  angel 
for  sweetness,  there  would  be  no  brighter  ornament  for  poor 
old  General  Duckett  on  all  the  road — no,  nor  a  smarter  lad 
in  the  Kentish  Brigade.  But  it  can’t  be — it  can’t  be — and 
I  must  do  without  him.” 
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He  sighed,  and  took  another  glass  of  the  reviver. 

Outside,  the  wary  Cardiff  drew  the  boy  gently  round  the 
corner,  where  there  was  a  sort  of  blind  alley  and  a  stable. 
He  sat  down  on  the  shafts  of  a  cart,  and  put  the  child  in 
front  of  him. 

“  Let  me  look  at  you,  boy — straight  in  the  face — so.  Let 
me  look  at  your  hands.  Good — white  and  soft.  Do  you  see 
this  letter  ?  Good  again.  Now,  you’ve  just  got  to  do  exactly 
what  I  tell  you,  no  more  and  no  less.  There  was  a  boy  once 
did  more  than  I  told  him.  I  cut  him  to  pieces.  D’ye  hear  ? 
— I  cut  him  to  pieces.” 

The  man’s  eyes,  as  he  hissed  out  his  words  in  a  fierce 
whisper,  were  as  fierce  as  any  wild  cat’s.  Jack  looked  up 
and  down  for  Myles,  but  he  was  away  up-town  with  his  pack, 
buying  and  selling. 

“  Take  that  letter  and  read  it.  You  can  read?  ” 

Jack  read — 

“  Sir, — I  am  the  correspondent  who  has  requested  you  to 
receive  intelligence  of  a  startling  character.  I  must  first  say 
that  you  are  invited  to  make  any  scrutiny  possible  into 
my  character.  I  am  a  gentleman,  formerly  one  of  the  most 
intimate  friends  and  acquaintances  of  your  late  lamented 

brother,  Captain  Charles - of  the  —  Regiment.  I  was  with 

him  when,  in  the  year  18 — ,  he  made  that  tour  in  the  United 
States  and  Canada  from  which  he  never  returned.  I  joined 
him  in  Toronto,  left  him  on  his  marriage  in  Baltimore,  and 
was  with  him  again  at  the  birth  of  his  son.  I  am  aware  that 
the  family  supposed  him  to  have  perished  unmarried  at  the 
foundering  of  the  Royal  Prince.  He  did  die,  but  he  left  a 
son,  now  a  boy,  brought  up  as  a  gentleman,  but  in  ignorance 
of  his  paternity,  and  quite  destitute  of  any  means.  He  is 
now  the  same  age  and  has  much  the  same  appearance  as  the 
youthful  bearer  of  this  letter.  I  am  the  only  person  who 
possesses  proofs  of  the  existence  of  this  son,  and  of  the 
marriage  of  your  brother.  The  boy  is  therefore  the  rightful 
owner  of  the  lands  you  now  hold.  I  am,  sir,  a  gentleman, 
once  in  the  army.  Ill-health  obliged  me  to  sell  out. 
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Although  it  is  my  duty  to  give  you  this  information,  I  can 
feel  for  those  who,  in  the  peaceful  enjoyment  of  an  ample 
estate,  have  suddenly  to  contemplate  the  entire  annihilation 
of  their  income.  Yours  was  inherited  by  you  in  the  belief 
that  your  brother  died  childless.  But  stern  necessity  obliges 
me,  not  only  in  my  own  interests,  but  also  in  those  of  my 
unfortunate  ward,  to  ask  some  small  assistance  from  your 
ample  means.  Secure  to  me,  by  any  arrangement  you  may 
wish  to  make,  the  future  subsistence  of  the  boy,  and  you  will 
be  unmolested.  Deny  this,  and  I  proceed  to  the  nearest 
lawyer’s,  to  place  my  papers  in  his  hands.  After  which,  of 
course,  the  law  will  decide  the  matter.  You  will  understand, 
sir,  that  you  have  to  do  with  a  gentleman  who,  out  of  regard 
to  the  memory  of  his  dead  and  gallant  friend,  wishes  to 
smooth  matters  over. 

I  remain,  dear  Sir,  yours  faithfully, 

“  Claude  Hamilton  Prendergast, 

“  Captain. 

“  P.S. — I  can  give  you  one  hour  for  consideration.  The 
bearer  will  bring  back  with  him,  solely  as  a  guarantee  of  good 
faith,  the  small  advance  of  five  pounds.” 

Jack  read  it — it  was  written  in  a  most  beautiful  and  clerkly 
hand — spelling  out  the  hard  words  with  great  care,  and 
understanding  nothing  at  all  about  it. 

“  Now,  boy,  Myles  Cuolahan  left  a  message  for  you.  He 
said,  ‘  Tell  Jack  he’s  to  do  all  that  Captain  Prendergast — do 
you  catch  the  name  ? — Prendergast — tells  you  to  do,  and  then 
to  wait  till  I  come  back.  Perhaps  the  good  captain  will  take 
you  away  for  a  spell  with  him.’  Do  you  understand  ?  ” 

Jack  shook  his  head.  Not  one  bit  did  he  understand. 

“Now,  then,  take  the  letter  in  your  hand.  Here,  take  off 
that  red  rag  round  your  neck,  and  try  to  look  a  little  more 
like  a  gentleman’s  son.  So  !  Follow  me.  When  you  see 
me  stop  before  a  door  and  look  round,  you  come  up  and  knock 
at  the  door.  Then  you  leave  the  letter  and  wait.  If  they  ask 
you  who  sent  the  letter,  you  say  Captain  Prendergast.  If  they 
ask  you  where  he  is,  you  say  you  are  not  to  tell.  And  when 
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you  have  got  an  answer,  get  quick  outside  the  door,  and  dodge 
round  the  corner.  Then  you  hurry  back  to  me  ;  and  if  you 
lose  the  money,  I’ll  skin  you  alive.  If  they  come  out  after 
you,  keep  dodging  about,  but  don’t  come  back  here.” 

Jack  took  the  letter,  and  followed  his  adviser  for  a  street 
or  two.  Suddenly  Mr.  Cardiff  turned  back. 

“  Who  sent  the  letter,  boy  ?  ” 

“  Captain  Prendergast.” 

“  Good !  Where  does  he  live  ?  ” 

“  I’m  not  to  tell.” 

“  Good !  ” 

Then  they  went  up  street  after  street  till  they  came  to  a 
great  old-fashioned  house  standing  well  back  from  the  road, 
with  gardens  stretching  back  behind  it,  a  place  that  looked 
what  it  was — the  town  residence  of  a  county  family  before 
any  family  went  up  to  London.  Mr.  Cardiff  nodded  his  head, 
crossed  over,  and  passed  on.  Jack  entered  boldly,  rang  the 
bell,  and  waited.  A  footman  in  livery  opened  the  door,  and 
took  his  letter,  leaving  him  waiting  in  the  hall.  Presently 
there  was  a  buzz  of  voices  as  another  door  opened  and  shut, 
and  the  footman  came  back  and  beckoned  Jack  to  follow  him. 

A  breakfast-room  :  a  lady  making  tea,  and  two  gentlemen, 
one  of  whom  was  a  precise,  middle-aged  man  dressed  in 
black,  who  looked  like  what  he  really  was — a  lawyer.  At 
the  table  stood  a  third  man,  a  great,  heavy-looking  man,  who 
held  his  hat  in  his  hand,  and  was  reading,  Jack  thought  very 
oddly,  Captain  Prendergast’s  letter. 

“  What  a  pretty  boy !  ”  cried  the  lady.  “  Is  it  possible  ” - 

“  My  dear  lady,”  said  the  lawyer,  “  pray — pray  allow  me. 
Boy,”  he  began,  in  an  awful  voice,  “  what  is  your  name  ?  ” 

“  Jack  Armstrong,  sir.” 

“  And  you  live  ?  ” 

“  I  walk  about  with  Myles  Cuolahan,  who  carries  a  pack.” 

“You  were  not  with  him  three  months  ago,”  said  the  big  man. 

“  No ;  I  was  at  Mr.  Bastable’s  at  Sheffield.” 

“  A  pretty  story,  indeed,”  said  the  lawyer.  “  Now,  Mr. 
Inspector  Mahaffy” - 

“  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,”  said  the  policeman,  “  but  I  think 
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there’s  a  deeper  plant.  Myles  Cuolahan  is  a  very  honest 
fellow,  and  the  boy  is  new  to  it.  Who  did  you  leave  in  the 
street,  my  boy  ?  ” 

“  Cardiff  Jack.” 

You  see,  the  question  expected  by  the  letter-writer  was 
not  asked,  and  the  boy  naturally  told  the  exact  truth. 

Mr.  Mahaffy  started.  Here  was  candour. 

“Cardiff  Jack  told  me  that  Captain  Prendergast  sent  the 
letter.  I  am  not  to  tell  where  Captain  Prendergast  lives.” 
Jack  volunteered  this  information  with  the  calmness  of  inno¬ 
cence. 

“  Ah  !  And  where  might  Cardiff  Jack  be  ?  ” 

“  He  is  staying  at  the  Grapes  Inn,  where  we  two  slept 
last  night — Myles  and  me.” 

“  And  where  is  Myles  Cuolahan  ?  ”  asked  Mahaffy.  “  Does 
he  know  that  you  have  got  the  letter  ?  ” 

“  He  is  gone  up-town  to  sell  his  things.  Please,  I  must  get 
back,  if  you’ll  give  me  the  answer.  Cardiff  Jack  said  that 
Myles  said  that  I  was  to  take  Captain  Prendergast’s  letter.” 

“The  boy,  ma’am,”  said  Mr.  Mahaffy,  “is  as  innocent  as 
your  ladyship.  And  Cardiff  Jack  is  the  biggest  rogue  in  the 
three  kingdoms.  Twenty  years’  run  he’s  had  of  it,  barring  a 
little  spell  in  Millbank.  But  we’ve  got  him  now.  After  all, 
it’s  only  a  six  months’  business.  Lucky  for  us  that  the  boy 
is  innocent,  and  let  everything  out.  And  now,  sir,  I  hope 
you  won’t  be  under  no  more  alarm  about  these  letters.  Lord 
bless  you !  Cardiff  Jack  knows  all  the  family  histories  of  half 
a  dozen  counties,  and  could  pitch  a  letter  into  any  one  of  ’em 
as  would  astonish  them  like  a  Prooshan  bombshell !  Lord  ! 
Lord !  to  think  how  people  will  be  frightened  by  a  clumsy 
jemmy  like  that.  A  good  trick,  too,  to  send  the  very  identical 
heir  to  the  property  for  you  to  look  at.  Kind  of  invitation 
for  you  to  make  cold  meat  on  him  at  once.  Beg  your  lady¬ 
ship’s  pardon.  When  I  get  on  the  subject  of  the  Captain, 
my  tongue  regular  runs  away  with  me.  Please  keep  the 
boy  for  a  bit,  while  I  slip  out  at  the  back  and  effects  the 
capture.  It  won’t  take  above  half  an  hour.  He  might  have 
a  bit  o’  breakfast.  Don’t  your  ladyship  have  no  more  fear. 

( 
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And  as  for  that  boy — I  know  boys — and  he’s  as  innocent  as 
any  sucking  dove.” 

At  twelve  o’clock  Myles  returned  from  his  business  with  a 
lighter  pack  and  a  heavier  pocket.  He  noticed  some  agita¬ 
tion  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Grapes,  but  thought  nothing 
of  it  till  he  entered  the  bar  of  the  hostelry,  and  was  confronted 
by  the  landlord. 

“Well,  Mr.  Cuolahan,  this  is  a  good  day’s  work  this  is.” 

“  What  is  it  at  all  ?  ”  asked  Myles. 

“  Here’s  Mr.  Cardiff,  the  biggest  gentleman  on  the  road, 
marched  off  to  gaol ;  here’s  my  house  insulted ;  here’s  your 
little  devil  of  a  cub  gone  and  peached  on  the  Captain ;  and 

I’ll  thank  you  to  take  your  d - d  teetotal,  temperance 

preachin’,  sneakin’  boy  and  yourself  off  as  quick  as  you  like.” 

“  Where’s  Jack  ?  ” 

“  If  you  mean  Mr.  Cardiff,  he’s  in  quod ;  and  if  you  mean 
your  little  devil,  he’s  locked  upstairs.” 

Myles  calmly  mounted  the  stairs,  unlocked  the  door,  and 
brought  out  his  prisoner.  Then  he  went  down  again,  and 
invited  the  landlord  to  step  outside  and  take  a  few  rounds  in 
adjustment  of  the  quarrel.  This  being  refused,  on  the  ground 
of  conscientious  scruples  against  the  ordeal  by  battle,  Myles 
permitted  himself  to  fall  into  undignified  wrath,  and  politely 
offered  to  fight  any  man  among  the  lot,  whose  personal  gal¬ 
lantry  he  impugned,  and  finally  marched  off  flourishing  his 
stick,  and  cracking  scornful  fingers  in  the  eyes  of  the  by¬ 
standers. 

In  front  of  the  police  station  was  Mr.  Mahaffy,  who  shook 
his  head  sorrowfully. 

“  Myles  Cuolahan,  I  didn’t  think  you’d  have  done  it.” 

“  I  didn’t  do  it,”  said  Myles. 

“You  did,  Myles.'  It  was  all  your  fault.  What  be  you 
taking  a  boy  like  that  to  the  Grapes  for  ?  And  what  do  you 
expect  will  be  the  end  of  him,  and  of  you  too,  if  he  goes  on 
associating  with  that  lot  ?  Why,  General  Duckett  was  there 
last  night,  and  Shallow  Bob,  and  Tom  Lock,  as  well  as  Car¬ 
diff  Jack.  For  shame,  Myles  !  for  shame  !  ” 

Myles  hung  his  head,  and  went  on  his  way,  speaking 
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nothing  for  a  mile  or  two.  Then  he  pulled  himself  together, 
chanted  a  stave  or  two,  and  then  he  clapped  the  boy  on  the 
shoulder. 

“Never  again,  Jack,  my  boy — never  again.” 

But  the  mischief  was  done,  and  Captain  Cardiff,  in  dungeon 
vile,  was  vowing  vengeance  against  the  boy. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

OUT  of  the  town  and  on  the  tramp.  Jack  Armstrong  looks 
back  to  that  nine  months,  now  twenty  years  behind 
him,  with  that  feeling  which  makes  us  dwell  upon  certain 
portions  of  our  lives  till  they  lengthen  out,  and  assume 
dimensions  in  the  memory  out  of  all  proportion  with  their 
length.  As  some  men  love  to  recall  every  incident  of  their 
undergraduate  career,  the  day  they  were  proctorised,  the  day 
they  were  upset  driving  tandem,  the  day  they  did  not  get 
their  First,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  important  nothings — so 
Jack  and  Myles  talk  still  over  their  six  months’  companion¬ 
ship,  when  they  tramped  up  and  down,  and  tired  not  of  each 
other,  through  the  leafy  lanes  of  England.  They  have  for¬ 
gotten  the  days  when  it  rained,  the  days  when  it  was  too  hot 
or  too  cold,  the  long  road  which  seemed  to  the  boy  as  if  it 
would  never  have  an  end ;  the  discomfort  of  the  nights  when 
— for  Myles  kept  his  word,  and  never  again  took  the  lad  to  a 
tramps’  house — they  slept  in  barns  on  straw,  or  on  a  wooden 
bench  in  some  cottage  that  could  give  them  no  other  accom¬ 
modation.  It  was  a  pleasant,  careless  time  for  man  and  boy. 
Their  way  lay  chiefly  off  the  highroads,  often  across  fields, 
or  along  lanes,  which  in  summer  were  bright  with  foxglove 
and  meadowsweet,  or  in  autumn  were  rich  with  filberts  and 
blackberries.  If  the  weather  was  fine,  they  sat  under  the 
hedge  for  their  dinner.  They  lived  well,  because  Myles 
drove  a  good  trade.  They  drank  coffee,  when  they  could  get 
it;  milk,  when  that  could  be  bought;  water,  when  both 
failed.  Myles  knew  all  the  cottagers  and  their  wives.  He 
was  always  in  good  temper.  He  sang,  talked,  and  told  stories 
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to  beguile  the  way ;  and  he  even  tried  to  improve  his  own 
and  the  boy’s  mind  by  reading  aloud  from  the  geography 
book.  Thus,  after  dinner,  instead  of  a  siesta,  they  would  read 
how  the  kingdom  of  Siam  was  bordered  on  the  north,  and 
what  were  its  principal  towns.  Then  there  were  the  tramps 
to  meet.  Myles  knew  them  nearly  all,  from  the  gipsy  to  the 
barrel-organ  man,  and  could  talk  their  tongues,  from  Rom- 
many  to  thieves’  slang.  Once  it  was  an  Italian,  labouring 
heavily  along  with  his  grinding  instrument.  Him  Myles 
accosted  with  a  shout. 

“  Sit  down,  man,  and  have  a  bite  with  us.  I  remember 
you.  I  seen  you  at  Pietro  Corti’s — you  savey,  Corti.  That’s 
where  it  was.  Sticking  his  knife,  he  was,  Jack,  into  another 
grinder,  when  I  seen  him  last.” 

Jack  looked  with  curiosity  on  a  fellow-creature  who  had 
gone  near  to  murder  some  one.  There  was  a  cool  delibera¬ 
tion,  too,  about  the  way  in  which  Myles  conveyed  the  in¬ 
formation. 

The  man  sat  down  and  broke  bread.  Presently  he  rose, 
laughed  his  thanks,  and  went  on  his  way. 

“  Union  Court,  Saffron  Hill — that’s  where  Pietro  Corti 
lives.  The  organ-men  meet  there  every  night,  and  fight  over 
their  wine.  They  didn’t  drink  beer — not  they.  Day-time, 
the  house  is  full  of  tin-plate  makers.  They  drink  rum.” 

Jack  got  a  little  confused  between  rum-drinking  tin-plate 
makers  and  Italians  who  slowly  stick  knives  into  each  other. 

When  the  geography  book  was  finished,  Myles  bought  a 
work  on  English  history,  promising  Jack  grand  tales  when 
they  should  get  to  the  deeds  of  the  Saxons  in  Ireland. 

It  was  a  great  disappointment.  There  were  none.  Not  a 
line  about  Cromwell  at  Drogheda — nothing  on  the  spoliation 
of  the  land — more  extraordinary  still,  not  a  word  about 
Myles’s  own  ancestors,  the  kings  of  Connaught. 

“  And  me,  Jack,”  he  said,  “  a  king  meself,  if  everybody  had 
his  rights,  barring  the  0‘Gormans  that  lives  by  Lough  Derg, 
on  their  own  land,  though  Lord  Enniskillen  calls  it  his,  and 
the  MacSwires  of  Pettigo,  where  my  own  eldest  brother  was 
bound  to  a  shoemaker.” 
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“  The  son  of  a  king  is  a  prince,”  observed  Jack.  “  Are  you 
a  prince,  Myles  ?  ” 

“  Bedad,  Jack,  there’s  many  a  prince  isn’t  a  better  man 
than  me.  And  I’d  fight  any  prince  that’s  going,  left-handed, 
I  would,  and  be  honoured  entirely  if  he  beat  me.” 

Jack’s  notions  of  royalty  became  confused,  and  a  prince 
was  henceforth  irrevocably  associated  in  his  mind  with  a  flat 
bos  full  of  “  swag  ”  and  the  temperance  pledge.  It  must  be 
confessed  that,  years  afterwards,  when  he  first  saw  the  Prince 
of  Wales,  it  was  a  shock  to  observe  that,  so  far  from  carrying 
a  pedlar’s  pack,  his  Eoyal  Highness  was  attired  as  an  ordinary 
English  gentleman. 

“  They’ve  got,”  whispered  Myles,  looking  round  to  see  that 
no  one  was  within  a  mile  or  two — “they’ve  got  the  very 
sword  that  we  used  to  fight  with  before  I  was  born.  It  lies 
under  the  thatch  to  the  left  of  the  mud  chimney  as  ye  go 
into  my  grandfather’s  cottage.  I  saw  it  once,  when  I  was 
your  age,  Jack.  It  was  on  our  way  to  Belfast  that  my  father 
took  us.  All  the  neighbours  came  in,  and  there  was  many  a 
cead  mille  failthe,  I  can  tell  you,  when  they  saw  us.  He  sat, 
the  ould  man,  on  a  cushion,  and  the  rest  of  us  on  stone 
benches,  I  remember.  There  was  bacon  and  the  strings  of 
onions  hanging  over  his  head,  and  the  supper  cooking  in  a 
pot.  Such  a  supper,  Jack ! — potatoes  and  bacon,  meschauns 
and  butter,  oat  bread  and  noggins  of  milk.  And  after  that 
the  whisky  punch,  while  he  pulled  down  the  sword  from  the 
thatch,  and  we  sang  the  Irish  songs  and  told  stories  of  our 
own  great  days  before  any  of  us  was  born  nor  heard  of.” 

Jack  began  to  wonder  what  would  happen  if  the  English 
succeeded  in  finding  the  sword.  Myles  went  on,  his  blood 
roused  by  the  memories  of  his  childhood,  pouring  out  stories 
of  the  Irish  peasantry,  to  which  he  belonged  by  birth,  their 
superstitions,  their  pride,  and  their  prejudices.  But  none 
of  this  was  intelligible  to  little  Jack,  who  retained  only  a 
confused  dream  of  English  cruelty  and  Irish  virtue,  with  a 
glow  of  shame  that  he  should  belong  by  birth  to  the  race 
of  the  oppressors. 

Strange  and  various  were  the  acquaintances  who  saluted 
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Myles  upon  the  road.  The  commonest  was  the  slouching 
tramp.  He,  as  one  beneath  the  pedlar’s  social  grade,  only 
touched  his  hat  as  he  passed,  with  a  “  Fine  day,  Mister 
Cuolahan.”  For  him,  too,  Myles  had  a  word  of  friendly 
recognition,  and  a  conversation  would  ensue  in  the  argot  of 
the  road,  which  some  mistake  for  Gipsy.  The  honest  pedlar 
knew  this  as  well  as  the  nobler  tongue ;  but  it  was  Greek 
to  the  boy*  The  tramp  was  always  down  on  his  luck,  and 
was  for  ever  complaining.  “  I  went,”  he  would  say  mourn¬ 
fully,  feeling  an  empty  pocket,  “  I  went  to  the  back  jigger 
myself,  and  did  the  patter,  because  the  ken  was  dead  to 
Cockney  Fred,  my  pal  •  as  for  the  mot,  it’s  shin ;  the  slavey’s 
been  always  good  for  a  kant,  and  the  cove  for  a  bob ;  but, 
Lord  love  you,  the  cove  wasn’t  at  home,  and  the  slavey’d 
been  changed,  and  the  ken  was  coopered — and  not  a  thing 
hanging  about  anywheres  within  reach.” 

By  some  instinct  the  boy  knew  well  enough  that  he  was 
listening  to  one  who  was  liar,  thief,  and  common  malingering 
skulk  by  profession,  though  Myles  was  too  kind  to  mention 
the  little  circumstance. 

The  road  people  of  those  days  got  their  living  in  various 
ways.  All  of  them  knew  a  trade,  though  they  were  loth  to 
exercise  it  when  begging  would  fill  their  stomachs  with  far 
less  trouble.  They  could  make  ladders,  flower-stands,  nets, 
and  all  sorts  of  tin  smithery.  But,  by  their  sharp  and  shifty 
eyes,  by  their  involuntary  and  frequent  pauses  in  their  work, 
and  by  a  peculiar  slouch  in  their  walk,  which  spoke  of  a 
hole-and-corner  life,  and  a  disinclination  to  be  recognised, 
you  might  recognise  the  tramp.  A  few  there  were,  but  these 
chiefly  confined  to  the  great  towns  and  the  highroads,  who 
pretended  to  no  trade  at  all.  One  old  man,  for  instance, 
was  once  pointed  out  to  Jack  by  Myles  as  a  person  of  the 
highest  distinction;  “for,”  said  he,  “he  invented  the  routers.” 
Seeing  the  boy  unmoved  by  the  information,  he  went  on  to 
explain  how,  before  the  Poor  Law  Act,  the  Irish  who  became 
chargeable  on  the  parish  used  to  be  sent  on  to  Ireland  by 
way  of  Bristol,  receiving  three-halfpence  a  mile  and  free 
lodgings.  The  venerable  patriarch  before  them  was  the 
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inventor  of  a  system  of  perpetual  motion,  by  which  the  Irish 
paupers  returned  to  England  by  the  next  boat  after  landing 
in  Dublin,  begged  their  way  back  to  London,  and  so  got 
sent  on  again,  and  so  on,  de  capo,  the  whole  forming  a  life 
of  novelty,  freshness,  and  continual  change,  coupled  with 
freedom  from  anxiety,  and  endless  opportunities  for  improv¬ 
ing  the  mind.  The  passing  of  the  New  Act  put  an  end  to 
this  system,  and  condemned  these  poor  people  to  settle  down. 
So,  in  the  Middle  Ages,  it  was  an  endless  delight  to  go  on 
pilgrimage.  You  left  your  wife  and  family,  your  debts  and 
your  duns,  your  duties  and  your  dangers;  you  wandered 
pleasantly  from  convent  to  convent,  always  meeting  with 
clean  straw  for  a  bed,  a  hot  supper,  and  a  breakfast.  And 
when  you  returned  home,  after  pious  years  of  prayer,  you 
found  the  squalling  babies  grown  up — having  been  fed  by 
the  monks — and  able  to  work  for  you,  your  debts  forgotten, 
your  duns  dead.  Then  the  Christian  Hajj,  in  the  odour  of 
sanctity,  passed  the  rest  of  his  days  in  idleness  and  glory. 
The  good  time  was  stopped  by  bulls  and  rescripts  from  Pope 
and  bishops,  and  the  pious  peasant  was  fain  to  stay  at  home, 
work  off  his  liabilities  in  the  sweat  of  his  brow,  and  put 
bread  into  the  mouths  of  the  children. 

Besides  the  tramps,  the  roads  were  occupied,  so  to  speak, 
by  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  live  by  trading  on  the 
credulity  of  the  populace.  Such  were  the  “  crocuses,”  who 
lived  by  the  sale  of  pills  and  drugs — a  pestilent  tribe.  Their 
head  and  captain  was  Manchester  Joe,  a  chieftain  who,  had 
he  been  able  to  read  and  write,  might  have  risen  to  eminence. 
But  the  race  of  crocuses  was  even  then  almost  extinct. 
With  them  marched  the  “  Charley-pitchers,”  who  gained  an 
honourable  livelihood  with  the  thimble  and  the  pea — a  game 
now  also  falling  into  decay.  This  tribe  worked  in  pairs,  one 
being  the  “  Button,”  that  is,  the  confederate  who  egged  on 
the  flats;  and  Myles  once  pointed  out  to  Jack  the  gentleman 
who  was  reckoned  the  very  best  button  in  all  England.  He 
bore  the  garb  and  the  appearance  of  a  Methodist  clergyman, 
but  with  more  external  meekness.  Dressed  in  black,  with 
a  large  white  tie,  he  would  slowly  pass  by  the  Charley-pitcher 
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with  an  air  of  meditation,  as  if  he  were  thinking  out  his 
next  sermon.  Being  surprised  into  looking  on  at  the  game, 
he  would  laugh  at  its  simplicity,  and  then,  remarking  to  the 
bystanders,  as  if  he  were  in  some  doubt,  that  there  could  be 
no  real  religious  harm  in  taking  money  from  fellows  so 
foolish,  would  bet  and  win.  Ladies  generally  accompanied 
these  professionals,  their  share  of  the  work  being  to  pick  the 
pockets  of  yokels.  Like  the  Sirens,  they  first  bewitched 
their  prey.  After  twenty  years  of  road-life,  Myles  Cuolahan 
regarded  these  tramps  a  good  deal  from  their  own  point  of 
view.  He  was  not  above  sitting  at  meat  with  them,  as  we 
have  seen,  and  would  talk  familiarly  with  them.  Moreover, 
he  admired  success,  even  that  of  a  common  wayside  cheat, 
and  conceded  the  palm  of  honour  to  lawless  audacity  as 
readily  as  to  virtue.  With  such  men,  Claude  Duval  is  a 
hero,  and  Robin  Hood  a  demigod. 

All  this,  however,  belonged  to  the  old  habits,  when  poor 
Biddy  tramped  after  him  along  the  road,  and  he  fought, 
drank,  and  flourished  with  the  rest.  For  Jack’s  sake  he 
changed  his  companions  ;  for  Jack’s  sake  and  the  sake  of  the 
little  Norah.  Should  the  girl,  now  being  brought  up  a  lady, 
ever  have  to  blush  for  Jack,  the  friend  of  her  infancy  ? 

But  what  was  he  to  do  with  the  boy  ?  He  put  it  to  him 
as  a  problem  demanding  his  most  serious  consideration. 
Jack  could  arrive  at  no  conclusion. 

“  All  thim  people  we  meet  on  the  road,  Jack,  is  thieves 
and  gonephs.  You’ve  got  to  make  yourself  a  gentleman — 
Lord  knows  how  !  ” 

Somehow,  Jack  felt  that  it  would  not  do  to  turn  tramp,  or 
even  to  take  out  a  pedlar’s  licence.  There  were  nobler  ambi¬ 
tions.  Every  other  line  of  life,  as  he  saw  it  in  the  little 
country  towns  and  villages,  seemed  full  of  interest.  He 
would  be  a  blacksmith,  swinging  a  heavy  hammer  on  the 
resounding  anvil  amid  the  sparks ;  he  would  be  a  wheelwright, 
a  carpenter — always  a  maker,  hammerer,  and  forger  of  some¬ 
thing,  for  the  life  of  inaction  had  no  charms  for  him.  Once, 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  he  saw  a  regiment  of  soldiers 
marching  with  flying  colours  and  playing  band.  Myles 
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pricked  up  his  ears,  threw  hack  his  shoulders,  straightened 
his  back,  and  shouldered  his  staff.  So  did  Jack ;  and  the 
pair  marched  on,  man  and  boy,  in  military  step  and  with 
beating  pulse,  till  the  music  passed  by  and  the  soldiers  were 
out  of  sight. 

“  I’ll  be  a  soldier,  Myles,”  said  Jack. 

“  So  you  shall,”  cried  Myles,  his  cheeks  aglow.  “  So  you 
shall.  Bedad  !  it’s  a  fine  thing  to  be  a  soldier.  I’ll  give  ye 
the  ould  sword  in  my  grandfather’s  thatch,  and  you  shall  carry 
it  with  the  green  flag  in  the  other  hand.  I  was  drilled  meself 
once,  Jack.  ’Twas  in  the  Repale  days.  We  used  to  turn 
out  a  hundred  strong  and  be  drilled  in  the  cowld  under  the 
moon ;  but  we  had  no  band  of  music.  If  Ireland  wants  to 
fight  as  well  as  to  talk,  she’ll  get  the  music  first.” 

And  once  they  were  at  a  little  seaside  town,  where  were  a 
few  small  craft  in  the  coast  trade.  Jack  saw  the  men 
heaving  the  anchor  with  their  sailors’  song,  and  watched  the 
sails  drop  and  the  vessels  slip  away  out  to  sea,  and  be  lost  in 
the  mist.  Presently  he  clutched  Myles  by  the  hand,  “  Myles, 
I’ll  be  a  sailor.” 

But  how  he  was  to  be  anything  except  what  he  was,  the 
uneducated  companion  of  an  uneducated  pedlar,  by  what 
ladder  he  was  to  mount  to  the  higher  world,  he  neither  knew 
nor  cared.  Nor  did  Myles.  To  have  the  boy  with  him,  some 
one  to  talk  with,  some  one  to  pour  out  his  thoughts  to,  some 
one  to  think  of,  lightened  his  days,  and  kept  him  out  of 
temptation.  Moreover,  for  a  sense  of  responsibility  leads  one 
to  reflect,  he  began  to  instruct  Jack  in  a  system  of  moral 
philosophy.  All  philosophy,  like  geometry,  rests  on  a  few 
axioms  and  definitions.  Myles  having  laid  down  his  defini¬ 
tions,  proceeded  to  build  his  edifice,  and  the  Irishman  being 
as  logical  a  creature  as  the  Frenchman,  he  began  to  erect  a 
superstructure  which  might  have  led  to  very  singular  results 
in  Jack’s  after-life  but  for  certain  events  which  changed  their 
fashion  of  life  altogether. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

IT  was  a  warm  soft  afternoon  in  August,  that  Myles  and 
Jack  were  toiling  slowly  over  the  downs  which  rise 
up  from  the  seashore  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Esbrough, 
whither  Myles  was  going  to  show  Jack  his  native  place. 
The  villages  are  thinly  scattered  among  these  hills,  and  the 
byroads  connecting  them  are  sometimes  intricate  and  difficult 
to  find.  They  had  lost  their  way,  as  there  was  no  sign-post 
in  sight,  no  house,  village,  farm,  nor  church  anywhere  near. 
They  were  tired,  hungry,  and  thirsty.  Presently  Jack  put 
his  hand  in  Myles’s.  It  was  his  sign  of  utter  breakdown, 
and  Myles,  stopping,  saw  the  boy’s  knees  trembling  as  he 
stood,  and  the  tears  of  pain  standing  in  his  eyes. 

“  What’s  to  do,  old  chap  ?  ”  he  said.  “  Can’t  you  hold  out 
to  the  top  of  the  hill  ?  ” 

“  I’m  so  tired,  Myles,  and  so  thirsty.  Let  us  sit  down.” 

“  Climb  up  on  my  back,”  said  Myles. 

He  took  up  the  boy  as  Sinbad  took  up  his  selfish  old  man, 
and  went  on  again.  The  hill-top  reached,  another  weary 
expanse  of  road  stretched  before  them.  Without  a  word, 
Myles  trudged  on,  though  the  boy  was  heavy  and  the  pack 
was  full. 

The  boy  grew  heavier  every  moment,  the  Irishman’s  throat 
became  more  parched,  and  he  was  beginning  to  think  of 
sitting  down  himself,  when  he  suddenly  came,  in  a  drop  of 
the  road,  upon  a  solitary  house.  Not  a  lonely-looking  house, 
because  it  stood  behind  a  clean-trimmed  lawn,  with  flowers 
and  creepers  and  trees  about  it,  and  with  a  plantation  of  firs 
on  either  side.  A  house  of  some  stateliness,  not  belonging 
to  a  rich  man,  but  to  some  one  who  could  afford  at  least  the 
luxury  of  a  garden.  Myles  stopped,  set  down  the  boy,  and 
looked  over  the  hedge. 

“  Now,  Jack,  we  shall  get  a  drink  of  water,  and  we  can 
ask  our  way.” 

On  the  lawn  in  front  of  the  house  was  walking,  his  hands 
behind  his  back,  an  elderly  clergyman,  wTitk  grey  hair,  gold 
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spectacles,  and  kindly  face.  On  a  garden  table  lay  a  great 
book,  tbe  biggest  book  that  Jack  had  ever  seen.  He  looked 
np  when  he  heard  the  heels  upon  his  gravel. 

Myles  touched  his  hat  respectfully. 

“  I  do  not  want  to  buy  anything,  my  good  man,”  said  the 
clergyman. 

“  I  do  not  want  to  sell  anything,  sir,”  said  Myles,  “  begging 
your  reverence’s  pardon.  We’ve  walked  a  long  way,  and  my 
boy’s  very  tired.  Will  you  give  him  a  glass  of  water  ?  ” 

“  Surely — surely.  Let  me  look  at  the  boy.  Why — why — 
sit  down,  my  child,  sit  down.” 

Jack  made  an  attempt  to  move ;  but  he  was  too  footsore 
and  lame.  Myles  lifted  him  into  the  chair  pointed  at  by  his 
host,  who  called  his  housekeeper.  A  good-looking,  portly 
woman  of  forty  came  at  his  summons,  and  Jack  was  presently 
carried  away  to  the  kitchen,  where  a  draught  of  milk  revived 
him. 

“  ’Tis  the  blessed  stuff,”  said  Myles.  “  Maybe,  ma’am, 
there’s  a  little  left  of  it  still.” 

She  brought  a  jug  full,  holding  about  a  pint  and  a  half. 
He  took  a  mighty  pull,  and  set  down  the  vessel  empty. 

Meantime  the  housekeeper  was  attending  to  the  boy. 

“  He  can’t  walk  any  further  to-day,”  she  said  to  her  master. 
“  He’s  dead  beat ;  and  it’s  ten  miles  along  the  road  to 
Esbrough.” 

“  Ten  miles;  so  it  is — ten  miles.  Well,  Mrs.  Prosser,  we 
must  do  the  best  we  can  for  them.  They  can  stay  here  to¬ 
night  if  they  will.” 

“  The  man  might  go  on,”  said  the  housekeeper  suspiciously. 

“  It  is  six  o’clock  now,”  said  her  master.  “  Nonsense,  Mrs. 
Prosser.  You  can  give  him  the  room  over  the  stables.  Take  off 
the  boy’s  shoes  and  stockings,  and  make  Mary  wash  his  feet.” 

“  Shure,  ye’re  a  kind-hearted  man,”  said  Myles. 

After  dinner  the  clergyman  sent  word  that  he  would  like 
to  see  the  boy.  Jack  was  sent  up  to  him,  and  Myles 
remained  downstairs,  where  he  had  already  worked  his  way 
through  five  or  six  pounds  of  cold  beef,  and  was  now  ingrati¬ 
ating  himself  with  the  housekeeper. 
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“Would  you  like  a  cup  of  tea,  Mr.  Cuolahan?”  asked 
Mrs.  Prosser. 

“Would  I  like  a  cup  o’  tay,  ma’am?  Would  I  like  forty 
cups  o’  tay,  av  it’s  poured  out  by  yourself!  ” 

“  Are  you  a  married  man,  Mr.  Cuolakan  ?  ” 

“  A  widower,  ma’am — a  poor,  disconsolate  widower.” 

“  With,  only  that  boy  ?  ” 

“  That  boy,  ma’am,  is  little  Jack  Armstrong,  not  my  boy 
at  all.  His  father  was  a  gentleman.  And  I’ve  got  one  little 
girl  now  living  with  Miss  Ferens  at  Bedesbury.  Only  a 
widower,  ma’am.” 

Mrs.  Prosser  sighed. 

“My  first,  ma’am,  was  something  in  your  style,”  Myles 
went  on.  “  Full,  ripe,  and  comfortable.  But  not  so — not  so 
much  so,  ma’am.  In  a  humbler  way.  Ah,  Mrs.  Prosser !  when 
the  Lord  made  you  He  turned  out  the  raal  illigant  article.” 

“  Mr.  Cuolahan  !  I’m  ashamed  of  you,  talking  in  that  pro¬ 
fane  way.  And  master  a  clergyman  and  all.” 

“It’s  gratitude,  Mrs.  Posser;  it’s  gratitude” - 

How  far  the  conversation  might  have  gone  it  is  difficult  to 
conjecture;  it  was  interrupted  by  an  announcement  from  Mary, 
the  maid,  that  the  master  wanted  to  speak  to  the  boy’s  father. 

“And  that’s  me,  I  suppose,”  said  Myles,  rising.  “Not 
that  it’s  true ;  and  his  poor  mother,  that’s  dead  and  gone, 
wouldn’t  have  liked  it  said.” 

The  clergyman  was  sitting  in  his  study,  crammed  and 
piled  with  books.  A  small  fire  burned  in  the  hearth,  although 
it  was  a  warm  evening,  and  a  lamp  with  a  green  shade  was 
on  the  table.  He  was  leaning  his  head  on  his  hands,  looking 
at  Jack,  sound  asleep  on  the  sofa  before  him. 

“  Come  in,  my  man.  Come  in,  and  let  us  talk.  Tell  me 
about  yourself.” 

Myles  gave  such  information  as  he  thought  might  be  of 
interest. 

“  Then  he  is  not  your  own  son,  after  all  ?  ”  His  eyes 
brightened  as  he  turned  sharply  on  Myles.  “  Tell  me,  my 
friend,  could  you  give  the  boy  up  if  you  knew  he  would  be 
educated  in  a  God-fearing  way  ?  ” 
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Myles  hesitated. 

“  You  cannot  think  of  dragging  the  boy  about  the  country 
to  learn  your  wretched  life  ?  ” 

Myles  fired  up. 

“Wretched  life,  is  it?  Wretched  life — with  a  trade  that 
brings  me  in  sometimes  four  pounds  a  week.  Why,  there 
isn’t  a  man  on  the  road  that  doesn’t  invy  me.  Mine  a 
wretched  life  ?  Your  riverence  ” — he  stepped  forward  and 
laid  the  forefinger  of  his  gigantic  hand  on  the  table — “  I 
know  a  life  more  wretched.” 

“  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  did  not  mean  ” - 

“  I  know  a  life  more  wretched.  I’ve  heard  tell  of  boys 
brought  up  at  Eton,  sent  to  Oxford  College,  and  taught  all 
that  books  could  tache,  filled  wid  ivery  taste  that  money  and 
education  could  give,  and  craving  for  the  society  of  scholars 
like  thimselves,  and  then  sent  down  to  a  little  country  parish, 
with  the  nearest  town  ten  miles  away,  and  no  neighbours 
and  no  scholars  at  all,  to  eat  out  their  hearts  preaching  to 
rustics,  reading  books  for  iver  and  iver,  with  no  aim  nor  no 
object,  in  just  such  a  study  as  this,  and  just  such  a  place  as 
this.  That’s  a  more  wretched  life  than  mine.” 

The  Rector  started  and  winced.  Then  he  waited  for  a  few 
moments. 

“  I  am  answered,”  he  said.  “  The  life  of  every  man  who 
does  work  in  the  world  is  more  happy  than  mine.  I  am 
answered.” 

Myles  was  silent.  He  had  fired  his  shot. 

“I  was  married  once.  Won’t  you  sit  down ? ”  Ilis  tone 
unconsciously  changed  towards  the  man  who  could  tell  him 
the  truth. 

“  Take  a  chair,  Mr. — Mr.  Cuolahan,  thank  you.  I  was 
married  once — many  years  ago — and  I  lost  my  wife  and  my 
boy.  I  can  speak  of  it  now  without  the  grief  that  used  to 
tear  me  to  pieces.  He  was  such  a  boy  as  that:  not  so  strong, 
poor  child  !  with  as  bright  a  face,  eyes  as  clear,  and  voice  as 
sweet.  Give  me  the  boy.” 

“I  cannot,”  said  Myles.  “Come,  Jack,  wake  up.  You 
must  go  to  bed.” 
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He  could  not  wake  the  lad,  and  so  took  Him  in  Ms  arms, 
Between  them  the  two  men  undressed  the  lad  and  laid  him 
in  a  bed  hung  with  rose-coloured  curtains  and  in  sheets  per¬ 
fumed  with  lavender.  The  old  man  bent  over  the  boy  as  he 
slept,  and  kissed  his  cheek. 

“  Such  a  one  might  have  been  my  son — nay,  my  grandson.” 

Myles  was  up  and  about  at  sis,  talking  to  the  groom  and 
chatting  with  the  maids,  who  were  comely.  There  was  an 
air  of  order  and  comfort  about  the  Rectory  that  soothed  his 
spirit,  and  he  began  to  think  that,  after  all,  life  in  a  garden 
like  this,  well  clothed,  well  fed,  calm,  might  not  be  so  miser¬ 
able  as  his  fancy  pictured  it. 

At  nine  the  clergyman  came  out  upon  the  lawn,  bringing 
with  him  the  boy,  a  little  abashed  at  being  the  object  of  so 
much  attention. 

Myles  made  his  finest  bow. 

“  I  wish  your  riverence  the  best  o’  good  mornings,”  he 
said.  “  Now,  Jack,  if  you  are  ready,  thank  the  gentleman  in 
a  proper  manner,  and  come  along.” 

“Let  him  have  his  breakfast  first,”  said  Mr.  Fortescue. 
“Mr.  Cuolahan,  I  have  been  thinking  that  I  spoke  inconsider¬ 
ately  last  night.” 

“  Is  it  about  the  boy  ?  ”  asked  Myles.  “  There’s  no  harm 
done,  for  I  couldn’t  let  Jack  go.” 

“It  is  not  about  the  boy.  It  is  what  I  said  of  your  own 
life.  I  am  sincerely  sorry.” 

Myles  laughed. 

“  Shure  its  meself  that  ought  to  be  sorry.  Your  riverence’s 
life  is  a  beautiful  life.  Here  you  sit  among  the  roses,  and 
it’s  quiet  and  undisturbed.  The  old  dial  there  in  the  sun 
couldn’t  have  a  quieter  time.  And  here  you  read  the 
beautiful  old  books.  I’d  give  a  thousand  pounds  this 
minute  if  I  could  read  the  Latin  like  your  riverence ;  and 
Hebrew,  too,  I’ll  swear.  A  lovely  life !  ” 

“  Nay,  it  wants  work  and  excitement.  You,  on  the  other 
hand,  wandering  about  the  country,  study  the  great  book  of 
human  nature.” 

“If’tis  a  book,”  said  Myles  simply,  “we  haven’t  bought 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


127 


it  yet.  Jack  and  I  have  only  just  finished  the  History  of 
England  ;  and  not  a  word  of  the  kings  of  Connaught.” 

“  Promise  me  one  thing,  Mr.  Cuolahan,”  said  the  Rector. 
“  If  you  think,  on  reflection,  that  it  will  be  well  for  the  boy 
to  be  educated — better,  I  mean,  than  leading  your  own 
exciting  and  interesting  life  of — of — adventure,  bring  him 
to  me,  and  I  will  take  care  of  him.” 

“  I  will,  sir,”  said  Myles,  “  and  thank  you  very  kindly.” 

“ Would  you  like  to  stay  there  altogether,  Jack?”  he 
asked,  when  they  were  on  the  road  again. 

“  I  don’t  know,”  said  Jack.  “  The  gentleman  came  to  me 
in  bed  this  morning,  Myles,  and  said  I  was  his  own  grand¬ 
son.  See,  he  gave  me  this,  and  told  me  to  keep  it.” 

It  was  a  pocket-book  of  leather.  In  it  a  card,  with  the 
name  of  the  donor  and  his  address. 

At  the  top  of  the  hill  they  looked  back.  At  the  garden- 
gate  still  stood  the  old  gentleman,  looking  sadly  after  them. 

“  A  good  sort,”  said  Myles — “  a  good  sort ;  and  I’m  sorry 
I  spoke  harsh  last  night.  Jack,  there’s  some  people  that 
the  Lord  picks  out  for  reasons  of  His  own.  You  and  I  have 
got  to  work  for  our  bread.  These  people  don’t.  They  sit 
in  the  sunshine  all  their  lives,  and  do  nothing  but  what  they 
like.  After  all,  ’tis  the  real  happiness  in  life  to  have  nothing 
to  do  but  what  you  like,  and  the  greatest  of  all  good  things 
if  you  happen  to  like  what  does  good  to  other  people.  My 
father,  for  example.  He  never  did  a  stroke  of  work  in  all 
his  life,  except  what  he  liked  best,  and  that  was  for  every¬ 
body’s  good ;  for  it  was  smuggling  from  county  Derry,  the 
most  lovely  county  in  all  the  world,  for  an  illicit  still.  My 
father’s  whisky  was  so  good  that  all  the  magistrates  and  the 
clergy  and  the  officers  of  the  army  used  to  buy  it  of  him. 
So  he  lived  for  the  good  of  his  fellow-creatures,  as  he  often 
used  to  say,  before  he  went  to  confession;  and  for  all  the 
sins  he  had  to  confess  he  might  as  well  have  stayed  at  home. 
But  then,  you  see,  it  pleased  the  praste,  who  was,  besides, 
his  best  customer.” 

They  journeyed  along  the  road  according  to  their  wont, 
and  Myles  was  in  the  middle  of  another  story  when  he 
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stopped  at  sight  of  a  group  in  the  field  at  their  right. 
Before  the  little  knot  of  people  stretched  a  great  field  of 
some  fifty  acres,  on  which  there  wandered,  with  all  the 
dignity  of  lawful  possessors  of  the  soil,  a  troop  of  geese. 
Beyond  the  geese  were  the  people. 

“  Myles,”  cried  Jack  excitedly,  “  look,  look ;  there’s  Mr. 
Bastable  and  Mrs.  Bastable — and — and — look,  if  there  isn’t 
Captain  Perrymont  himself.” 

“Bastable  it  is,”  said  Myles;  “but  who’s  the  other  man? 
Jack,  we’re  in  luck;  for  of  all  the  men  in  the  world,  that’s 
your  own  father’s  very  best  friend — that’s  Paul  Bayliss. 
Don’t  you  say  never  a  word.  You  just  follow  me,  and  when 
the  right  time  comes  you  step  to  the  front  while  I  say, 
c  Paul  Bayliss,  here’s  your  old  friend’s  son— here’s  little  Jack 
Armstrong ;  ’  and  then  see  what  a  reception  you’ll  get.  O 
mother  of  Moses  !  ” 

They  hurried  along  the  road  till  they  came  to  a  plank 
laid  across  the  ditch  that  served  for  a  bridge,  and  so  got 
into  the  field.  The  party  was  at  the  far  corner. 

“  Mrs.  Bastable’s  got  the  hazel-rod,”  said  Jack.  “  That’s 
what  she  used  to  do  her  hanky-panky  with.” 

“  What  tricks  are  they  up  to  now  ?  ”  asked  Myles,  leading 
the  way.” 

The  woman’s  eyes  had  the  fixed,  trancelike  expression 
that  Jack  remembered  well,  and  she  was  standing:  with  the 
rod  in  her  hand  just  as  she  had  done,  though  Jack  did  not 
remember  this,  on  the  day  when  the  grand  function  of 
sorcery  had  been  taken  in  hand.  Round  her  were  grouped 
the  three — Bastable,  Captain  Perrymont,  and  Paul  Bayliss — 
all  intently  watching  the  woman,  but  with  different  expres¬ 
sions.  Captain  Perrymont  had  the  air  of  one  who  is  con¬ 
ducting  a  curious  and  scientific  experiment ;  Bastable  wore 
an  anxious  and  expectant  look ;  Paul  Bayliss  simply  looked 
on,  wondering. 

Myles  and  Jack  drew  close  to  the  hedge  and  looked  on, 
but  no  one  saw  them. 

“  It’s  all  nonsense,  Captain  Perrymont,”  said  Bayliss,  with 
an  nneasy  laugh  as  the  rod  began  to  twist  and  turn.  “  It’s 
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all  part  of  your  witchcraft  nonsense  that  brings  no  luck  to 
any  one.  Luck,”  he  added  bitterly,  “  whatever  did  bring 
luck  to  me  ?  ” 

Just  then  Bastable  held  out  his  hand,  and  made  a  gesture 
to  his  wife. 

“  Captain  Perrymont,”  he  said,  “  you  have  seen  the  work¬ 
ing  of  the  hazel  rod  in  your  own  ground.  You  may  map  it 
out  yourself,  and  compare  it  with  the  map  I  made  for  you,  at 
your  own  leisure.  This  is  not  your  ground,  I  believe.” 

“  No,  it  is  mine,”  said  Bayliss,  “  and  a  precious  valuable 
property  it  is.” 

Bastable  looked  at  him  in  a  sharp  twinkling  way. 

“We  shall  see,”  he  said,  “we  shall  see.  Meantime,  we 
will  mark  where  we  stopped  the  work.” 

He  placed  a  stick  in  the  ground,  and  in  doing  so  saw 
Myles  and  Jack.  With  the  slightest  gesture  possible,  he 
placed  his  finger  on  his  lips.  At  the  same  time  he  passed 
his  hand  across  his  wife’s  face,  and,  gently  turning  her 
round,  ordered  her  to  go  home  straight,  and  not  to  look 
behind  her.  Unlike  the  wife  of  Lot,  Keziah  Bastable  obeyed 
meekly,  and  walked  silently  away,  looking  neither  to  the 
right  nor  to  the  left  of  her ;  so  that  she  saw  neither  Jack 
nor  Myles. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  woman  gone,  Mr.  Bastable  and  the  other  two  were 
left  alone.  Myles  and  the  boy  stood  looking  at  them 
over  the  rails.  It  was  a  bright,  warm  afternoon ;  the  August 
sunshine  lay  like  a  robe  of  splendour  upon  the  fields,  bring¬ 
ing  into  clear  relief  every  blade  of  grass,  and  painting  every 
tuft  of  rank  and  useless  weed  as  if  it  were  a  spray  of  silver-gilt, 
set  with  diamonds.  Beyond,  the  sea  stretched,  a  sheet  of  grey- 
blue,  with  never  a  cloud  to  fleck  the  surface;  and  beyond  the  sea 
a  haze  in  which  the  sky-line  and  the  water-line  were  lost.  A 
lark  was  singing  in  the  air.  The  voices  of  the  men  fell  on 
Jack’s  ears  like  a  dream.  There  was  Mr.  Bastable — why  was 
he  there  ?  There  was  his  father’s  old  friend — it  was  the  first 
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time  that  he  realised  the  fact  of  a  father.  He  looked,  and 
wondered  what  it  all  meant. 

Paul  Bayliss  was  the  first  to  do  anything.  He  kicked  a 
turf  at  his  feet,  looked  round,  and  cast  a  half  glance  at  the 
two  tramps,  presumably  father  and  son,  who  were  standing 
by  the  road,  and  moved  moodily  off  the  field  without  the 
formality  of  a  farewell  to  his  companions. 

“  He  doesn’t  know  me,”  said  Myles.  “Wait  till  I  go  to 
him.  Wait  till  I  tell  him,  ‘Paul  Bayliss,  here’s  the  very 
boy  as  was  born  in  the  foundry  that  night  when — you 
remember.’  Only  wait  till  then,  Jack,  and  look  to  see  the 
change  as  will  come  over  Paul  Bayliss.” 

But  Jack  had  a  good  many  years  to  wait  before  that  day 
came. 

Then  Captain  Perrymont,  gathering  himself  together  with 
an  effort,  as  if  he  had  been  working  out  some  mighty 
problem,  spoke. 

“  Come  up  and  see  me  to-morrow,  Bastable.  I  doubt  if  it 
is  worked  correctly.  Albertus  Magnus  will  tell  us,  and  we 
will  look  him  up.  The  mesmeric  power :  it  is  the  only 
secret.  By  that  power  the  oracles  spoke,  the  witches  divined, 
the  Rosicrucians  learned  everything,  saw  everything,  and 
knew  everything.  The  Rosicrucians — Tell  me,  are  you  your¬ 
self  a  brother  of  the  Rosy  Cross  ?  ” 

Bastable  shook  his  head. 

“  I  fight  for  my  own  hand,”  he  said.  “  And,  besides,  who 
knows  better  than  you,  Captain  Perrymont,  that  the  Fraternity 
is  dead  ?  They’ve  got  a  thing  called  a  Rosicrucian  Degree 
in  Masonry.  Bah !  Invented  fifty  years  ago.  Not  even 
the  elements  of  the  Rosy  Cross  in  it.” 

“  There  were  three  degrees,”  the  Captain  went  on.  “  Three 
degrees,  formerly,  as  there  were  three  degrees  of  everything. 
In  the  first  the  candidate  was  lured  on  to  explore  the  secrets 
of  nature  by  the  promise  of  the  Philosopher’s  Stone,  the 
Elixir  of  Life,  and  the  gifts  of  immortality  and  invisibility. 
When  he  came  to  the  second  he  was  told  that  the  stone 
meant  something  very  different,  the  elixir  was  a  fable,  and 
immortality  to  be  read  in  a  different  sense.  But  he  learned 
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that  the  cultivation  of  nature’s  secrets  led  to  the  improve¬ 
ment  of  mankind.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  Mr.  Bastable,  his  face  lengthening,  “  was 
that  all  the  Rosy  Cross  taught  ?  Improve  mankind !  ”  he 
sneered.  “  My  business  is  to  improve  myself.” 

“Just  so,”  said  the  Captain.  “But  then  there  was  a 
third  degree  to  which  none  were  admitted  but  those  who 
were  worthy.” 

“  And  what  did  they  learn  there  ?  ” 

“  Well,  my  friend,”  replied  Captain  Perrymont,  turning  a 
steady  eye  upon  his  companion,  “ should  you  ever  prove 
worthy  I  may  tell  you  the  secrets  of  that  degree.” 

“What  are  they  talkin’  about  at  all,  Jack?”  said  Myles, 
who  was  now  sitting  on  the  rails,  listening,  with  a  newly  lit 
pipe  in  his  mouth.  “  Rosy  Cross  ?  Maybe  it’s  the  gipsy’s 
patteran  they  mean.  I’ll  show  it  you  any  day  where  the  Rom- 
many  folk  have  passed.  I  know  their  tricks  and  their  ways.” 

“  There  have  been  men,”  said  Bastable,  “  who  knew  how 
to  transmute  metals.” 

The  Captain  shook  his  head. 

“  No,  it  is  a  fable.  Gold  is  gold,  and  lead  is  lead.  Those 
who  have  pretended  to  the  power  were  liars  and  quacks. 
Cagliostro,  the  mesmerist,  pretended ;  Pigard  pretended ; 
Louis  XIII.  found,  himself,  a  piece  of  gold  in  the  crucible — 
but  then,  Pigard  put  it  there.  When  they  wanted  him  to 
operate  on  a  great  scale,  he  made  excuses  till  they  grew  tired 
and  put  him  to  death.  Think  no  more  of  it,  Bastable.  You 
have  a  splendid  power.  Use  it  for  the  interests  of  humanity, 
and  you  will  prosper.  Use  it  for  your  own,  and  it  will 
depart  from  you,  to  return  no  more.” 

The  Captain,  who  had  spoken  with  great  solemnity,  tucked 
his  hands  beneath  his  coat-tails  and  slowly  walked  away, 
his  eyes  turned  earthward. 

Left  alone,  Mr.  Bastable  began  putting  his  instruments  of 
sorcery  together.  First,  he  packed  up  the  divining-rod  ; 
then  he  laid  his  little  tubes  of  metal  in  order ;  then  he  took 
a  long  survey  of  the  country ;  and,  lastly,  he  strode  across 
the  field  and  saluted  Myles. 
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“  Wliat  are  you  doing  here,  Mr.  Cuolahan  ?  ”  lie  asked. 

“  Following  my  trade,  like  you,  Mr.  Bastable.” 

“And  the  boy  with  you.  How  are  you,  Jack?  Ah!  I 
shall  never  get  another  like  him.  Keep  him  innocent, 
Cuolahan,  if  you  want  him  to  be  any  good  in  the  world.” 

This  excellent  moral  advice  was  not  based  on  the  usual 
grounds,  because  Mr.  Bastable  only  regarded  innocence  from 
a  commercial  point  of  view,  the  spirits  being,  he  thought, 
more  accessible  to  innocent  childhood. 

“  Then  you  shouldn’t  have  frightened  him  and  played 
your  hanky  on  him,  or  he’d  a  been  with  you  still.” 

“  I  wasn’t  frightened,  Myles,”  said  Jack. 

“  It  was  the  spirruts,”  said  Bastable.  “  What  control  have 
I  over  the  spirruts  ?  There’s  one  at  home  now  :  answers  to 
the  name  of  Robert;  pulls  people  by  the  hair.  I  don’t  ask 
them  to  the  house  ;  they  come  rapping,  and  invite  themselves. 
Much  good  it  has  done  me !  ”  he  ejaculated  mournfully. 
“As  for  their  messages,  they’re  no  use  to  anybody;  they 
never  put  me  on  to  a  good  thing;  you  can’t  coin  a  brass 
farthing  out  of  what  they  tell  you.  Who  cares  how  they  do 
get  on  in  the  other  world  ?  What’s  the  good  of  Peter  telling 
me  he’s  well  and  happy  ?  As  if  I  cared  whether  Peter  was 
happy  or  not !  If  they  know  any  secrets  they  keep  them 
shut  up  safe  for  themselves.  Yah !  The  spirruts  indeed ! 
Some  people  might  feel  honoured ;  I  don’t.  You  wait,  and 
nothing  comes.  Tot  up  all  the  time  you  spend  on  your 
stances,  and  see  what  profit  you’ve  got  out  of  ’em.  I  wish  I 
was  quit  of  the  whole  business,  I  do.” 

“  You  forget  the  grand  hanky,  when  you  put  the  boy  in 
the  circle  and  lit  the  lamps.” 

“Well,  and  it  didn’t  hurt  the  boy,  did  it?  What  did  you 
see,  Jack  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  remember  anything  about  it,”  said  the  boy. 

“Well,  then,”  replied  the  magician,  “let’s  have  another. 
Myles,  I’ll  give  you  a  sovereign  for  the  loan  of  the  boy  for  a 
night.  We’ll  go  to  Squire  Perrymont’s  tower,  where  he 
keeps  his  bottles  and  things.  We’ll  get  my  wife  along,  too ; 
and  we’ll  have  another  Function.” 
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“  No,  you  don’t,”  said  Myles.  “  I  am  always  for  letting  the 
good  people  alone.  It’s  good  luck,  says  the  Irish,  to  speak 
well  of  ’em,  and  good  luck  to  meet  them  ;  but  it’s  bad  luck  to 
seek  ’em,  and  it’s  the  worst  of  all  possible  luck  to  find  ’em  when 
you  do  look  for  them.  Paddy  the  Piper  tould  me  himself.” 

“  Well,  well,”  answered  Bastable;  “  but  look  here,  Cuolahan: 
if  you  won’t  lend  me  Jack,  lend  me  yourself.” 

“  What  would  I  lend  you  meself  for  ?  ” 

“  Half  a  sovereign  and  an  hour  or  two  with  a  spade.” 

Myles  hesitated.  He  distrusted  the  man. 

“It’s  none  of  your  tricks  —  none  of  the  good  people’s 
devilish  work  ?  God  bless  ’em  all  the  same.” 

“  As  if  I  should  ask  you  to  help  me  in  the  magic !  ”  returned 
Bastable,  with  contempt.  “  I  want  to  dig,  man ;  do  you 
understand  ? — I  want  to  dig.” 

“  Well,  then,  dig ;  who  wants  to  prevent  you.?  And  what 
are  you  going  to  dig  ?  ” 

“I  don’t  know,  rightly,”  Bastable  replied,  in  a  hesitating 
manner.  “  I  don’t  quite  know.  It  may  be  water,  and  it  may 
be  coal,  and  it  may  be — anything  else.  Go  into  the  town 
and  buy  a  spade,  and  come  back  here.” 

“  Well — I’ll  come.  What  time  do  you  want  me  ?  ” 

“  Go  straight  into  Esbrough — it’s  only  half  a  mile.  Leave 
the  boy  there  behind  you,  and  come  back  here.  Stay ;  it’s  a 
moonlight  night,  and  the  sun  sets  at  seven  ;  come  back  about 
sunset.  You’ll  take  the  path  by  the  shore,  and  bring  a  spade 
with  you.  We  shall  be  quite  alone  here,  and  no  one  will 
see  us.” 

Myles  consented,  though  with  misgivings  of  the  super¬ 
natural,  being  at  all  times  ready  to  diversify  the  monotony 
of  life  by  any  little  adventure  which  might  offer ;  and  they 
separated. 

Bastable  returned  to  the  field,  where  they  saw  him  sit 
down  on  one  of  the  tufts  of  rank  grass,  and  pull  out  a  book 
which  he  fell  to  studying  intently. 

The  road  to  Esbrough,  half  a  mile  or  so  away,  led,  after 
the  field  was  passed,  along  the  seashore.  Myles  and  Jack 
were  not  professed  admirers  of  the  picturesque — and,  indeed, 
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if  your  walk  in  life  necessitates  a  journey  of  sixteen  or  twenty 
miles  a  day,  there  very  soon  comes  a  time,  even  to  a  poet, 
when  the  flattest  country  is  considered  the  most  pleasant. 
It  Was  flat  enough  immediately  round  Esbrough.  As  for  the 
shore,  it  was  not  quite  what  summer  tourists  would  choose 
for  the  site  of  a  watering-place.  One  likes  a  shore  which 
has  a  certain  amount  of  determination,  crispness,  and  char¬ 
acter  in  it.  There  was  nothing  crisp  at  all  about  the  sea¬ 
shore  near  Esbrough.  It  was  a  large,  wide  inlet ;  what  the 
geography  books,  in  their  sweet  poetical  way,  call  an  “  arm 
of  the  sea,”  into  which  there  flowed  a  river.  Some  books,  in 
fact,  showed  their  superior  knowledge  by  calling  it  Esbrough- 
on-Avon,  though  the  Avon  was  a  good  ten  miles  higher  up, 
and  the  water  that  washed  those  sedgy  shores  was  as  salt  as 
any  to  be  found  outside  the  Dead  Sea.  The  waves  did  not 
come  rolling  in,  with  those  long  breakers,  edged  with  a  silver 
fringe ;  those  waves  rearing  their  crests  like  proud  horses ; 
those  billows  that  run  up  the  shingly  shore,  kissing  it  with 
the  fervour  of  a  bridegroom — which  delight  the  poetic  mind. 
Quite  the  contrary.  They  came  creeping  up  slowly,  as  if 
they  were  ashamed  of  themselves.  When  it  was  low  tide, 
there  was  first  a  long  stretch  of  sand,  and  then  a  long  stretch 
of  mud.  As  the  tide  rose,  the  mud  first  disappeared ;  then 
the  fat  red  lug- worms,  its  occupants,  rejoiced  and  came  out 
to  congratulate  each  other  and  talk  about  the  weather. 
Presently  they  were  annoyed  that  they  had  not  stopped  in 
the  cool  cavernous  retreats  of  the  slimy  mud,  because  the 
eels  came  out  too,  and  ate  them  up.  Later  on,  perhaps 
retribution,  in  the  shape  of  a  fork,  seized  the  eels,  though 
this  was  not  so  certain  to  happen.  As  the  tide  came  higher,  it 
made  rivers  and  lakes  in  the  sand,  and  looked  almost  spark¬ 
ling  in  the  sunshine.  Sometimes  the  boys  came  down  and 
bathed.  The  treacherous  ocean,  smiling  just  as  usual,  made 
its  arrangements  to  meet  this  contingency,  converting  the 
dry  sands  into  quicksands,  which  swallowed  up  the  boys  alive, 
and  then  they  were  as  sorry  as  the  eels  and  the  lug-worms. 
The  sand  all  covered  up,  there  remained  the  rushes  and  rank 
seaside  grasses,  in  which  the  ox-birds  made  their  nests,  and 
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where  the  wild  ducks  hid,  if  anybody — which  was  a  rare 
occurrence — happened  to  be  about  with  a  gun.  When  the 
tide  was  higher  than  usual,  the  birds  had  their  nests  drowned 
out  ;  and  then  they,  in  their  turn,  abused  the  ocean.  Ox- 
birds  possess  that  instinct  of  nature  which  leads  them  to 
recognise  the  daily  ebb  and  flow  of  the  tide,  but  unfortunately 
does  not  go  far  enough  to  make  them  provide  against  an 
occasional  spring  tide.  Nature  has  been  very  kind  in  bestow¬ 
ing  her  instincts  and  means  of  self-preservation.  Somehow, 
she  never  seems  to  have  gone  far  enough.  The  hedgehog  is 
generally  considered  a  happy  animal  as  regards  fortification, 
but  I  have  seen  a  terrier  turn  him  inside  out  with  a  dexterous 
insertion  of  his  foot  in  the  weak  point  of  his  armour :  it  does 
not  quite  meet  all  round.  The  poor  little  hare  has  teeth ; 
but  they  are  a  sorry  set,  after  all.  The  cow’s  tail  was  designed 
to  whisk  off  the  flies;  but  it  is  not  long  enough  to  reach 
farther  than  the  shoulder.  All  Nature’s  designs  seem  to  me 
to  be  symbolised  by  the  cow’s  tail.  They  are  admirable ; 
they  are  perfect  illustrations  of  benevolence,  far-seeing,  wide¬ 
spread  ;  but  they  do  not  reach  far  enough.  It  seems,  to 
thinkers  like  King  Alphonso  of  Castile — the  philosopher 
who  thought  he  could  improve  on  the  construction  of  the 
universe— as  if,  having  started  with  such  beautiful  intentions, 
Nature  should  have  either  made  the  cow’s  tail  longer,  or 
abolished  the  flies  altogether  :  the  latter  for  choice. 

Myles  walked  on  in  silence,  thinking  over  his  interview 
with  the  clergyman.  ££  Let  him  have  the  boy  !  ”  And  what 
good  could  he  himself  do  with  him,  or  for  him  !  He  had  seen, 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  the  exquisite  orderliness  of  an 
English  gentleman’s  house,  where  everybody  was  well  behaved, 
and  everything  was  well  kept.  Would  it  not  be  better  for 
the  boy  if  some  one  would  take  him  in  hand,  and  bring  him 
up  and  give  him  a  start  in  life  !  He  thought  of  Cardiff  J ack 
and  the  begging-letter ;  and  then  he  thought  of  his  own  hand- 
to-mouth  life,  and  what  might  become  of  Jack  if  anything 
happened  to  himself. 

££  And  little  Norah  going  to  be  a  lady,  too !  ”  he  said  aloud. 

Jack  looked  at  him  wonderingly. 
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“  Did  I  speak,  Jack  ?  I  was  thinking  of  you.” 

“  What  of  me,  Myles  ?  ” 

“  Something  the  old  gentleman  said  last  night  and  this 
morning.  Say,  Jack,  would  you  like  to  be  made  a  gentle¬ 
man  ?  ” 

Jack  reflected. 

“  You  don’t  know  what  it  is,  I  suppose.  There’s  many 
kinds  of  gentlemen.  There’s  them  that  eat  and  drink,  and 
smoke,  and  ride  horses,  and  think  about  nothing  but  their 
own  pleasures.  That’s  one  kind.  But  there’s  a  better  kind, 
my  boy,  a  better  kind.  There’s  gentlemen  that  read  and  learn 
when  they  are  young,  and  when  they  get  older  use  their 
learning  and  their  money  trying  to  make  the  world  better. 
They  don’t  always  succeed  much,  because  they  want  to  drive 
us,  and  we  won’t  be  drove ;  but  they  try.  Father  Mathew  was 
one  of  them  gentlemen,  Jack,  though  he  was  a  praste  .  .  . 
Jack,  you  don’t  know,  because  you’re  young  and  strong,  and 
you  misremember  the  trouble  that  I  brought  on  you  before 
I  met  the  Father  .  .  .  you  don’t  know  the  wickedness  and 
misery  that’s  in  the  world.  It’s  all  alike,  in  the  city  and  in 
the  country,  but  it’s  worse  in  the  city.  And  what  is  it  done 
it,  I  say  ?  J ack,  ’tis  drink ! — ’tis  drink !  In  the  courts  of 
the  old  town — wait  till  you’ve  seen  London  ! — where  you  can 
hardly  breathe  in  the  rooms,  and  the  decent  women  ought  not 
to  live  a  day,  the  people  get  good  wages  and  spend  them  all  in 
drink — all,  Jack !  And  so  they  are  slaves  to  the  taverns,  and 
the  pawnbrokers  are  their  masters.  ’Tis  the  curse !  ’tis  the 
curse  of  the  country !  And  no  one  to  lift  a  voice  but  a  son 
of  the  soil.  There’s  the  clergy — they’re  a  good  sort,  and 
charitable,  but  they  can’t  see  beyond  the  length  of  their  noses ; 
and  they  won’t  do  nothing  unless  they  can  manage  it  in  their 
own  way,  and  be  the  head  of  it.  Perhaps  you'll  say  there’s 
the  doctor,  Jack.  The  day  will  come  when  the  doctors  will 
speak ;  but,  Lord  !  they  daren’t — they  daren’t — and  nobody 
daren’t !  The  life  and  the  pluck  of  the  country  is  being 
drained  out  of  it.  It  isn’t  like  what  it  used  to  be  when  they 
lived  in  the  open,  and  walked  and  ran.  Mow  they’re  shut  up 
in  the  factories  and  work  the  machines.  Jack  ! — Jack  !  ” 
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“  Why,  Myles  !  ” 

For  the  man,  started  on  his  favourite  topic,  was  swinging 
his  arms  backwards  and  forwards,  striding  along  at  such  a 
rate  that  the  boy  had  to  run,  pouring  out  his  words  with  a 
fierce  excitement,  and  gathering  strength  for  a  prophetic 
denunciation  of  drink. 

“  Why,  Myles  !  ” 

He  stopped  and  laughed. 

“  I  am  a  fool  when  I  get  upon  drink,  Jack.  It’s  all  true  for 
you,  ivery  word.  What  was  I  saying  ?  Well,  sometimes  I  think 
that  I  should  like  to  make  you  another  Father  Mathew.” 

“What  am  I  to  do  then,  Myles?” 

The  talk  was  a  little  over  Jack’s  head,  and  Myles  turned 
the  conversation  upon  the  more  amusing  topic  of  Ireland, 
which  was,  to  J ack’s  imagination,  a  wild  land  as  full  of  adven¬ 
ture  as  the  island  of  Armenia  to  the  Seven  Champions. 

“  I’ll  tell  you,”  said  Myles,  “  how  my  father  cured  his  rheu- 
matiz.  He  was  sitting  by  the  fireside,  doubled  up  with 
it,  and  groaning,  for  he’d  been  out  shooting  with  James 
M'Geoghegan,  next  door — the  same  who  keeps  the  hardware 
shop — and  he’d  caught  cold.  And  thin  came  a  beggar-woman 
to  the  door  and  looks  in. 

“  ‘  In  the  name  of  God,’  she  says,  ‘  who’s  that  groanin’  ?  ’ 

“  ‘  It’s  my  husband,’  says  my  mother. 

“  ‘  God  help  us  all !  and  what’s  the  matter  wid  him  ?  ’ 

“  1  He’s  got  pains  here,  and  pains  there,  and  pains  all  over 
his  poor  body.’ 

“The  old  woman  looked  round  the  house.  In  the  corner 
stood  a  great  tub  full  of  cowld  wather,  the  same  that  they 
used  for  steepin’  the  linen. 

“  c  Do  what  I  bid  ye,’  says  she.  ‘  Persuade  him  that  he’s 
going  to  have  a  hot  bath,  and  drop  him  in  it  in  the  name  of 
God.’ 

“  c  It’s  a  quare  medicine,’  said  my  mother,  ‘  but  we’ll  try  it.’ 

“We  tried  it.  We  stripped  him  and  told  him  the  bath 
was  ready,  and,  with  the  help  of  a  neighbour,  me  and  mother 
dropped  him  in,  and  then  ran  for  our  lives.  I  heard  nothing 
but  an  awful  yell,  as  he  shuffled  out  of  the  tub. 
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“  ‘  Ter  sowls  to  blazes  !  ’  be  screamed.  ‘  I’m  scalded 
intirely  !  ’  He  thought,  ye  see,  that  the  water  was  hot.  And 
the  rheumatiz  niver  had  a  chance,  and  went  straight  away 
and  niver  came  back.” 

“Tell  me  about  the  Eepalers,  Myles.” 

Jack  used  the  Irish  pronunciation  of  the  word  through 
ignorance,  not  for  chaff.  Myles  was  gradually  losing  his 
accent,  save  when  he  told  the  stories  of  his  childhood.  As 
he  had  always  been  accustomed  to  talk  of  Repale,  and  had 
never  investigated  the  etymology  of  the  word,  he  preserved 
the  custom.  New  locutions — that  is,  those  learned  in  England 
— he  mostly  pronounced  after  the  English  manner,  with  a 
certain  richness  of  accent,  a  full,  sonorous  utterance  of  the 
vowels  that  belongs  peculiarly  to  Ireland.  An  Irishman 
always  speaks  as  if  the  mere  passage  of  the  words  through 
his  lips  were  a  physical  enjoyment  in  itself,  like  that  of 
drinking  port.  I  do  not  profess  to  understand  ethnical 
differences,  or  to  account  for  them,  but  I  boldly  advance  this 
as  a  fact,  and  leave  it  to  the  Anthropological  Society  in  St. 
Martin’s  Place,  whose  room  is  so  beautifully  decorated  with 
skulls,  to  account  for  it;  and,  as  the  lady  said  when  she 
found  the  lock  of  hair  in  the  egg,  “  if  they  can  account  for 
that  they  can  account  for  anything.” 

Jack  had  reason  to  remember  the  road  between  Paul 
Bayliss’s  field  and  the  town.  On  the  left  the  tide  was 
running  out,  so  that  the  sand  was  left  bare,  and  the  mud 
was  beginning  to  show.  It  was  a  bright,  hot  day ;  the  sun 
fell  on  the  sails  of  the  craft  which  were  slowly  working  up 
the  “  arm  of  the  sea  ”  above  mentioned — potato-luggers, 
fishing-smacks,  small  vessels  which  traded  with  Esbrough, 
where  there  was  a  creek  with  a  tiny  wharf  visited  by  these 
small  vessels  and  nothing  else.  Far  off,  the  pathless  plain 
of  the  ocean,  placid  and  motionless,  of  a  grey-blue,  seemed 
to  be  waiting  for  the  ships  which  in  a  few  years  were  to 
furrow  its  surface,  and  sail  from  Esbrough  to  the  uttermost 
parts  of  the  earth.  But  the  fortune  of  Esbrough  was  not 
yet  made. 

On  the  right  of  the  road  lay  a  wide  ditch,  into  which  there 
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flapped  from  time  to  time  a  water-rat,  with  a  vicious  plunge 
which  meant  undying  hatred  of  the  human  race.  Why  water- 
rats  so  distrust  mankind,  what  traditions  they  nourish,  what 
memories  they  keep  green  among  themselves,  I  know  not. 
Trout  may  he  tickled ;  the  salmon  takes  the  fly,  and  then, 
entering  into  the  full  measure  of  the  sport,  makes  his  run, 
pretends  to  sulk,  and  suffers  himself  to  be  landed ;  the  tiger 
and  the  bear  fall  into  the  pit ;  the  little  cockyolly  bird  is 
taken  in  the  net.  Yet  these  never  grow  wiser.  It  is  only 
the  water-rat  who  remembers  things  practised  on  his  ancestors, 
and  refuses  to  listen  to  the  voice  of  the  hunter,  charming 
though  it  be. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  road  left  the  shore  with  a  sharp  and  unexpected  turn, 
where  a  creek,  down  which  the  receding  tide  was  rush¬ 
ing  like  the  Severn  at  Portskewet,  broke  the  straight  line  of 
coast  and  ran  southward. 

“There  is  Esbrough,”  said  Myles.  “Now,  Jack,  hold  up 
your  head,  for  it’s  the  town  where  your  fathers  belong  to. 
See,  yon’s  the  tower  of  Esbrough  Church.  Wait  till  I  take 
you  there  !  There’s  the  roof  of  the  market ;  many’s  the  time 
I’ve  whistled  about  there,  waiting  for  the  evening  and  Johnny 
Armstrong.  Give  me  the  bundle,  boy.  Jack  Armstrong 
ought  not  to  enter  Esbrough  with  a  travelling  hawker  at  all ; 
an’  if  he  does,  he  mustn’t  carry  a  bag  in  his  hands — give  it 
to  me.” 

They  passed  along  the  road  where  the  cottages  gradually 
changed  into  low  terraces  of  the  humbler  kind;  where  the 
terraces  became  sprinkled  with  shops ;  and  so  into  the  High 
Street  of  Esbrough  town. 

Twelve  years  since  Myles  had  seen  it  last.  Twelve  years 
since  the  sturdy,  curly-haired  boy  at  his  side  was  carried,  a 
helpless  baby,  out  of  the  place  where  he  had  escaped  destruc¬ 
tion  as  narrowly  as  Lot.  Twelve  years  since  the  flames  of 
poor  Johnny  Armstrong’s  homestead  lit  up  the  Christmas 
sky.  Myles  looked  round.  There  was  very  little  change. 
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One  or  two  more  chimneys  showing  where  a  new  scrap-iron 
foundry  had  been  put  up ;  a  little  more  activity  in  the 
streets :  otherwise  the  same  dull  north-country  town  it  had 
always  been.  The  thriving  iron  trade  in  the  neighbouring 
town  of  Coalingford  threw  out  tendrils  here  and  there,  some 
of  which  struck  Esbrough,  causing  it  to  make  feeble  efforts 
at  creating  a  trade.  None  of  these  had  yet  succeeded  ;  Paul 
Bayliss,  one  of  the  unsuccessful,  represented  his  brother 
venturers  in  gloom  and  despondency.  The  shopkeepers 
stood  at  their  doors;  the  country-folk  lounged  at  the  inn- 
doors  ;  a  solitary  waggon  rumbled  along  the  cobbled  street ; 
and  a  single  pony-carriage  was  standing  before  a  draper’s 
shop.  A  sleepy  town  :  a  town  where  afternoon  seemed  the 
fittest  time  of  the  day  to  visit  it ;  a  town  without  interest 
and  without  history. 

££  Wait,”  said  Myles,  ££  wait  till  I  take  ye  to  the  church  !  ” 

He  led  the  way  to  the  Pack-Horse,  the  inn  which  he 
remembered  at  whose  doors,  on  the  Christmas  eve  when 
Jack  was  born,  he  had  stood  with  Johnny  Armstrong. 

There  was  a  new  landlord,  who  knew  him  not.  Myles 
was  disappointed.  The  place  which  had  looked  so  friendly 
became  cold.  But  he  stepped  inside  and  ordered  dinner, 
making  it  a  sumptuous  meal  by  way  of  greeting  for  Jack  to 
the  old  town. 

It  was  about  four  o’clock  when  he  led  the  boy  to  the  church. 
It  was  an  old  thirteenth-century  edifice,  with  a  square  tower 
to  which  no  steeple  had  ever  been  added.  A  church  with 
windows  of  rich  stained  glass,  with  flying  buttresses,  quaint 
gargoyles,  a  peal  of  bells,  and  a  great  churchyard  lying  around 
it,  piled  high  with  graves  and  mouldering  monuments.  The 
church  stood  on  a  little  hill,  and  from  its  porch  you  looked 
out  over  the  roofs  of  the  Esbrough  houses  to  the  sea  in  front 
and  a  long  stretch  of  green  land  on  either  side. 

The  church  door  was  open,  because  it  was  Saturday  even¬ 
ing  and  they  were  preparing  for  the  Sunday  services.  Myles 
took  the  boy  into  the  building.  It  was  the  first  time  he  had 
ever  been  in  a  church. 

In  the  chancel  was  a  monument  of  a  knight  with  crossed 
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legs ;  in  a  niche  knelt  a  figure  in  stone ;  monumental  slabs 
stood  upon  the  walls  ;  beneath  the  window  in  the  east  there 
ran  a  long  inscription  in  Latin ;  beneath  the  organ-gallery 
in  the  west  there  ran  an  inscription  in  English. 

“  Look  round  you,  boy,”  said  Myles,  almost  solemnly. 
“  Where  you  stand,”  he  went  on,  “  the  Armstrongs  is  buried  ; 
where  they  lies  buried,  there  they  reigned.  Eead  me  now. 
What  does  that  say  ?  ”  He  pointed  to  the  organ-loft. 

“Erected  and  beautified  by  John  Armstrong,  a.d.  1692.” 

“  Good.  And  now  read  that,  under  the  painted  glass.” 

It  was  in  queer  character,  the  like  of  which  the  boy  had 
never  seen. 

“  I  can’t  read  that,  Myles.” 

“No  more  can’t  I,  Jack,”  he  responded  cheerfully.  “But 
I  know  what  it  is.  It  says  that  John  Armstrong  put  up  that 
window  in  memory  of  Dame  Eleanor  his  wife.  I  know  all 
the  monuments.  I’ve  been  here  half  a  dozen  times  with  poor 
Johnny.  He  used  to  come  here  and  cry  when  he  thought 
how  rich  he  might  have  been.  See  that  stone  image,  with 
his  nose  knocked  off,  praying  in  the  corner  ? — that’s  Sir  John 
Armstrong,  Knight,  slain  at  the  battle  of  Elodden  Field.  See 
that  soldier  with  his  legs  crossed? — that’s  Sir  John  Arm¬ 
strong  as  he  came  back  from  the  Crusades.  When  his  hands 
was  on  him  it  was  a  spakin’  likeness.  Look  at  all  the  slabs 
upon  the  wall — what  are  they  but  John  Armstrong — John 
Armstrong  ?  Them’s  your  ancestors,  Jack,  my  boy.  Now  you 
know  why  I  tould  you  to  lift  your  head  high  and  stick  out 
your  chin,  bekase  we  were  coming  to  your  own  place.  May¬ 
be,”  he  went  on  with  a  shudder,  not  being  accustomed  to  the 
religious  gloom  of  old  churches  ;  “  maybe  there’s  the  ghosts 
of  all  the  Armstrongs  about  us  at  the  present.  They’re  come 
to  look  at  you,  Jack.  You’re  the  last  of  the  lot.  Come  out 
now,  and  I’ll  show  you  where  your  father  and  your  mother 
is  buried,  both  together.  All  that  there  was  of  him,  poor 
Johnny.” 

The  tombstone  erected  by  Paid  Bayliss  stood  at  the  north 
end  of  the  chancel,  in  the  churchyard.  A  blackberry  bush 
and  a  rose-tree  grew  over  it,  throwing  long  arms  over  the 
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grave  and  hiding  the  inscription  on  the  stone.  Myles  beat 
them  down  with  his  stick. 

“  Now,  Jack ;  read  that.” 

The  boy  read,  with  a  strange  new  feeling  upon  him : 

.Sacrcti  to  tljc  fKemorg 

OF 

JOHN  ARMSTRONG, 

WHO  DIED  DECEMBER  24,  1 848,  AGED  30  ; 

AND  OF 

SUSAN,  HIS  WIFE, 

WHO  DIED  THE  SAME  NIGHT,  AGED  24. 

“  Ay,”  said  Myles.  “  It  was  good  of  Paul  Bayliss.  To¬ 
morrow  we’ll  go  and  see  him.  There’s  your  father  and  your 
mother,  and  you  niver  saw  neither.  Now,  Jack,  give  me 
your  hand— so.  Stand  on  the  top  of  your  own  father’s  tomb¬ 
stone,  and  tell  me  what  you  see.” 

“  Fields,  Myles ;  and  roofs  of  houses,  and  the  sea.” 

“The  fields  belonged  to  the  Armstrongs.  Ay!  and  do 
still,”  he  added,  with  an  Irishman’s  belief  in  the  inalienable 
nature  of  land.  “Just  as  Pettigo  belongs  to  the  Cuolahans 
in  spite  of  the  Earl  of  Enniskillen.  Yours,  Jack — if  every¬ 
body  had  his  rights.  The  houses  stand  where  there  used  to 
be  more  fields  belonging  to  the  Armstrongs.  And  even  the 
sea’s  yourn  by  right,  because  the  Armstrongs  had  the  fishing. 
Take  a  good  look  round,  Jack.” 

He  lifted  the  boy  to  the  ground. 

“  A  gentleman,  boy,  by  birth.  And  that’s  better  than  any 
other  kind  of  gentleman,  because  you  can’t  make  him  nor 
train  him.  Remember  that  always.  A  gentleman,  Jack.” 

Jack’s  notions  of  a  gentleman,  like  his  idea  of  a  prince,  were 
considerably  confused.  But  Myles’s  admonition  had  an  effect. 
He  never  forgot  the  Armstrongs  in  the  church,  or  the  broad 
expanse  of  the  Armstrong  estates  as  seen  from  the  old  church¬ 
yard.  The  experience  of  this  day  bore  its  fruit  in  the  after  years. 

As  they  returned  through  the  town  Jack  caught  Myles  by 
the  arm. 
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“  Look,  Myles,  look  !  There’s  Cardiff  Jack.” 

Myles  looked,  and  saw  a  man,  bent  and  stooping,  making 
off  as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carry  him. 

“  That’s  not  Cardiff  Jack,  boy,”  he  said.  “  Cardiff  Jack’s 
never  got  so  low  as  to  be  gridling  on  the  main  drag — singing, 
I  mean,  on  the  high-road.  Cardiff  Jack’s  a  gentleman.” 

Remembering  Myles’s  last  advice,  never  to  forget  that  he 
himself  was  a  gentleman,  the  boy  felt  his  power  of  defining 
what  some  people  have  called  “  that  grand  old  Saxon  word,” 
gentleman,  grow  less  and  less.  He  was  to  be  a  gentleman ; 
all  the  Armstrongs  had  been  gentlemen  :  Captain  Cardiff  was 
a  gentleman  who  wrote  lying  letters,  and  got  prison  for  his 
reward.  Was  he,  then,  to  imitate  Captain  Cardiff?  He  put 
the  problem  behind  him,  and  waited  for  further  information. 

“But  it  was  Captain  Cardiff,  Myles,”  he  persisted.  “I 
saw  him  look  up,  and  he  knew  us  ;  and  then  he  turned  round 
and  ran  away.” 

“Well,  if  it  was,”  said  Myles,  “very  likely  there  will  be  a 
fight.  I’m  not  afraid  of  Cardiff  Jack  any  day.” 

Then  he  remembered  his  appointment,  and  prepared  to 
keep  it. 

“  Let  me  go  part  of  the  way  with  you,”  Jack  asked. 

They  set  out,  Myles  buying  a  spade  at  the  nearest  shop, 
on  the  road  by  which  they  had  entered  the  town.  The  sun 
was  low  now,  but  there  was  still  an  hour  of  daylight  left 
when  they  struck  upon  the  lonely  road  along  the  sea-shore 
which  led  to  the  place  of  assignation. 

“ ’Tis  a  wild  spot,  isn’t  it?”  said  Myles.  “A  place  to 
murder  your  enemy  in,  and  no  one  to  know  anything  about 
it — see  now — and  throw  him  in  the  ditch.  Did  I  ever  tell 
you  of  the  Black  Piper  of  Pettigo?  Wait,  then,  till  you’re  a 
bit  older,  Jack,  when  I’ll  let  you  have  the  most  bloodthirsty 
story  in  all  Ireland.  Don’t  come  any  further.  Go  away  back 
to  the  town,  and  take  your  book  and  a  candle,  and  a  bit  of 
supper,  and  go  to  bed.  I’ve  got  an  hour’s  job  for  that  prince 
of  sinners  and  devil-raisers,  Bastable.” 

Jack  turned  obediently,  and  began  his  way  back  to  the 
town,  singing,  as  was  his  wont  whenever  he  was  alone.  I 


144 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


think  his  songs  were  not  remarkable  for  correctness  of  air, 
because  they  were  picked  up  anyhow ;  nor  were  they  accom¬ 
modated  with  the  proper  words,  because  he  learned  one  half 
and  made  up  the  rest ;  but  they  were  as  true  to  time  as  the 
thrill  of  the  blackbird  or  the  jug-jug  of  the  nightingale. 
Heaven  makes  us  singing  birds,  or  silent  birds — sometimes 
cawing,  discordant  birds ;  and  whether  we  are  taught  or  not, 
we  sing  according  to  our  gifts,  with  what  voices  we  have. 

The  boy  marched  along  in  step  with  the  jolly  song  he  was 
trolling  forth,  swinging  his  limbs,  sometimes  running  and 
jumping,  always  with  the  face  of  high  resolve  which  was  as 
yet  only  prophetic,  because  he  was  not  old  enough  to  have 
resolved  anything.  Perhaps  David  had  such  a  face  in  the 
early  days  upon  the  slopes  of  Judah,  while  he  sat  upon  the 
hill-side,  looking  down  upon  the  Wady  where  Jesse  had  his 
vineyards,  while  the  lion  which  he  killed  lurked  in  the  rocks 
at  his  feet,  and  tried  to  make  up  his  mind  whether  it  was 
worth  while  to  rob  the  flock  and  slay  the  shepherd.  With 
the  lion,  taking  counsel,  was  his  friend  the  bear,  as  may  be 
read  ;  and  between  them  they  made  a  mess  of  it.  Now  David, 
as  we  know,  like  little  Jack,  was  a  boy  “  ruddy,  and  withal 
of  a  beautiful  countenance,  and  goodly  to  look  to.” 

Jack’s  eyes  were  not  so  sharp,  nor  his  ears  so  keen,  as  to 
hear  footsteps  behind  them  as  he  came  down  from  the  town 
with  Myles.  Nor  did  he  know  that  the  man  whom  he  had 
pointed  out  to  the  pedlar  was  creeping  af^er  them,  half  hiding 
under  the  hedge,  and  keeping  so  far  behind  as  just  to  hold 
them  in  sight  and  no  more.  Nor,  when  he  turned  and  left 
Myles  just  past  the  corner  of  the  road,  did  he  notice  the  man 
duck  his  head  and  hide  where  an  empty,  half-ruined  hut 
gave  him  an  opportunity. 

Along  the  middle  of  the  road  came  the  boy,  singing  lustily. 
In  the  shingle  hut,  which  had  been  put  up  for  the  accom¬ 
modation  of  the  coastguard,  but  which  was  now  roofless, 
crouched  a  figure  watching  the  child  through  a  hole  in  the 
wooden  wall.  A  figure  in  rags,  barefooted,  looking  half 
famished  and  wholly  broken  down ;  his  fingers  clutched 
nervously  the  handle  of  a  thick  tramp’s  stick  ;  his  legs  were 
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gathered  up  under  his  body,  in  an  attitude  of  expectancy, 
ready  for  a  spring ;  his  face  was  the  face  of  Cardiff  Jack,  but 
strangely  altered  for  the  worse  since  last  we  saw  it.  His 
cheeks  were  fallen,  and  his  eyes  were  bloodshot;  the  innumer¬ 
able  crow’s-feet  might  have  been  multiplied  a  hundred-fold, 
so  seamy  and  spider-webbed  with  lines  was  he ;  his  lips  were 
trembling,  not  with  passion,  but  with  that  nervous  affection 
which  sometimes  rewards  the  steady  tippler.  For  Mr.  Cardiff 
was  down  upon  his  luck.  He  had  worked  out  his  six  months 
with  infinite  disgust,  missing  the  little  creature-comforts  of 
life,  and  the  agreeable  society  to  which  he  had  been  accus¬ 
tomed.  And  on  emerging  from  his  cell,  he  found  that  every¬ 
thing  went  wrong  with  him.  Three  short  months  of  bad 
luck,  and  drink,  brought  the  once  gallant  Captain  Cardiff — 
almost  as  famous  in  his  way  as  Claude  Duval — -to  the  condi¬ 
tion  of  a  tramp  singing  a  psalm  along  the  street  for  coppers. 
That  was  the  result  of  Jack’s  information.  His  present  misery 
was  due  to  the  boy :  and  now — now — after  many  days,  the 
opportunity  was  come,  and  the  boy  was  within  his  grasp. 
The  immoral  crust  which  lay  about  the  Captain’s  better 
nature  had  not  been  softened  by  prison  discipline  :  the  words 
of  the  chaplain  fell  on  soil  as  arid  as  the  slopes  of  Sinai :  Mr. 
Cardiff  was  a  worse  man,  not  a  better,  for  his  six  months  of 
gaol.  In  the  long  hours  of  solitude  he  only  felt  how  his  con¬ 
viction  would  sap  his  credit  with  the  “profession,”  and  destroy 
his  prestige ;  he  only  longed  for  some  opportunity,  like  the 
present,  to  meet  the  boy,  alone  with  him  alone — solus  cum 
solo — and  have  it  out.  He  was  disgraced — not  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world,  for  which  he  cared  nothing,  but  in  the  eyes  of  his 
friends,  the  rogues  inferior  to  himself  because  they  lacked  his 
superior  luck,  audacity,  and  cunning.  He  might,  some  day, 
have  revenge. 

And  the  day  was  come.  With  an  empty  pocket,  with  a 
heart  full  of  rage,  he  was  grinding  out  his  miserable  psalm 
along  the  street,  when  before  him,  unexpected  and  unhoped 
for,  stood  Myles  and  Jack.  He  sneaked  round  corners  watch¬ 
ing  them  ;  not  hoping  to  do  more  than  follow  and  track  them 
down.  He  crept  out  after  them  along  the  road;  he  saw 
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Myles  dismiss  the  boy;  and  he  hid  in  the  house,  with  his 
pulses  beating,  impatient  of  his  vengeance. 

But  as  yet  he  did  not  know  how  to  take  it.  Revenge  is  a 
thing  that  sometimes  disappoints  one.  You  may  kill,  you 
may  torture  your  enemy ;  but  the  deed  once  done,  it  is  over 
for  him,  and  you  yourself  feel  just  as  angry  as  before.  That 
is  the  worst  of  it.  Cardiff  Jack  wanted,  in  some  wild  way,  to 
make  the  boy  feel  the  mischief  he  had  done ;  to  make  him 
participate  in  his  own  sufferings ;  and  he  could  not,  in  these 
few  moments  of  reflection,  think  how  this  was  to  be  done. 
However,  there  was  not  much  time  for  doubt.  The  boy  passed 
the  hut,  suspecting  nothing.  Suddenly  he  heard  a  footstep, 
and  a  sort  of  rush  upon  him  from  behind,  as  with  a  roar,  like 
a  wild  beast,  the  injured  letter- writer  sprang  upon  him  and 
dragged  him  backwards  to  the  ground. 

When  Jack  turned  up  his  eyes,  as  he  was  lying  flat  on  his 
back  along  the  road,  with  those  two  fierce  hands  clutching  at 
his  arms,  he  discovered  that  he  was  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Car¬ 
diff,  and  clearly  perceived  that  a  thrashing,  at  least,  was  going 
to  happen  to  him — probably  a  very  superior  thrashing.  So 
he  remarked,  as  if  he  was  not  in  the  least  anxious  about  it — 

“I  told  Myles  you  were  in  the  town.  He  will  be  back 
here  presently;  so  you  had  better  make  haste  and  let  me  go.” 

The  man  only  hissed ;  he  was  in  such  a  rage  that  he  could 
not  even  swear.  At  intervals,  words  not  found  in  diction¬ 
aries,  and  the  fragments  of  words  apparently  used  in  a  per¬ 
verted  sense,  fell  from  his  lips  like  the  pearls  from  those  of 
the  young  lady  in  the  fable.  But  Jack  had  heard  many  such 
words  in  his  life,  and  was  little  moved  by  them. 

“  Let  me  go  !  ”  he  repeated,  trying  to  get  away.  But  the 
man’s  fingers  held  him  like  a  vice. 

“  Let  you  go  ?  ”  cried  Mr.  Cardiff,  in  a  hoarse,  unnatural 
voice.  “  Let  you  go  ?  When  I’ve  murdered  you  !  when  I’ve 
torn  the  flesh  off  your  bones— -when  I’ve  wrung  your  neck — 
when  I’ve  broken  your  ribs — when  I’ve  smashed  your  skull 
- — when  I’ve  put  out  your  eyes  !  Let  you  go  ?  I’ll  roast  you 
to  death  at  a  slow  fire — I’ll  boil  you  and  scald  you — I’ll  tear 


THIS  SON  OF  YULCAN. 


147 


you  witli  pincers — I’ll  lock  you  up  and  cut  you  to  pieces  bit 

by  bit — I’ll  ” -  Here  bis  voice  failed  bim  again,  and  be  fell 

back  upon  those  fragments  of  words  above  referred  to,  wbicb 
in  their  entirety  are  the  household  parlance  of  half  the 
English-speaking  race.  It  must  be  understood  that,  out  of 
respect  for  the  memory  of  Captain  Cardiff,  now  deceased,  we 
have  purposely  omitted  the  garnish  and  ornament  with  which 
he  set  off  these  short  and  pithy  sentences. 

He  dragged  the  boy  to  his  feet,  holding  him  still  with  one 
hand,  while  with  the  other,  in  a  feeble  sort  of  way,  for  his 
wrath  made  him  purposeless,  he  dabbed  him  about  the  head 
and  face.  Jack  looked  up  and  down  the  road.  There  was  no 
one — not  a  soul  in  sight ;  only,  far  out  to  sea,  the  smoke  of  a 
passing  steamer ;  only  the  cry  of  wild-fowl  in  the  air ;  only 
the  lapping  of  the  waves  upon  the  shore. 

“  No  one  to  see  us,”  said  his  captor.  a  No  one  to  hear  you 
when  you  scream.  So  you  needn’t  look.” 

“  I  shall  not  scream,”  said  Jack  quietly. 

“  You  won’t  ?  We  shall  see.  Scream  now !  ” 

He  struck  him  violently  with  his  fist  on  the  face,  so  that 
the  blood  spouted  from  the  child’s  nose,  but  he  uttered  no  cry. 

“  Scream  !  You  shall  scream  so  that  you  are  heard  for  ten 
miles  round.  You  shall  scream  so  that  this  night  shall  be  re¬ 
membered  in  all  the  country  as  the  night  of  Cardiff  Jack’s 
revenge.  Ay !  if  I  swing  for  it,  I  will  murder  you.  Then 
all  mean,  creeping  spies  and  informers  shall  tremble  when 
they  read  of  it — Captain  Cardiff’s  revenge.  How  to  do  it — 
how  to  do  it !  ” 

Jack  thought  it  best  to  hold  his  tongue.  After  all,  it  is 
not  for  the  victim  to  suggest  his  own  torture,  but  rather  to 
pray  that  some  of  the  fiercer  forms  may  be  forgotten.  Isaac 
of  York,  no  doubt,  when  his  teeth  were  pulled  out,  remembered 
how  the  king’s  gridiron  had  been  employed  in  cooking  living 
steaks,  and  found  consolation  in  the  thought. 

“  How  to  do  it !  ”  The  man  was  mad  for  the  time ;  he  was 
mad  with  the  desire  for  revenge,  with  the  memory  of  priva¬ 
tion,  with  the  drink  that  was  in  his  veins :  he  was  mad,  and 
had  it  occurred  to  him  to  beat  out  the  boy’s  brains  there  and 
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then,  there  would  have  been  an  end  of  this  novel,  and  only  a 
chapter  in  the  Newgate  Calendar.  But  it  did  not  occur  to 
him  ;  what  he  was  thinking  about  was  to  find  some  means  of 
torturing  the  boy  to  death ;  some  subtle  mode  of  refined 
cruelty,  for  Mr.  Cardiff  was  no  common  ruffian,  which  should 
gratify  his  revenge,  slowly,  slowly,  and  prolong  the  agonies 
of  the  little  villain  who  had  wrought  him  all  this  evil. 

“  There’s  a  place,”  he  said  at  last,  as  if  speaking  to  himself : 
“  there’s  a  place,  half  a  mile  away  from  here  or  so,  where 
there’s  a  little  bay.  There’s  no  boat  ever  sails  in  that  bay, 
and  no  man,  woman,  or  child  that  ever  comes  nigh  that  spot 
at  night.  And  there’s  something  there  that  will  do  for  me. 
I  slept  there  last  night  under  a  tree,  and  I  saw  what  you 
shall  feel.  There’s  no  one  to  see  us,  and  Myles  Cuolahan, 
when  he  passes  this  way  home,  will  hear  your  screams  and 
wonder  where  they  were.  In  the  morning,  when  you  are 
dead,  I  shall  bury  you  there,  and  no  one  will  ever  learn  where 
you  died  or  what  became  of  you.  And  then  I  shall  prosper. 
Come.” 

Jack  went  with  him,  knowing  how  useless  it  was  to  resist, 
but  with  a  sinking  heart.  At  least  he  would  not  scream ; 
but  what  was  to  be  done  to  him  ? 

The  sun  was  getting  lower,  and  as  they  turned  east  the 
black  rack  of  clouds  lowered  heavily  before  his  eyes,  and  all 
the  brightness  went  out  of  the  world  and  out  of  the  boy’s  heart. 
And  yet  he  neither  trembled,  nor  begged  for  mercy,  nor  spoke 
a  single  word  of  fear,  as  he  marched  manfully  along  to  his 
fate,  as  bravely  as  ever  revolutionist  marched  out  to  Satory 
to  be  shot,  or  aristocrat  sat  in  the  tumbril  waiting  his  turn. 

“  When  you  are  dying,  little  devil,”  said  Mr.  Cardiff  cheer¬ 
fully,  “  you  can  think  of  the  letter  that  you  delivered  for  me, 
and  the  message  that  you  gave  with  it.  You  will  say  to 
yourself,  So  ought  all  informers  to  be  served.  And  you  will 
wish  you  had  it  to  do  all  over  again,  when  you  would  do  it 
all  over  again  very  differently.” 

It  was  a  weak  sort  of  speech  for  an  intending  murderer  to 
make,  but  there  are  times  of  great  emotion  when  words  spring 
up  to  our  lips  like  the  bubbles  on  boiling  water,  meaning 
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nothing,  and  of  no  use,  except  to  show  the  excitement  that 
rages  below.  Jack,  whose  knowledge  of  human  nature  was 
naturally  inferior  to  that  of  his  historian,  took  the  mildness 
of  the  speech  for  a  change  in  the  speaker’s  intentions,  and 
congratulated  himself  for  the  moment  on  the  favourable 
alteration  of  his  captor’s  sentiments. 

Meantime  the  man  was  dragging  the  boy  through  a  gap  in 
the  hedge,  and  across  a  sea-side  field  like  that  where  Mr. 
Bastable  had  been  surveying  with  a  rod  the  day  before.  A 
field  without  a  path  on  it ;  a  wide  stretch  of  green,  rank  and 
tufted,  and  near  the  shore  sloppy  and  muddy.  It  was 
separated  by  little  ditches  full  of  stagnant  black  water,  where 
efts  and  such  creatures  are  found,  and  by  broken-down  rails. 
There  were  no  hedges  ;  there  was  no  house  in  sight ;  there 
was  no  sign  of  life  ;  there  were  no  trees — only  a  hundred 
yards  or  so  inland  stood  a  row  of  trees  bent  and  blown  all  in 
one  direction  by  the  prevalent  sea-breeze,  while  on  a  little 
hillock  before  them  was  a  plantation  of  black  firs.  Their  way 
lay  eastward  ;  the  long  line  of  hills  before  the  boy’s  eyes 
looked  black  and  dreary,  the  bank  of  cloud  behind  their  crest 
grew  every  moment  darker,  heavier,  and  more  threatening. 

The  man  muttered  to  himself,  staggering  sometimes  as  if 
from  weakness,  but  it  was  from  passion.  He  held  the  boy 
firmly  by  the  shirt-collar  and  jacket,  but  offered  no  further 
violence  for  the  present.  His  lips  moved  as  if  they  were  in 
silent  communion  with  his  soul,  as  indeed  they  were ;  and 
his  fingers,  ever  and  anon,  took  a  tighter  grasp  of  the  boy’s 
shoulders. 

When  they  came  to  a  ditch  the  man  took  the  child  in  his 
arms  and  jumped  over  with  him ;  when  they  came  to  a  paling 
he  carried  the  boy  while  he  stepped  over  it ;  never  leaving 
hold  of  him  for  one  minute.  And  Jack’s  courage  fell  lower 
and  lower  as  they  receded  further  from  the  road  and  the  place 
grew  more  and  more  silent  and  solitary. 

Presently  Jack  saw  some  object  before  him  standing  out 
against  the  sky,  a  queer  thing,  seeming  in  the  evening  light 
to  be  some  giant  animal  on  its  back,  holding  up  long  arms,  a 
dozen  or  more,  against  the  sky.  It  was  immediately  in  front 
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of  the  little  hillock  crowned  with  pines  that  this  strange  thing 
lay.  The  sea  made  a  sharp,  unexpected  little  gulf  here  by 
the  aid  of  a  low  tongue  of  land.  The  sand  ran  nearly  to  the 
foot  of  the  pines.  Beyond  the  sand,  of  course,  was  the  mud. 
And  the  strange  thing  was  lying  in  the  mud. 

Seeing  it,  Captain  Cardiff  gave  a  shout  of  triumph. 

“We’re  coming  to  it,  little  devil,”  he  growled.  “We’re 
coming  to  it,  at  last.  And  now  you  shall  see  what  it  is  to 
offend  Jack  Cardiff.” 

It  was  a  sedgy,  dreary  shore  which  lay  round  the  little 
bay ;  a  shore  on  which  the  reedy  grass  grew  in  patches  quite 
close  to  the  line  of  weed — not  real,  honest  seaweed,  green 
and  bright,  smelling  of  ozone  and  lying  piled  in  masses  of 
twisted  ribbons,  mixed  with  sand  and  shells  and  the  back¬ 
bones  of  cuttle-fish,  such  as  we  see  on  the  south  coast  and  at 
the  back  of  the  Isle  of  Wight ;  but  a  mixture  of  black  mud 
and  grey-green  weed,  in  which  foul  worms  crept  and  sea-slugs 
found  a  temporary  home ;  weed  where  the  wild  ducks  came 
to  look  for  food,  and  found  it  in  the  foolish  worms  and  slugs. 
The  fringe  of  weed  lay  close  to  the  patches  of  grass  and  below 
a  cliff  of  at  least  a  foot  high ;  and  beyond  the  weed  was  spread 
the  mud  :  beyond  the  mud  you  saw  the  bright  waters  of  the 
German  Ocean  creeping  slowly  upwards  as  the  tide  was  rising. 

And  on  the  shore  Mr.  Cardiff  sat  down  and  heaved  a 
mighty  sigh. 

“  At  last !  ”  he  said.  “  Boy  and  devil,  in  the  prison  where 
you  sent  me  I  made  a  vow.  I  swore  that  I  would  follow  you. 
I  took  a  solemn  oath  on  the  Bible  that  they  left  in  my  cell 
that  I  would  have  revenge,  sooner  or  later.  I’ve  found  it 
sooner.  Now,  you’ve  got  to  die.” 

Jack  answered  nothing,  only  he  remembered  his  word — 
that  nothing  should  make  him  scream,  and  braced  his  little 
heart  for  the  worst ;  for  now  he  saw  that  it  was  a  grim  reality, 
and  that  the  man  meant  the  worst  that  he  could  do. 

“  It’s  come  sooner  than  I  expected,”  said  Mr.  Cardiff — 
“  much  sooner.  Now  sit  down,  and  pull  off  my  boots.” 

This  surprising  commencement  of  a  violent  death  so 
astonished  Jack  that  he  only  stared. 
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“  Sit  down,  I  say.  No ;  kneel  down,  and  pull  off  my  boots.” 
The  boy  knelt  down  and  unlaced  bis  captor’s  boots,  a  work 
winch,  owing  to  the  complication  of  knots,  and  the  intermix¬ 
ture  of  leather  and  string,  took  him  some  time.  However, 
Mr.  Cardiff  seemed  in  no  hurry,  sitting  in  patience,  only  look¬ 
ing  to  see  that  the  work  was  really  under  weigh,  until  it  was 
finished.  He  wore,  perhaps  from  caprice — English  gentlemen 
are  apt  to  be  eccentric — no  stockings  at  all. 

“  Tuck  up  my  trousers,”  he  said,  “  as  high  as  they  will  go.” 
Jack  dutifully  rolled  them  up — they  were  a  loose  and  ill- 
fitting  pair — till  they  reached  to  a  foot  or  so  above  the  knees. 
It  is  a  remarkable  fact  that  in  after  life  the  sight  of  a  man’s 
bare  leg,  even  if  it  was  as  well  shapen  as  that  of  Mr.  Cardiff’s, 
always  gave  him  a  disagreeable  feeling,  as  if  some  one  was 
reviving  an  unpleasant  recollection. 

“  There’s  a  leg !  ”  said  Mr.  Cardiff  complacently,  smiting 
the  right  member  with  the  hollow  of  his  hand.  “  There’s  the 
leg,  you  little  devil,  that  you  shut  up  in  prison  for  six  months. 
And  those  are  the  feet — handsomer  feet  never  walked — that 
had  to  take  exercise  in  a  prison-yard.  Do  you  think  you  will 
ever  have  such  a  leg  and  such  a  foot  ?  Never,  because  you 
are  going  to  die.  Perhaps  you  don’t  know  what  that  means  ? 
You’ll  soon  find  out.  And  all  the  time  you’re  dying,  just  you 

think,  only  you  just  say  to  yourself,  ‘  It  serves  me  d - d  well 

right,  ’cos  I  got  Captain  Cardiff,  the  best  and  foremost  of  all 
the  letter  writers  in  England,  six  months’  quod.’  And  now 
I  think  we’re  ’most  ready.  Stay.  Go  down  on  your  knees 
to  me  and  say  after  me.  Kneel  down,  I  say.” 

Jack  knelt. 

“  Say,  1  Captain  Cardiff — noble  Captain  Cardiff,  king  of 
the  begging  letter- writers.’  ” 

Jack  repeated. 

“  I  repent,  and  am  very  sorry - ” 

“  I  repent,  and  am  very  sorry - ” 

11  That  by  word  or  deed,  by  act  or  speech - ” 

“  That  by  word  or  deed,  by  act  or  speech - •” 

“  I  got  you  six  months’  quod - ” 

“  I  did  not  get  you  sixty  years’  quod.” 
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Mr.  Cardiff  started  to  liis  feet  with  a  surprise  that,  but  for 
the  determination  in  his  breast,  might  have  led  to  milder 
counsels.  As  it  was,  he  swore  an  oath  as  great  as  any  that 
William  Rufus,  or  even  a  Californian,  ever  set  his  lips  to — 
an  oath  so  full,  so  round,  so  blasphemous,  that  not  even  the 
gravity  of  the  occasion  could  justify  it.  It  was  more  than 
equal  to  the  subject:  like  the  duty  of  the  Marlborough 
master,  it  was  overdone,  and  smacked  of  priggishness.  Yet, 
to  those  who  knew  the  man,  there  was  nothing  of  unreality  or 
affectation  in  it.  Mr.  Cardiff,  on  the  occasion  of  the  greatest 
surprise  in  his  whole  life,  simply  employed  the  biggest  oath 
that  he  possessed.  That  once  discharged,  he  relapsed,  after 
the  manner  of  inferior  artists,  into  numerous  commonplace 
damns.  And  then,  for  he  had  never  once  let  the  boy  go,  even 
when  he  was  pulling  off  his  boots,  he  turned  him  round  face 
to  face  with  the  queer  thing  that  he  had  noticed  on  the  way. 

“  Look  there,  boy,”  he  said,  with  a  certain  grandeur,  “  see 
your  grave.” 

It  did  not  look  like  Jack’s  idea  of  a  grave,  being  the  wreck, 
consisting  of  rib-bones  and  a  bit  of  keel,  of  an  old  coaling 
craft  that  had  got  washed  up  into  the  bay  some  dark  night 
many  years  before,  and  now  lay,  sticking  in  the  mud  with  its 
ribs  held  up  aloft,  waiting  till  time  and  the  waves  should 
separate  the  upright  timbers  from  the  keel.  The  decks  were 
all  gone,  and  the  poop  and  the  bows ;  and  there  was  nothing 
left  at  all  save  the  frame  and  the  keel. 

“  I  slept  here  last  night,”  said  Mr.  Cardiff,  rubbing  his  foot 
meditatively,  which  he  had  struck  upon  a  sharp  reed — “  I 
slept  here  last  night,  because  I  had  lost  my  way,  and  because 
I  had  no  money  if  I  found  it.  I  slept  beneath  those  trees, 
and  I  watched  the  tide  come  up  in  the  moonlight.  First  it 
covered  all  the  mud,  and  then  it  covered  the  old  keel  there ; 
and  then  it  climbed  up  the  ribs  slowly — little  devil,  slowly — 
and  then  it  covered  them  too.  I  lay  and  watched.  I  was 
cold,  and  I  had  no  drink,  no  tobacco,  no  covering.  Through 
you  I  was  hungry — through  you ;  and  when  I  went  to  sleep, 
I  had  a  dream.  I  dreamed  that  I  was  here  with  you,  just  as 
I  am  now;  and  the  tide  was  rising,  just  as  it  is  now;  and 
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the  moon  was  shining,  just  as  it  will  be  presently  ;  and  that 
I  was  doing  with  you  just  what  I  am  doing  now.”' 

He  threw  the  boy,  who  made  no  kind  of  resistance,  over 
his  shoulder,  and  stepped  out  upon  the  sand  first,  and  then 
into  the  mud.  The  wreck  lay  a  hundred  yards  out,  and  the 
mud  was  more  than  knee-deep ;  so  that  it  took  a  long  time 
to  wade  through  it.  It  was  reached  at  last,  and,  mounting 
on  the  sunken  keel,  which  lay  a  foot  or  more  deep  in  the 
black  mud,  Mr.  Cardiff  set  to  woi’k.  Close  to  his  hand  stood 
the  shortest  rib  of  any,  a  piece  of  bent  oak,  from  which  some 
one — a  passing  labourer,  perhaps — had  sawn  the  upper  part, 
leaving  about  eight  feet  of  wood.  "Where  it  bent  round,  a 
large  nail,  red  and  rusty,  projected  some  six  inches.  Mr. 
Cardiff  took  the  unresisting  boy,  and  placed  him  with  his 
back  against  the  wood,  so  that  he  faced  the  land,  one  of  his 
feet  supported  by  the  nail.  Then  he  drew  from  his  trousers 
pocket  a  piece  of  string,  good  stout  whip-cord. 

“  Lucky  I  had  this,  little  devil,”  he  murmured.  “  If  I 
hadn’t  thought  of  this  bit  o’  string,  I  might  have  had  to 
brain  you.  This  is  a  much  better  way,  this  is.” 

He  tied  the  cord  round  the  boy’s  body,  running  it  round 
and  round,  leaving  only  his  arms  free,  and  binding  his  feet, 
so  that  he  had  no  power  of  moving  them  at  all.  When  he 
was  tied  up  so  tight,  secured  with  so  many  knots,  that  there 
was  no  chance  at  all  of  his  being  able  to  move,  he  stepped 
back  upon  the  mud.  As  his  weight  left  the  keel,  the  poor 
old  wreck  gave  a  sensible  lurch.  The  mud  was  softer,  be¬ 
cause  the  tide  was  rising,  and  the  man’s  movements  on  the 
wreck  disturbed  the  settlement  of  years. 

Then  the  ruffian  boxed  the  boy’s  ears.  It  was  the  last 
outrage,  and  it  seemed  the  most  cruel.  If  the  tears  stood  in 
the  boy’s  eyes,  if  his  cheek  was  pale,  if  his  mouth  quivered, 
his  steady  gaze  never  dropped,  nor  did  his  courage  fail,  nor 
did  he  scream. 

“  I  now,”  said  Mr.  Cardiff,  “  step  ashore.  You  will  see 
me,  if  you  turn  your  head,  sit  down  on  the  shore,  and  light 
my  pipe.  Presently  you  will  feel  the  water  flowing  round 
your  feet.  Then  it  will  reach  to  your  knees.  I  shall  be 
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looking  on  all  the  time.  Then  you  will  feel  it  mount  higher 
and  higher,  but  you  will  not  be  able  to  move.  After  two  or 
three  hours,  you  will  feel  it  round  your  neck.  I  shall  be 
looking  on  all  the  time,  for  there  will  be  a  fine  moon  to-night. 
Then  you  will  begin  to  scream,  and  I  shall  laugh.  You  won’t 
scream  very  long,  for  the  water  will  mount  over  your  face  and 
drown  you,  drown  you,  drown  you,  and  I  shall  be  there  to  see.” 

Arid  saying  this,  the  miserable  man  plunged  again  into 
the  mud,  and  waded  back  to  shore,  leaving  Jack  tied  to  the 
beam,  awaiting  his  fate. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

MYLES,  who  was  little  better  than  a  child,  found  his  spirits 
droop  when  Jack  left  him.  The  place  was  lonely;  the 
evening  was  falling ;  before  him  the  setting  sun  made  athwart 
the  waters  a  luminous  broad  path,  as  inviting  as  the  flowery 
slope  of  Avernus ;  the  hills  of  the  Durham  coast,  over  which 
he  was  sinking,  were  as  golden  and  as  bright  as  the  rack  of 
cloud  which  lay  above  them ;  behind  the  Irishman,  as  he 
marched  along,  his  shadow  followed,  lengthening  every 
moment,  so  that  when  he  looked  round  it  seemed  like  some 
gigantic  Jinn,  armed  with  the  strange  and  awful  instrument 
into  which  the  shadow  converted  the  spade.  On  the  right  of 
him  stretched  the  sand  and  mud  :  where  the  wavelets  quietly 
lapped  the  black  and  shiny  surface,  there  ran  and  hopped 
about  a  flock  of  ox-birds  or  dunlins,  digging  out  the  juicy 
slugs  from  the  mud,  and  chattering  to  each  other  in  their 
sweet  low  tones,  suggestive  of  mutual  confidences  and  belief 
in  the  multitudinous  existence  of  worms.  No  doubt  in  the 
mud  the  worms  were  whispering  to  each  other  their  own 
hymns  of  thankfulness  for  warm  weather,  and  of  faith  in  the 
permanence  of  feeding  grounds  and  the  certainty  of  life.  The 
road  along  which  Myles  walked  was  a  mere  track  over  the 
sand ;  and  was  fringed  with  the  long,  fine  grass,  and  those 
flowers  which  flourish  on  a  sandy  shore.  There  grew  the  sea- 
holly,  like  a  thistle  with  its  blue  flowers  and  sad  grey  leaves. 
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There  was  the  yellow-horned  poppy,  its  large  splay-leaved 
flowers  just  closing  their  petals  for  the  night,  and  hanging 
their  heads  among  the  hoary  foliage.  There  was  the  white 
flower  of  the  scurvy-grass ;  there  were  the  pink  blossom  of 
the  thrift,  and  the  tufted  flower-stalk  of  the  sea-lavender. 
The  birds  rose  at  the  sound  of  Myles’s  feet,  and  the  flowers 
were  crushed  beneath  his  heavy  tread ;  but  he  took  small 
notice  of  these  trifles.  The  evening  oppressed  him :  there 
was  a  dead  silence ;  there  was  no  wind,  and  it  was  warm.  He 
began  to  be  afraid,  as  if  something  was  going  to  happen.  Ho 
warning  voice  told  him  what  it  was,  and  that  but  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  behind,  Jack  was  lying  on  the  ground  in  the  clutches 
of  a  man  maddened  with  the  lust  of  revenge.  Then  he  began 
to  whistle,  but  stopped,  because  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  some 
one  else  was  whistling.  Then  he  looked  round  nervously, 
shook  himself  together,  laughed,  and  began  to  sing  aloud. 
First  he  began  a  gipsy  song — not  one  of  those  from  Charles 
Leland’s  book — 

“  ’Tis  of  a  Rommany  juva, 

And  Lura  was  her  name, 

And  how  a  gorgio  rya 

Her  black  eyes  brought  to  shame.” 

There,  apparently,  his  memory  failed  him. 

“  What’s  the  good,”  he  said  aloud,  “  of  a  tramp’s  song  ?  ” 
Then  he  looked  round  like  a  bullfinch  trying  to  remember 
where  he  left  off  last,  and  began  an  Irish  ditty — one  of  the 
kind,  I  fear,  manufactured  by  the  perfidious  Saxon,  and  passed 
off  as  Irish.  There  was  not,  perhaps,  the  genuine  ring  about 
it,  had  Myles  been  able  to  distinguish.  It  was  a  song  with 
five  or  six  verses,  “  All  about  me  own  people,”  said  Myles, 
“  and  the  King  of  Connaught.”  This  was  how  it  ran  : — 

“  Me  grandfathers  sat  on  a  throne, 

With  pipers  and  harrups  of  pride  ; 

I  sit  at  my  door  on  a  stone, 

With  the  childher  and  Biddy  beside. 

The  field,  and  the  bog,  and  the  lough, 

Was  theirs — niver  bargained  nor  bought ; 

Not  a  sod  is  there  left,  nor  a  rock, 

For  my  own,”  said  the  King  of  Connaught. 
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“  ’Tis  all  wan  ;  av  ’tis  frieze  or  ’tis  silk, 

The  whisky’s  as  warm  as  the  wine  : 

Wid  praties  and  butther,  wid  meschauns  and  milk, 
Whose  supper  is  betther  than  mine  ? 

Go  fetch  me  the  bottle,  asthore  : 

From  Derry  the  potheen  was  brought ; 

Sure,  what  can  a  mortial  want  more 

Than  the  best  ?  ”  said  the  King  of  Connaught. 

“  Sometimes,  when  my  thoughts  go  asthray, 

I’m  a  king  in  a  castle  o’  light, 

Where  the  bhoys  got  no  rint  for  to  pay, 

And  the  girls  do  be  dancin’  all  night. 

There’s  lashins — the  finest — to  dhrink  : 

There’s  kisses — the  best — to  be  caught, 

Fine  times  we’ll  be  havin’,  I  think, 

When  I  come  to  my  crown  o’  Connaught. 

“  The  wakes  !  ’twill  be  pleasure  to  die  : 

The  fightin’  !  and  grand  to  be  kilt : 

Wid  tales  of  the  troubles  gone  by  : 

When  the  Pallis  is  fashuned  an’  built. 

No  landlord  to  reap  what  we  sow  : 

No  tenant-right  lies  to  be  taught : 

And  to  school  all  my  subjects  shall  go, 

To  learn  of  the  King  of  Connaught. 

“  The  praste — if  I  know  it — shall  cease 
To  meddle  and  make  at  his  will : 

The  Orange-boy  lave  us  in  peace, 

The  Fenian  keep  himself  still  : 

Repalers  shall  drown  in  the  sea  : 

Home  Rulers  shall  hang  when  they’re  caught, 
Green  Erin  from  vermin  we’ll  free, 

When  I’m  the  raal  King  of  Connaught. 

“  No  tears  in  my  kingdom  shall  flow  : 

No  sorrow  shall  sadden  the  smile  ! 

No  poacher  to  prison  shall  go  : 

No  gauger  shall  darken  the  isle. 

My  castle — so  grand  it  will  look — 

By  all  the  bhoys  round  shall  be  sought ; 

And  of  all  the  brave  kings  in  the  book 

There’ll  be  none  like  the  King  of  Connaught. 

“  Av  ’tis  nonsense  I’m  talking,  ’tis  thrue 

What  I’m  spakin’,  and  more,  too,  I  mane  ; 

’Tis  nothing  to  what  we  shall  do 
When  we  get  to  our  acres  again. 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


157 


Come,  Biddy,  your  courage  keep  up  : 

No  knowin’  what  change  may  be  brought  ; 
We  will  drink — you  may  fill  up  the  cup — ■ 

To  meself,”  said  the  King  of  Connaught. 


It  must  not  be  imagined  that  Myles  Cuolahan  sang  the 
whole  of  this  ditty :  he  had  not,  in  fact,  got  through  more 
than  a  verse  and  a  half  when  he  was  rudely  stopped.  I  give 
it  in  full  as  the  song  which  he  would  have  sung  had  he  not 
been  interrupted,  or  had  he  remembered  it;  just  as  in  Jeru¬ 
salem  they  point  out  the  very  identical  selfsame  stones  which 
would  have  cried  out. 

What  stopped  him  was  the  harsh  voice  of  Mr.  Benjamin 
Bastable,  inviting  him,  with  more  brusqueness  than  was  alto¬ 
gether  polite,  to  “  stop  his  row.” 

“  Do  you  want  to  bring  the  whole  town  down  upon  us  ?  ” 
he  asked,  in  an  angry  voice. 

Myles  looked  round.  There  was  not  a  human  being  in 
sight  except  Bastable  himself,  who  was  sitting  astride  of  a 
rail  at  his  left. 

“  Mighty  little  town  I  see  at  all,”  he  replied  good-humour¬ 
edly  ;  “  and  why  wouldn’t  we  call  them  all  together  ?  ” 

“No  reason,”  said  the  other,  “except  that  we  want  to  be  quiet.” 

“What  have  you  got  with  you  ?  ”  said  Myles,  looking  at 
a  bag  which  Bastable  carried.  “  Is  it  conjurin’?  Is  it 
devilry?  Bastable,  if  you  want  to  raise  the  dead,  and  to  talk 
with  the  spirits,  get  some  one  else,  for  I  won’t  help  you.” 

“  Nonsense,  man.  There  is  going  to  be  no  spirrut  work  at 
all,  unless  they  come  of  their  own  accord,  as  come  they  will. 
As  for  that,  they  are  always  with  us.  Look  here,  what  is 
this  ?  ”  He  held  out  his  handkerchief. 

“  A  handkerchief,  isn’t  it  ?  Nothing  in  it.  Hush  !  ”  He 
inclined  his  ear,  and  listened  as  if  some  one  was  whispering 
to  him.  Myles’s  eye  followed  the  movements  of  Bastable’s 
head,  which  perhaps  gave  the  conjuror  an  opportunity  for  a 
swift  movement  of  his  hands. 

“  Nothing  in  it  ?  See,  it  is  flat.  What  would  you  like  ? 
The  spirruts  shall  give  you  whatever  you  ask  for.  An  apple, 
is  it?” 
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Myles  had  not  said  an  apple  at  all ;  but  in  subsequently 
reporting  this  remarkable  evidence  of  the  supernatural,  he 
always  declared  that,  after  carefully  considering  and  passing 
in  mental  review  everything  under  the  broad  canopy  of 
heaven,  he  chose  deliberately  an  apple. 

“  You  choose  to  have  an  apple :  you  insist  on  having  an 
apple,  eh  ?  Presto  !  behold  !  ”  and  Mr.  Bastable  presented  the 
astonished  Irishman  with  an  early  August  quaranden.  “  Eat 
it,  Cuolahan.  It  is  the  gift  of  the  spirruts.  They  have 
given  you  what  you  asked.  Had  it  been  a  purse  of  gold  you 
would  have  had  it.” 

“  Eat  it !  I’d  sooner  eat  the  apple  of  Paradise.  Let  me 
have  the  purse  o’  gould,  Mr.  Bastable.” 

“  No,  they  do  not  give  twice.  You  have  lost  your  chance ; 
but  that  shows  you  that  there’s  spirruts  everywhere  :  you 
can’t  escape  ’em.  They’re  at  the  back  of  your  head  now.” 
Myles  turned  hastily  round. 

“You  cannot  discern  them ;  but  I  can.  It  requires  the 
eye  of  a  diviner.” 

“  Bastable,  order  ’em  off,  or  I  will  go  home  at  wanst. 
Praise  the  Lord,  I  can’t  see  them.” 

“  Order  them !  as  if  that  would  be  any  use.  It’s  them 
that  orders  me.  But  don’t  be  afraid,  Cuolahan.  No  harm 
shall  happen  to  you  so  long  as  you  are  with  me.” 

The  wretched  field  of  rank  grass  owned  by  Paul  Bayliss, 
over  which  Bastable  led  Myles,  had  nobody  in  it  now  but 
the  geese,  which  set  up  a  loud  cackle  at  being  disturbed. 
Bastable  stopped  occasionally  and  looked  about  him. 

“  You’re  not  a  geologist,  Cuolahan,  I  suppose.  Look  at 
that  pool,  and  tell  me  what  you  see.” 

The  field  had  half  a  dozen  little  stagnant  pools,  fed  by 
natural  drains  running  in  and  out  among  the  tiny  hillocks 
of  grass.  This  was  one. 

“  See !  I  see  a  puddle.” 

“Yes;  that’s  all  you  see.  I  see  a  pool  of  ferruginous 
colour.  And  I  know  what  it  means.” 

“  Then  you  know  more  than  I  do ;  but  you’re  a  clever 
man,  Mr.  Bastable.” 
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“  You’re  not  a  botanist  either,  Cuolahan,  of  course.  What 
do  you  call  this  flower  ?  ” 

“  Lord  knows  !  ’Tis  clover,  likely.” 

“  The  leaves  are  not  unlike  clover ;  but  the  flower  is 
unlike :  it  is,  you  see,  white  with  lilac  veins.  This  pretty 
flower,  Cuolahan,  is  the  oxalis,  or  wood-sorrel,  and  it  grows 
in  places  where  the  water  in  the  pools  is  ferruginous.  And 
the  pools  are  ferruginous  in  colour  where - ” 

“  Talk  away,”  said  Myles.  “ 1  believe  you’d  talk  a  donkey’s 
hind  leg  off,  give  you  time.” 

“  Now  ” — Bastable  stopped  and  looked  round.  It  was  the 
spot  where  the  group  in  the  morning  made  their  last  experi¬ 
ment.  “  Now  this  is  the  place,  and  here  we’re  going  to 
dig.”  There  was  another  spade  lying  on  the  ground,  and  a 
little  stick  marked  the  spot. 

“  Dig,  is  it  ?  All  the  Irish  are  terrible  bad  at  digging. 
Like  the  Jews  and  the  gipsies  that  way,  they  are.  And 
what  are  we  to  dig  for  ?  ” 

Bastable  took  off  his  coat  preparatory  to  beginning,  but 
replied  not. 

“  What  are  we  to  dig  for  ?  Bastable,  I  don’t  trust  you. 
Divil  a  step  I  stir  till  I  know  what  the  job  is.  Is  it  burying 
a  corpse  ?  Then  get  some  one  else.  Is  it  murder  or  robbery, 
or  what  are  ye  axing  me  to  do?  Bekase  ye’d  better  get 
some  one  else.” 

“  Don’t  be  a  fool,  Cuolahan.  I  want  to  see  what  there  is 
in  the  ground.  It  may  be  nothing ;  it  may  be  coal :  it  may 
be  buried  treasure.” 

“  Halves,  if  it’s  treasure,”  said  Myles,  turning  up  his 
sleeves  -with  alacrity.  “  Did  I  ever  tell  you  how  my  father 
dug  for  treasure  in  Pettigo  Bog?  Sit  down  now  while  I 
tell  ye  the  finest  story  ye  ever  heard  in  all  your  life.” 

Bastable  sat  down  on  the  blade  of  his  spade  and  groaned. 
The  sun  was  setting  fast,  there  was  little  light  before  them, 
and  the  Irishman  was  going  to  begin  telling  a  story.  Little 
as  Bastable  knew  of  Cuolahan,  he  knew  that  nothing  would 
stop  him  when  he  had  got  a  story  on  his  mind. 

“You  must  know,  thin,  Mr.  Bastable,  that  not  far  from 
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Pettigo  is  Lough  Derg,  and  in  Lough  Derg  is  Station  Island, 
and  on  Station  Island  is  the  entrance  to  St.  Patrick’s  Purga¬ 
tory.  The  thoughtful  saint — Lord  rest  him  ! — loved  the  Irish 
so  well  that  he  got  them  a  mighty  privilege,  never  before 
granted  to  mortial  man.  They  were  to  be  allowed  to  see  the 
pains  of  purgatory  before  their  time  came  for  tasting  them. 
Wasn’t  that  kind  of  the  saint?  My  father,  good  man,  went 
pilgrim  wanst  when  he’d  no  work  on  his  mind  and  was 
enjoying  the  profits  of  his  last  still.  Bein’  there,  nothing 
would  do  but  he  must  see  the  cavern  with  his  own  eyes. 
He  fasted  two  days,  and  then  they  prayed  over  him  and 
dropped  him  in  the  hole.” 

“  Go  on.  Do  go  on,”  said  Bastable.  “  It’s  devilish  pleasant 
sitting  on  a  cold  spade  while  you  tell  your  stories.  I  suppose 
when  that  one  is  done  you’ve  got  a  dozen  more  ready.” 

Myles  stopped  and  laughed,  not  a  whit  disconcerted. 
Then  he  rose  and  grasped  the  spade. 

“Never  mind,  Bastable,”  he  said.  “You’ve  lost  a  true 
story  that  might  have  thrown  light  on  this  evening’s  job. 
You’re  the  loser,  not  me.  Now  then.  Halves,  mind.” 

He  struck  the  spade  into  the  ground.  The  soil,  which  had 
never  been  disturbed,  was  a  conglomerate  mass  of  tough 
grass  roots. 

“  Is  it  airth,  or  is  it  injy  rubber  ?  ”  said  Myles.  “  Bastable, 
how’s  Paul  Bayliss  ?  ”  Asking  this  question,  he  began  to 
heave  and  strain  at  his  task,  but  the  spade  was  blunt,  and 
the  grass  tough. 

“Do  you  know  Mr.  Bayliss?”  asked  the  magician  quickly. 

“  Do  I  know  Esbrough  ?  Do  I  know  the  parish  pump  ? 
Many’s  the  joyful  night  I’ve  had  with  Paul  Bayliss.” 

“  And  are  you  come  to  Esbrough  to  see  him  ?  ” 

“  That  depends.  If  Paul  Bayliss  wants  to  see  me  he  can. 
I’ve  got  a  message  to  give  him,  and  that’s  all.”  He  meant 
that  he  wanted  to  show  him  the  boy,  but  refrained  from  ex¬ 
planation. 

Bastable  answered  nothing,  but  made  a  great  show  of 
digging  in  order  to  stimulate  his  employe.  He  was  one  of  those 
men  who  prefer  seeing  others  work  to  working  themselves. 
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Myles  began  again ;  hardly  with  a  will,  because  the  labour 
of  digging  was  new  and  strange  to  him,  but  with  energy. 
He  removed  the  turf  at  the  surface  over  an  area  of  three  feet 
or  so,  and  commenced  turning  up  the  soil  beneath. 

“  How  deep  will  this  job  be  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know.  Perhaps  three  feet ;  perhaps  ten.  We 
shall  go  on  till  we  reach  the - what’s  that  ?  ” 

Myles  dropped  the  broken  handle  of  his  spade  with  a  yell. 

“  Whurroo  !  Christopher  Columbus  !  Blood  and  thunder ! 
I  believe  me  arm’s  broke  and  spoiled  for  iver.” 

He  danced  about,  giving  the  lie  to  his  assertion  by  jerking 
the  broken  arm  up  and  down. 

Bastable  threw  himself  upon  the  ground.  The  spade  had 
struck  so  violently  against  some  hard  substance  that  the 
shock  broke  the  handle  in  the  middle.  Bastable  began  to 
clear  away  the  soil  with  his  fingers.  Not  more  than  five 
inches  below  the  surface  he  came  upon  the  hard  rock  on 
which  the  spade  had  struck. 

“  Three  shillings  gone,”  said  Myles,  still  rubbing  his 
elbow.  “  Three  shillings  chucked  clean  away  for  nothing. 
And  a  pain  in  the  elbow  that  beats  rheumatics.” 

The  spade  had  broken  off  a  piece  of  the  rock.  This  Bastable 
seized  and  examined  eagerly.  It  was  black ;  it  was  curi¬ 
ously  marked  ;  it  was  heavy.  He  took  a  hammer  from  his 
pocket  and  tried  to  break  off  another  piece,  but  the  stone  was 
too  hard  and  the  hammer  too  light. 

“Not  six  inches  below  the  surface,”  he  murmured.  “I 
I’d  only  known  it,  I’d  have  done  the  job  myself.  Five  inches, 
and  the  finest  ore  I  ever  saw.  Good  Lord !  Good  Lord ! 
Here’s  a  piece  of  luck  !  ” 

“  What  is  it,  Bastable  ?  ” 

The  magician,  looking  at  the  piece  of  black  rock  in  his 
hand,  was  trembling  violently. 

“  If  I’d  only  known,”  he  murmured.  “  Close  to  the  surface 
after  all — was  it  the  rod  that  knew  it  ?  To  think  that  Bayliss 
never  knew  and  never  suspected.  What  will  he  give  me, 
and  what  shall  I  ask?  I  thought  it  was  on  Perrymont’s 
ground.  Paul  Bayliss,  if  you  make  your  fortune,  I  shall 
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make  mine  as  well.  Nothing  for  nothing,  in  this  world. 
Nothing  for  nothing,  says  Benjamin  Bastable.” 

“  Are  ye  mad,  Bastable  ?  Or  are  ye  talking  to  the  spirits  ? 
And  what  is  it  at  all  ?  ” 

He  remembered  the  presence  of  Myles,  and  pulled  himself 
together.  Then  he  threw  away  the  fragment  of  the  rock, 
taking  especial  care  to  see  where  it  fell,  and  picking  it  up 
again  when  Myles  had  his  back  turned. 

“  What  should  be  the  matter,  Cuolahan  ?  Only  that  I  am 
disappointed.  Only  that  we  have  had  all  our  trouble  for 
nothing.  Stay,  hei’e  is  what  I  promised  you  for  your  trouble. 
It  is  little  enough,  but  I  am  a  poor  man,  and  I’ve  been  dis¬ 
appointed.  We  have  dug  in  the  wrong  place.” 

“  Where’s  the  treasure  ?  ” 

“  There  is  no  treasure.” 

Myles  looked  suspicious.  Then  he  too  went  on  his  knees 
and  examined  the  spot.  What  he  felt  was  rock — nothing 
but  rock. 

“  If  I  find  out,”  he  said,  sullenly  rising.  “  If  I  discover 
that  you’ve  done  me,  Mr.  Benjamin  Bastable,  as  sure  as  my 
fist  weighs  half  a  hundred,  I’ll  pound  ye  and  smash  ye. 
Why,  it  might  have  been  a  fortune  for  little  Jack.” 

“  Nonsense  about  treasure.  Stay  here  and  dig  all  night 
if  you  like.  You  are  welcome  to  all  the  buried  gold  and 
silver  in  this  ground.  Stay  here  and  dig  up  the  whole  place 
if  you  like.” 

“  Do  you  feel  a  bit  of  a  fool,  Bastable,  or  do  you  feel  a  bit 
of  a  rogue  ?  ” 

“Well,  Cuolahan,”  he  replied  laughing,  “I'm  not  quite 
sure  that  I  feel  either.  However,  we  may  as  well  go ;  or 
perhaps  you  would  like  to  stay  and  dig  here  by  yourself.  It’s 
a  nice  lonely  place  for  a  man  to  work  in  all  night.  Listen — 
no,  it’s  only  an  owl  hooting.  I  thought  it  was  a  dead  man’s 
cry ;  you  do  hear  their  cries  coming  up  from  the  sea  on  such 
a  coast  as  this.  Sometimes  their  ghosts  come  ashore  to  stretch 
their  legs,  the  poor  wet  spirruts  of  the  drowned  sailors.  Look  ! 
is  that  something  white  moving  across  the  field  ?  It  may  be 
— no  ;  I  think  it  is  only  a  goose.  Good-night,  Myles,  I’m  of£” 
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Myles  looked  round.  The  place  was  very  lonely  and  dis¬ 
mal.  Tke  night  was  upon  them.  He  shook  and  trembled. 
Then  he  hun’ied  on  his  coat  with  great  haste. 

“Wait  a  bit,  Bastable.  Shure  you’d  niver  go  to  leave  me 
alone  in  such  a  place  as  this.  I’d  rather  be  on  the  top  of 
Slien  Snaght  in  county  Donegal.  I’d  as  soon  spend  the  night 
by  Lough  Ackibbon,  where  all  the  O’Donnells  lie  buried. 
Come  along ;  don’t  let’s  wait  longer  than  we  can  help.” 

“Stay  a  moment.  We  must  cover  up  the  spot  first,  and 
put  the  sod  back  again  where  we  found  it.  There.  Now 
no  one  will  know  anything  about  it.” 

“  And  why  wouldn’t  any  one  know  ?  ” 

“  No  reason  in  life,  except  that  it  might  seem,  if  people  did 
not  understand  things,  as  if  we  two  were  up  to  something 
queer  digging  on  another  man’s  ground.  Best  hide  the 
marks,  Cuolahan.  And  best  say  nothing  about  it.  If  you 
should  see  Mr.  Bayliss,  for  instance — he  mightn’t  like  his 
ground  searched.” 

“  I  shall  say  nothing,”  said  Myles.  “  It’s  nothing  to  do 
with  me.  Let’s  get  out  of  the  field.” 

They  walked  back  to  the  town  together,  Mr.  Bastable 
keeping  the  lively  imagination  of  the  pedlar  awake  by  stories 
of  the  spirit  world.  He  narrated  the  most  awful  that  he 
knew;  and  perhaps  it  was  by  deliberate  choice  that  the 
scenes  were  laid  on  wild  spots  by  the  sea-shore,  and  in  such 
fields  as  they  had  just  left. 

It  was  past  ten  o’clock  when  Myles  returned,  his  imagina¬ 
tion  aglow  with  the  stories  he  had  heard.  He  had  some 
supper ;  and  after  supper  smoked  a  pipe,  or  perhaps  several 
pipes,  with  a  stranger  from  his  own  country.  They  dis¬ 
covered  so  many  points  of  interest  common  to  both,  that  it 
was  nearly  one  o’clock  when  Myles  went  to  bed. 

Undressing  slowly,  and  talking  to  himself  after  his  wont, 
he  put  out  the  candle  and  proceeded  to  creep  softly,  so  as  not 
to  wake  the  boy,  between  the  sheets.  Then  he  reached  out 
his  hand  quietly  to  stroke  Jack’s  cheek — his  way  of  wishing 
the  lad  good-night — and  then  he  suddenly  became  aware 
that  the  boy’s  place  was  empty. 
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He  jumped  out  of  bed  with  a  bound.  “Jack!”  he  cried. 
The  bare  walls  echoed  his  voice,  but  there  was  no  answer. 
“  Jack !  ”  He  searched  for  a  match  and  lit  the  candle. 
There  was  no  Jack  either  on  the  bed,  or  under  it,  or  on  the 
floor.  He  threw  on  his  clothes  again,  and  hurried  down¬ 
stairs.  The  house  was  just  shutting  up,  and  the  landlord 
going  to  bed.  The  boy  had  not  been  seen.  Perhaps  he  had 
got  into  the  wrong  bedroom.  The  rooms  were  searched,  but 
the  boy  was  not  in  them. 

Then  Myles,  hatless,  and  with  terror  at  his  heart,  ran  out 
into  the  street,  crying  aloud  to  the  boy. 

The  streets  of  Esbrough  were  silent.  The  houses  were 
closed  and  the  lights  put  out.  Myles  ran  round  and  round 
like  a  dog  that  looks  for  his  master,  but  there  was  no  one. 
He  thought  the  boy  might  have  lost  his  way,  and  tried  to 
remember  where  he  had  taken  him.  There  was  the  church¬ 
yard.  There  was  no  thought  of  ghosts  in  Myles’s  mind  now, 
as  he  climbed  over  the  wall  and  searched  feverishly  among 
the  silent  graves  of  the  dead  Armstrongs  for  their  living 
heir.  There  was  no  thought  of  loneliness  or  terror  of  the 
spirits  of  drowned  men  in  his  mind  when  he  sped  along  the 
road  where  he  left  the  boy  last,  making  the  night  resound 
with  his  cries  of  “  Jack.” 

All  night  long  he  wandered  and  ran  up  and  down  the 
roads  and  along  the  shore.  All  night  he  called  the  boy’s 
name.  All  night  he  wrung  his  hands,  with  tears,  and  weep¬ 
ing,  and  bitter  self-reproach,  for  having  left  him  even  for  a 
single  evening.  He  thought  of  what  might  happen — of 
everything  except  what  had  happened.  He  never  suspected 
that  the  boy  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  Captain  Cardiff; 
and  yet  the  boy’s  recognition  of  the  singing  beggar  in  the 
afternoon  might  have  warned  him.  He  ran  down  to  the 
sea,  as  if  to  inquire  of  the  silent  and  peaceful  waves  the 
secrets  of  their  million  murders,  and  to  ask  if  they  had 
added,  that  night,  one  murder  more :  he  searched  the  red 
and  rusty  pools  along  the  seaside  fields,  where  the  water- 
rat  splashed ;  he  strayed  across  them  in  case  the  boy  might 
be  lost  and  lying  on  the  dewy  grass:  he  went  everywhere 
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except  in  that  one  direction  whither  the  hoy  had  been 
hurried.  But  he  found  nothing :  he  heard  nothing.  The 
hours  slowly  crept  away :  the  moon  sank  at  two,  leaving  the 
world  in  darkness  :  the  cold  air  of  the  morning  awakened  at 
three  with  the  first  faint  streaks  in  the  east,  and  fanned  his 
bare  head :  presently  the  day  broke,  and  the  sun  rose,  and 
all  the  world  awoke,  and  began  to  hunt  for  food.  But  Myles 
wandered  up  and  down :  still  he  rushed  from  place  to  place 
as  a  thought  would  strike  him :  and  still  he  called  in  vain 
for  the  boy.  Had  he  known  where  the  boy  was,  and  how 
his  night  had  been  spent :  had  he,  with  that  knowledge 
fresh  upon  him,  met  Captain  Cardiff,  it  would  have  been  bad 
indeed  for  that  hero. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

DURING  these  hours  little  Jack  was  passing  an  unplea¬ 
sant  time. 

The  tide  takes,  as  is  well  known  to  natural  philosophers 
and  boatmen,  six  hours  to  ebb,  and  something  less,  or  some¬ 
thing  more,  to  flow ;  at  least,  there  is  always  a  difference  of 
half  an  hour.  This  half-hour  was  introduced  by  Nature  in 
order  to  ensure  variety  in  the  movements  of  the  sea  as  well 
as  those  of  the  land.  It  would  be  monotonous  always  to 
have  the  tide  at  a  certain  time,  and  might  be  in  the  autumn 
inconvenient.  What,  for  instance,  would  the  lodging-house 
keeper  of  Southend,  Weston-Super-Mare,  or  Southport  do  if 
the  tide  was  always  running  out  between  9  a.m.  and  3  P.M., 
and  then  running  in  again  between  3  P.M.  and  9  A.M.,  so 
that  the  unhappy  visitors  never  got  a  glimpse  of  the  ocean 
at  all,  except  in  the  far  and  misty  distance  ?  It  is  beautiful 
to  think  that  Nature  has  considered,  in  her  arrangements, 
even  the  keepers  of  seaside  lodging-houses.  “How  good,” 
I  heard  a  clergyman  preach  at  the  very  last  Harvest  Thanks¬ 
giving  Day,  “  how  good  is  the  Lord,  who  has  not  only  given 
us  senses,  but  also  the  means  of  gratifying  them !  ” 

The  tide  at  Esbrough,  this  evening,  was  “  on  the  turn  ”  at 
about  six  o’clock.  It  was  half-past  eight  when  Jack  was 
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affixed  to  his  rib.  It  was,  as  has  been  explained,  a  fat  and 
stumpy  rib,  much  shorter  than  the  rest,  which  stood  up  all 
around  it,  like  so  many  bones  of  a  skeleton,  grim  and  ghastly 
in  the  fading  light.  The  cord  ran  round  and  round  Jack’s 
body,  beginning  with  his  feet :  his  hands  were  tied  down 
straight  to  his  sides ;  his  legs  were  bound  to  the  wood  :  his 
feet  resting  on  a  ten-inch  nail,  already  mentioned.  Only 
his  head  was  free.  This  he  might  turn  about,  and  did,  look¬ 
ing  now  upon  the  waste  of  waters  behind  him,  and  now  upon 
the  sand  and  mud  fast  disappearing  before  him. 

When  he  was  first  bound  the  mud  was  already  soft  with 
the  rising  tide :  Captain  Cardiff’s  weight  upon  the  old  keel, 
as  has  been  already  explained,  caused  it  to  move  and  shake 
in  the  black  ooze  which  had  been  its  bed  so  long.  A  quarter 
of  an  hour  after  the  boy  was  left  to  himself  the  water  was 
lapping  about  the  ribs  of  the  wreck,  and  the  mud  had  dis¬ 
appeared.  Now  and  then  a  wavelet  a  little  higher  than  the 
rest  washed  over  the  boy’s  shoes  and  wetted  his  feet :  it  was 
not  long  before  the  feet  were  in  the  water  and  the  wavelets 
creeping  slowly  up  his  legs. 

Jack’s  face  was  turned  to  the  west,  where  the  sunset  piled 
masses  of  gorgeous  colour  in  red  and  gold,  sapphire,  green, 
and  yellow.  There  were  hills,  the  hills  of  Durham,  behind 
and  over  which  the  painted  skies  spread  like  a  canopy. 
There  are  not  many  places  in  England  where  you  can  see  the 
sun  set  over  distant  hills  with  a  stretch  of  sea  between.  At 
Esbrough  you  can  see  it ;  and  as  you  sit  upon  the  beach  and 
watch  the  unwonted  effect,  your  memory  goes  back  to  times 
long  past  when  you  watched  the  morning  break,  or  the 
evening  fall,  over  hills  that  took  a  thousand  hues,  beyond  a 
sea  like  a  fairy  lake  for  the  splendour  and  the  glory  of  its 
colouring.  You  remember  those  islands  in  the  Indian  Ocean 
over  which  you  once  saw  the  sun  decline  and  set,  when  the 
cocos  de  mer,  which  grew  to  the  water’s  edge,  and  in  it, 
gradually  changed  from  green  to  black  and  merged  into  the 
land,  while  the  sky  overhead  glorified  the  hill-tops  and 
wrought  a  marvellous  transformation  scene,  more  wonderful 
than  painter  ever  dreamed  of  or  essayed  for  Drury  Lane. 
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What  did  the  boy  think  about  ?  He  had  no  memories  of 
Indian  islands  :  he  knew  nothing  of  the  splendour  of  sunsets : 
he  only  knew  that  he  was  tied  up  there  to  die.  Death — what 
was  death  ?  He  had  seen  poor  Biddy  Cuolahan  lay  her  head 
back  upon  the  pillow,  as  if  tired  with  the  day’s  march,  and 
close  her  eyes.  Then  he  was  told  that  Biddy  Cuolahan  was 
dead.  Now  he  was  himself  to  die.  He  comprehended  that 
he  was  to  wait,  without  the  power  of  motion,  while  the  tide 
rose  higher  and  higher,  until  it  should  rise  above  his  head 
and  drown  him ;  the  Captain,  meantime,  he  also  knew,  was 
lying  on  the  shore,  waiting  for  him  to  scream — a  thing  which 
would  delight  him  beyond  measure.  Then  the  Captain 
would  laugh  ;  but  he  should  not  scream. 

Death  !  The  word  conveyed  to  the  boy  no  terrors,  because 
he  had  had  no  religious  training.  Boys  and  savages  are  not 
afraid  of  dying,  unless  the  dangers  and  possible  unpleasantness 
of  the  after-time  are  pointed  out  to  them.  The  Tahiti  native 
used  to  go  off  like  a  lamb,  until  the  missionary  converted 
him.  Now  he  goes  off  like  a  stuck  pig.  Such  is  the  power 
of  his  religion. 

Jack  was  going  to  die.  He  thought  that  he  should  never  see 
Myles  any  more,  and  the  tears  began  to  come  into  his  eyes. 
A  vague  horror  of  the  future  was  in  his  mind  :  the  cord  hurt 
his  limbs  :  but  he  would  not  scream.  Nothing  should  make 
him  scream. 

The  water  was  up  to  his  knees  :  the  sun  was  set :  the  colour 
was  fading  in  the  west.  Where  was  Myles  ?  Oh  !  for  only 
five  minutes  of  that  strong  arm  and  that  enormous  right  hand. 
On  the  shore,  just  where  the  reedy  grass  grew  above  the  high- 
water  line,  the  boy  could  see,  growing  every  moment  more 
dim,  the  figure  of  Captain  Cardiff;  that  is,  he  knew  where 
the  Captain  lay,  and  he  could  see  the  soles  of  his  boots — a 
black  pair  of  objects  like  a  binocle — staring  straight  at  him. 
Yes,  nothing  was  visible  of  his  enemy  but  the  soles  of  his 
boots.  That  a  human  body  can  be  reduced  to  mere  soles, 
seen  from  any  possible  point  of  view,  may  at  first  be  doubted  ; 
nor  should  I  have  ventured  to  state  the  fact  unsupported  by 
other  evidence.  This  I  obtained  only  yesterday  in  St.  James’s 
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Park,  where  I  observed  two  boys  lying  side  by  side  upon  the 
wet  grass.  One  presented  tbe  usual  foreshortened  appearance : 
of  the  other  I  could  catch  nothing  but  the  soles  of  his  feet — 
a  small  matter,  but  it  is  well  to  be  accurate. 

Then  Jack  thought — how  if  he  could  break  his  bonds  and 
be  free.  Alas !  he  could  not.  With  all  his  endeavours  he 
succeeded  in  nothing  more  than  freeing  the  fingers  of  his 
right  hand,  and  when  he  tried  more,  the  cruel  cord  cut  into 
his  flesh.  His  neck  was  tied  up  so  fast  that  he  could  not 
move  his  head  to  bite  the  string. 

And  the  water  rose  higher  and  higher. 

Meantime  the  Captain,  tired  with  his  day’s  march,  weary, 
too,  of  waiting  for  the  tide,  which  came  up  with  such  irri¬ 
tating  slowness,  to  drown  the  boy,  smoked  pipe  after  pipe 
of  tobacco,  and  applied  to  his  lips  a  dozen  times  a  short,  fat 
bottle,  in  which  was  rum.  Each  pipe  made  him  more  tired 
and  indignant  at  the  tedious  flow  of  ocean — each  application 
of  the  bottle  made  him  fiercer  and  more  cruel.  Presently, 
however,  a  pleasing  disposition  to  slumber  crept  over  him. 
It  was  a  warm  night,  just  the  night  for  camping  out ;  he  laid 
his  head  back,  forgot  his  wrongs,  forgot  his  murderous  purpose, 
forgot  the  boy  he  had  doomed  to  lingering  tortures,  and  fairly 
went  off  to  sleep.  So  he  lost  the  sweetness  and  the  full  flavour 
of  his  revenge.  Forgive  the  frailty  of  the  Captain.  Consider 
he  had  been  upon  the  road  all  day — he  had  been  singing  a 
psalm  tune,  at  a  slow  pace,  through  the  streets  of  Esbrough 
— he  had  had  a  very,  very  inferior  dinner,  and  the  rum,  for 
which  he  had  given  his  last  pence,  was  a  common  and  even 
an  adulterated  spirit :  moreover,  the  excitement  of  his  chase, 
the  agitation  of  spirits  into  which  the  capture  threw  him,  the 
rare  and  novel  joy  of  punishing  a  traitor — all  these  things 
taken  together  may  excuse  the  Captain  for  failing  in  his  high 
resolve,  and  leaving  his  victim  to  perish  unheeded.  He  forgot 
the  boy,  and  went  to  sleep.  When  Saul  threw  that  javelin, 
remarking,  “  I  will  smite  David  even  to  the  wall  with  it,”  I 
am  certain  that  if  it  had  transfixed  the  Psalmist,  and  so  have 
preserved  the  life  of  Uriah,  while  it  deprived  the  English 
service  of  her  chaunts,  the  king  would  have  instantly  called 
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for  another  cup  of  Gaza  wine — a  rich  and  fruity,  but  heady 
drink — and  would  then  have  gone  to  sleep  with  the  tran¬ 
quillity  of  Moses.  In  the  morning  on  awaking  he  would  have 
repented.  It  would  have  been  too  late.  The  unfortunate 
property  of  repentance  is,  that  it  always  is  too  late. 

The  water  was  up  to  the  boy’s  middle ;  but  the  Captain 
slept  upon  his  back,  and  dreamed  away  the  hours  like  an  inno¬ 
cent  child.  Presently  there  came  to  his  side,  and  sat  by  his 
ear,  two  wild  creatures  of  the  wood  ;  no  others,  indeed,  than 
the  marten  and  the  stoat,  who,  being  out  for  a  moonlight 
stroll,  met  beside  the  sleeping  man,  and  made  the  rencontre , 
under  these  interesting  circumstances,  an  excuse  for  recon¬ 
ciliation,  after  an  estrangement  of  many  moons. 

“  It  is  a  man,”  whispered  the  marten,  with  a  natural  recoil 
— “  a  man,  my  friend.” 

“  Probably  a  drowned  man,  like  the  last  I  saw  along  here,” 
said  the  stoat.  “  No — he  moves — he  is  asleep.  Do  not  touch 
him.” 

They  walked  round  and  round  him.  Presently  they  came 
upon  something  lying  on  the  ground — in  fact,  the  Captain’s 
pipe. 

“  Hush  !  What  is  that  ?  ”  said  the  stoat. 

They  both  crept  cautiously  to  the  object,  and  the  marten, 
who  was  first,  smelt  it,  putting  his  nose  well  into  the  bowl. 

“  Cr — r — sh.  Ah  !  Pah  !  Ps — s — sh.” 

“  What  is  it  ?  ” 

“  What  is  it !  It’s  enough  to  make  a  stoat  sick,”  said  the 
marten. 

“  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  ”  cried  the  stoat,  offended  at 
the  innuendo. 

“  Oh  dear  ! — it  has  made  me  feel  so  ill !  My  friend,  what 
should  I  mean  ?  It  it  made  me  sick,  how  much  rather  a 
creature  of  your  delicacy  and  refinement  ?  ” 

“Humph  !  ”  said  the  stoat.  “And  what  is  that  other  thing?” 

“  Smell  it  yourself,”  said  the  marten. 

It  was  the  rum-bottle,  now  empty,  and  lying  without  the 
cork.  The  stoat  smelt  it  cautiously.  Then  he,  too,  coughed 
and  swore. 
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“  It  is  worse  than  the  other  thing,”  he  said.  “  Men  ought, 
every  one  of  them,  to  be  exterminated.” 

“  Ah !  ”  cried  the  marten,  grinning  at  the  other's  suffering, 
“  my  poor  friend,  how  I  pity  you  !  But  I  expected  it.  Always 
some  new  dam  foolishness.  My  dear  fellow,  let  us  go  on.” 

So  they  left  him,  and  the  night  was  very  black  and  lonely. 

Now  the  waves  were  up  to  Jack’s  waist,  and  he  was  cold, 
although  the  water  in  those  shallow  shores  was  tepid.  Still 
he  would  not  cry  out.  He  looked  across  the  waste  of  waters 
to  the  ocean,  and  there  was  no  boat,  no  sign  of  any  help ;  he 
looked  to  the  shore,  and  even  Captain  Cardiff’s  boots  were  no 
longer  to  be  discerned.  A  long  black  line  marked  the  low 
lying  coast ;  behind  it  rose  the  dark  hill  on  which  the  black 
pines  stood  up  like  so  many  inflexible  watchers  of  his  doom. 
There  was  no  longer  any  light  in  the  west,  but  a  pale  fringe 
of  greenish  grey  above  the  distant  darkness  of  the  hills. 
The  water  rose  higher,  creeping  slowly  up  his  body.  Above 
him  were  the  stars,  and  presently  the  clouds  floated  from  her 
face  and  showed  the  bright  moon — one  more  eye  to  see, 
helpless  to  save  him  from  his  fate. 

Yet  the  boy  was  not  frightened.  Somehow  he  had  faith. 
Perhaps  Myles  would  come — perhaps  the  sea  would  go  down 
— somehow  or  other  he  would  be  rescued.  He  misrht  break 
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his  bonds — a  boat  might  pass  along.  Happen  what  might, 
he  would  not  cry  out.  The  only  thing  which  made  his 
courage  droop  was  the  feeling  that  his  murderer  had  left  him 
to  die  alone.  Had  the  man  been  on  the  bank  yelling  taunts 
and  imprecations,  his  voice  would  have  roused  the  boy  to 
fresh  courage  of  resistance. 

He  listened — there  was  nothing — only  the  plaintive  note 
of  the  curlew  calling  to  his  mate  with  his  monosyllabic 
whistle,  and  being  answered  in  return — only  the  sandpiper’s 
shrill  cry  of  “  Willy  wicket  ” — only  the  heavy  flight  of  the 
cormorants — only  the  flap  of  a  fish  upon  the  water ;  but  from 
the  shore  no  sign,  and  the  water  rising  higher. 

The  cords  which  bound  h  im  were  like  so  many  bars  of  red- 
hot  iron,  and  between  the  bars  there  was  no  feeling  at  all 
save  of  cold  and  numbness.  Fortunate  for  him  that  the 
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season  had  been  a  warm  one.  He  kept  thinking  of  Myles. 
What  was  Myles  doing  now?  Was  he  in  bed?  Was  be 
searching  for  him?  Could  he,  even  now,  be  running  across 
the  fields,  ready  to  plunge  into  the  water  and  cut  his  cruel 
cords  ?  Alas !  Myles  was  running  aimlessly  up  and  down 
the  road  half  a  mile  away,  crying  the  boy’s  name  upon  the 
unheeding  breeze. 

Then  Jack  became  aware  that  the  water  was  creeping  over 
his  chin,  and  was  wetting  his  lower  lip,  and  he  moaned,  still 
resolute  not  to  cry  out,  because  be  plainly  perceived  that 
wbat  the  man  said  he  purposed,  and  that  he  was  tied  up 
there  to  die.  But  he  would  not  cry  out.  He  did  not  know 
whether  it  would  be  painful  to  die;  the  agony  of  his  last 
struggles  seemed  still  as  far  from  him  as  when  he  was  tied 
up  first,  though  it  was  now  close  at  hand ;  he  only  knew 
that  he  was  alone,  deserted,  helpless,  and  going  to  die.  And 
strange  thoughts  crossed  the  poor  ignorant  boy’s  mind  of 
what  it  meant,  this  death,  and  how  he  should  feel  when  he 
was  placed  in  the  black  box,  and  put  away  under  the  ground. 
But  his  chief  thought  was  Myles — Myles  and  Norah — what 
Myles  would  do  without  him — how  ISTorah  would  miss  him 
when  she  grew  up — whether  they  would  talk  about  him — 
whether  they  would  ever  find  out  what  had  become  of  him, 
and  who  had  done  the  deed ;  and,  lastly,  what  vengeance 
Myles,  in  his  wrath,  would  wreak  upon  the  Captain.  Jack, 
with  his  teeth  chattering  and  his  limbs  aching,  would  have 
thought  a  little  more  to  the  same  effect,  but  that  a  sudden 
and  wonderful  thing  happened. 

The  wreck  was  that  of  a  small  shore-going  schooner,  partly 
running  backwards  and  forwards  in  the  potato  trade,  partly 
used,  in  the  season,  for  fishing.  Many  of  her  ribs  being  gone, 
all  her  beams,  and  some  of  her  keel,  the  additional  weight  of 
the  Captain  when  he  tied  up  the  boy  loosened  the  bed  of  mud 
on  which  she  lay.  The  boy’s  weight  was  not  much  ;  but  that, 
too,  helped  the  water  in  widening  the  displacement.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  not  only  had  the  tide  been  rising,  but  Jack  had 
been  sinking  slowly  backwards.  Just  as  the  water  reached 
the  boy’s  chin  the  old  wreck  gave  a  hollow  groan,  which 
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startled  their  five  wits  out  of  all  the  eels,  and  made  them  think 
the  day  of  universal  eel-forking,  so  long  prophesied  by  the 
gloomy,  was  come  at  last,  so  that  there  was  nothing  left  but 
to  cry  out,  with  Balbus,  that  it  was  all  over  with  the  republic. 
Gave  a  tremendous  groan,  the  old  wreck,  and  with  a  sudden 
plunge  upwards  of  all  her  remaining  ribs,  turned  half  over, 
and  soused  Jack  for  a  moment  completely  under  water.  Only 
for  a  moment,  because  a  broken  piece  of  keel,  to  which  was 
attached  a  spare  rib  or  so,  was  lying  across  the  opposite  side 
of  the  wreck ;  and  making  their  weight  felt,  in  accordance 
with  the  laws  of  hydrostatics,  brought  the  equilibrium  of  the 
wreck  to  a  position  better  calculated  to  keep  Jack  alive ; 
lifting  him,  indeed,  almost  out  of  the  water.  This  done,  the 
enfranchised  wreck,  with  a  dim  reminiscence  of  former  days, 
when  she  walked  the  waters  like  a  thing  of  life,  very  slowly 
began  to  float,  with  the  turning  tide,  out  to  sea. 

The  breeze  freshened  as  the  early  August  morning  began  to 
dawn,  and  Jack’s  wet  clothes  felt  bitterly  cold  and  chill  as  it 
blew  upon  him.  But  he  was  grateful,  so  far,  that  every  breeze 
that  struck  him,  and  pierced  the  marrow  of  his  bones  with 
cold,  blew  him  farther  from  the  land  and  farther  from  his 
enemy.  Upon  the  shore  lay  the  Captain — while  the  boy  upon 
the  wreck  had  drifted  far  down  the  coast,  and  out  of  sight — 
turned  upon  his  face,  sleeping  off  the  day’s  excitement  and 
the  contents  of  the  black  bottle ;  while  Myles  was  wandering 
still  up  and  down  the  deserted  and  silent  roads,  looking, 
crying,  shouting  for  the  boy. 

It  was  broad  daylight,  and  the  sun  had  risen,  when  the 
Captain  awoke  and  began  to  wonder,  like  the  intelligent 
infant  with  regard  to  the  twinkling  star,  what  and  where  he 
was.  First,  he  was  wet  with  dew,  and  horribly  cold ;  so  he 
drew  up  his  feet  and  sat  up  with  a  preliminary  damn,  looking 
nervously  round  him.  Next  there  were  ants,  earwigs,  and 
other  noisome  insects  about  his  hair,  ears,  and  neck :  some 
of  these  he  slew,  some  he  shook  off,  and  some,  stricken  with 
mortal  terror,  fled  to  more  congenial  retreats.  Then  he  felt 
hungry,  having  had  no  other  supper  than  the  rum,  but  there 
was  nothing  to  eat;  so  he  swore  again,  and  tightened  his 
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belt :  then  be  thought  of  his  bottle,  but  it  was  empty,  and  he 
swore  a  third  time.  Then  he  discovered  that  the  night  air 
had  given  him  a  cold ;  then  he  sneezed,  and  swore  even  more 
vehemently :  then  he  remembered  his  pipe,  but  there  was  no 
tobacco  left,  and  he  had  broken  the  pipe ;  so  he  swore  once 
more,  only  feebly.  Lastly,  he  staggered  to  his  feet,  and  began 
to  yawn,  just  like  the  most  innocent  man  in  the  world.  Note 
that  the  yawn  proper  belongs  exclusively  to  the  mind  at  rest 
and  the  unburdened  conscience.  Your  habitual  criminal,  for 
instance,  may  yawn  his  valuable  life  away,  because  his  con¬ 
science  is  seared  as  with  a  hot  flat-iron ;  your  occasional  sinner 
hardly  ever,  save  when  he  has  succeeded  by  the  aid  of  drink 
in  lulling  the  pangs  of  conscience.  Captain  Cardiff  began  a 
most  creditable  early-boyhood  kind  of  yawn,  but  stopped  in 
the  middle,  nearly  dislocating  his  lower  jaw  by  the  violent 
check  to  the  muscles  which  at  the  moment  were  slowly  assist¬ 
ing  in  effecting  the  fullest  possible  expansion  of  his  mouth. 
For  he  suddenly  remembered  the  boy,  and  he  stopped  yawn¬ 
ing.  All  his  thoughts  swept  back  in  a  flood  to  the  doings  of 
the  night,  and  he  turned  upon  the  sea,  with  a  sickness  at  his 
heart,  to  look  for  the  child.  lie  ivas  gone  !  The  tide  was  out 
— completely  out.  Beyond  the  sand  lay  the  mud ;  beyond 
the  mud  was  the  sea ;  but  the  tide  was  out.  Where  the 
wreck  had  stood  there  was  no  wreck ;  it  was  clean  gone,  and 
the  boy  was  gone  with  it.  The  Captain  bent  forward,  staring 
with  an  expression  which  had  all  the  horror  and  all  the  fear 
that  nature  permitted  to  his  face.  Then  he  rushed  to  the 
edge  of  the  sand  ;  then  he  tore  off  his  boots,  and  waded  out 
knee-deep  in  the  mud  to  where  the  wreck  had  been.  There  was 
nothing  now  to  see,  not  a  sign.  He  walked  ashore  again  in  dire 
terror  and  perplexity.  It  was  a  dream,  he  thought ;  all  a  horrid 
dream  of  blind  rage  and  revenge.  There  was  no  wreck ;  he 
had  been  drinking.  He  had  met  no  boy ;  it  was  the  rum  and 
the  vapour  of  a  brain  overladen  with  bad  spirits,  and  a  stomach 
empty  of  all  good  meat.  A  dream — nothing  but  a  dream. 

A  dream !  What  else  could  it  be  ?  He  looked  round. 
Bright  day ;  the  sun  in  the  sky  ;  the  birds  flying  about ;  no 
sign  of  any  wreck  at  all — a  dream  of  the  night. 
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lie  waded  through  the  mud  to  the  sand,  and  walked  across 
the  sand  to  the  grass,  where  he  cleaned  his  feet,  and  put  on 
his  boots  again.  Did  he  not  remember,  or  was  that  also  a 
dream,  the  boy  unlacing  his  boots  for  him  ? 

A  very  curious  and  remarkable  dream ;  so  full  and  precise 
in  all  its  details,  too.  Why,  he  remembered,  as  if  he  had 
actually  done  it,  dragging  the  boy  across  the  lonely  fields,  and 
tying  him  to  the  ribs  of  the  old  fishing-smack.  But  yet  a 
dream.  For  there  was  no  fishing-smack  at  all,  and  no  wreck. 
A  blessed  thing  to  think  it  was  but  a  dream. 

Little  Jack,  the  boy  who  by  some  word  or  foolish  talk  of 
his,  got  him  sent  to  prison  for  six  months,  and  Myles  Cuolahan, 
the  Irish  hawker,  what  should  they  be  doing  in  Esbrough  ? 
It  was  out  of  Cuolahan’s  beat.  There  was  no  reason  why  he 
should  come  there  at  all.  Clearly  a  dream.  Only  a  dream. 

It  was  all  very  real,  in  his  mind.  He  remembered  making 
the  boy  unlace  his  boots ;  he  remembered  carrying  him  across 
the  mud ;  he  remembered  tying  him  to  the  wreck — here  he 
felt  in  his  pocket  for  the  string,  and  not  finding  it,  perceived 
a  sudden  sinking  at  the  heart.  He  remembered  even  flicking 
his  fingers  in  the  face  of  the  child.  Here  he  looked  at  his 
fingers  to  see  if  they,  at  least,  were  still,  so  to  speak,  on  hand. 
He  remembered  wading  ashore,  and  then  his  memory  stopped. 
Truly,  a  curious  and  wonderful  dream,  as  strange  as  the 
dream  of  Belshazzar.  There  was  no  Daniel  handy,  or  the 
prophet  would  have  explained  things  to  him  as  he  did  to  the 
Assyrian  monarch. 

Aha !  only  a  dream — only  a  .  .  .  .  Here  his  feet  kicked 
against  something.  He  picked  it  up.  It  was  a  shoe,  and  on 
the  leather  of  the  shoe,  inside,  was  written  the  name  Jack. 
Was  this  a  dream  ?  No ;  it  was  no  dream.  Nor  had  the 
murder  of  the  night  been  a  dream.  It  was  real ;  it  was  true. 
It  was  the  bitter  reality.  He  had  killed  the  boy  ! 

Captain  Cardiff  stood  like  one  from  whom  all  hope  has  fled. 
His  white  face  had  no  other  expression  than  that  of  despair. 
He  was  another  Cain ;  he  was  a  murderer.  He  had  committed 
every  kind  of  wickedness,  including  those  of  which  the  law 
takes  strict  cognisance,  and  those  which  it  passes  over.  He 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


175 


was  Past-Master,  Right  Worshipful  Grand,  Frdre  Venerable, 
in  every  kind  of  vice.  No  allusion  could  escape  his  wicked 
ears ;  no  reading  between  the  lines  was  impossible  for  him. 
There  was  nothing  that  he  did  not  understand.  But  like 
most  criminals,  all  but  the  very  few,  the  elect  and  chosen  of 
Satan’s  army,  he  drew  the  line  at  murder.  He  had  taken 
no  man’s  life. 

Now  he  had  done  it.  He  began  to  run  up  and  down  the 
shore  seeking — -for  what  ?  For  the  body.  He  should  find, 
he  thought,  the  body  of  the  poor,  pretty,  curly-headed  boy 
lying  stiff  and  stark  upon  the  shore,  rolled  over  and  over  by 
the  waves.  He  forgot  that  the  boy  was  tied  so  tightly  that 
he  could  not  get  away  from  the  wreck.  That  escaped  him. ; 
and  so  he  ran  up  and  down  as  restlessly,  and  even  more 
miserably,  than  Myles  Cuolahan.  But  there  was  no  body 
lying  on  the  shore.  The  boy  was  not  there.  Every  bolster  of 
green  seaweed,  matted  and  rolled  up  together,  filled  with  shells, 
cuttle-fish,  bits  of  stick,  all  the  flotsam  that  lies  upon  the  sea¬ 
shore,  filled  him  with  terror.  But  the  boy  was  not  there. 

The  morning  grew  on ;  the  sun  mounted  higher ;  it  was 
already  six  o’clock.  The  man  sat  down,  his  head  upon  his 
hands,  thinking — brooding.  He  did  not  swear,  things  were 
too  serious ;  he  only  stared  out  seawards,  and  now  and  then, 
struck  with  a  sudden  thought,  darted  along  the  shore,  to  search 
in  some  spot  which  he  might  have  overlooked.  No  corpse 
was  to  be  seen.  A  corpse  might  he  hidden,  buried,  anything. 
But  there  was  no  corpse.  Where  was  the  murdered  child  ? 

It  would  be  found ;  the  drowned  body  would  be  found. 
Men  would  come  down  from  London  ;  they  would  bring  the 
murder  home  to  him ;  they  would  catch  him  ;  they  would 
hang  him.  The  everlasting  fire  awoke  in  his  breast,  the  fire 
of  guilt  which  men  never  forgive.  Of  all  other  sins  a  man 
may  unburden  his  soul,  and  take  comfort  and  forgiveness 
thereafter;  but  the  sin  of  blood  affords  no  escape  for  the 
penitent.  The  pardon  and  peace  of  the  next  world  may  be 
his,  but  not  those  of  the  present  world. 

So,  clasping  his  hands  to  his  forehead,  the  miserable  man 
rushed  from  the  spot  with  a  groan,  and  fled  inland.  Had  he 
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looked  back  when  lie  reached  the  top  of  the  knoll  where  the 
pine-trees  stood,  he  would  have  seen  a  sight  that  might  have 
changed  the  current  of  his  thoughts  for  many  a  long  year 
after.  Out  at  sea  was  a  fishing-boat.  Her  sail  was  lowered ; 
she  wTas  lying  alongside  a  floating  wreck,  or  the  skeleton  of 
a  wreck ;  on  the  wreck,  a  senseless  boy,  lashed  and  bound 
tightly.  Cold,  sleeplessness,  and  pain  had  worked  their  will 
upon  poor  little  Jack,  and  he  felt  them  no  longer.  As  he  lay, 
his  head  drooping  low  on  his  shoulder,  his  feet  sometimes  in 
and  sometimes  out  of  the  water,  his  long  eyelashes  rested 
motionless  on  his  cheek,  his  brown  curls  were  damp,  and  lay 
like  carved-work  upon  his  head ;  his  lips  were  set  together, 
as  if  resolved  not  to  cry  out,  whatever  happened.  As  the 
gentle  motion  of  the  sea  rocked  the  craft,  a  cruel  nail  in  the 
rib  tore  his  bleeding  neck ;  but  Jack  felt  nothing,  and  but 
for  the  slightest  motion  of  the  nostril,  you  might  have  thought 
him  dead. 

“  Good  God  A’mighty  in  heaven  !  ”  said  the  boss  boatman, 
who  was  a  religious  man,  so  that  the  ejaculation  meant  a 
good  deal  more  than  the  usual  nautical  espressions  of  sur¬ 
prise,  though  these  are  sometimes  stronger. 

Then,  with  the  help  of  his  crew,  which  consisted  of  his 
daughter,  who  held  the  tiller,  and  his  son,  who  navigated 
the  craft  and  managed  the  nets,  he  cut  the  cord,  and  lifted 
the  motionless  boy  into  the  boat,  where  he  laid  him  on  his 
own  coat  in  the  sun. 

“  Here,”  he  said,  “  is  a  pretty  piece  of  villainy !  Bess,  my 
girl,  undress  him  quick.  Take  off  them  wet  things.” 

In  a  moment  they  had  him  as  naked  as  Dame  Nature  her¬ 
self.  His  fair  and  comely  limbs  were  ribbed  with  red  lines 
and  weals  where  the  string  crossed  and  recrossed;  his 
shoulders  were  covered  with  blood  from  the  wound  in  his 
neck ;  his  eyes  were  shut,  and  he  made  no  sign. 

“  Now  who,  in  the  name  o’  God,  done  this  ?  ”  said  the 
boatman. 

He  produced  a  bottle  from  the  locker,  and  rubbed  a  little 
rum  on  the  boy’s  lips,  while  the  girl,  crying  silently,  chafed 
his  hands  and  feet.  The  boat  lay  almost  motionless  upon 
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the  water,  which  lapped  musically  against  her  sides.  The 
wreck  was  drifting  away  anywhere,  having  now  done  all  its 
appointed  work  in  the  world ;  and  the  hot  sun  beat  fiercely 
down  upon  the  cold  figure  of  the  child. 

Presently  Jack  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  feebly  round. 

“  That’s  brave,  my  boy,”  said  the  boatman.  “  Now  we’ll 
bring  you  round.  Bess,  my  gal !  Why,  Bess” - 

But  Bess  was  gone  “  for’ard,”  where,  under  cover  of  the 
sail,  she  was  engaged  in  stripping  off  her  own  flannel  petti¬ 
coat.  This  she  wrapped  round  the  boy,  and  laying  his  head 
upon  her  lap,  kissed  him  through  her  tears.  It  was  a 
thoughtful  and  a  timely  deed.  Some  girls  would  have 
borrowed  their  father’s  jacket ;  some  might  have  lent  a  shawl ; 
Bess — who  was  subsequently  rewarded  by  Providence  with 
a  good  husband  and  a  baker’s  dozen  of  healthy  children — 
knew  better.  A  yard  of  flannel  was  worth,  at  this  juncture, 
a  thousand  conventionalities. 

“  Home,  father,”  she  said,  laying  the  “  helium,”  as  she 
called  it,  hard-a-port ;  “  home,  father.” 

The  two  men  rowed,  because  what  little  wind  there  was 
blew  off  the  shore. 

It  was  between  six  and  seven  that  Myles,  still  wandering 
up  and  down  in  a  despair  now  too  deep  for  words,  heard  a 
cry,  feeble  but  familiar,  “  Myles  !  ”  This  was  followed  by  a 
chorus,  a  three-part  glee,  consisting  of  treble,  tenor,  and  bass. 
They  sang  the  most  delightful  song  he  ever  heard  in  all  his 
life — “Myles  Cuolahan,  we’ve  found  Jack!  Myles,  Jack’s 
safe!  Myles,  we’ve  brought  him  back!”  Jack  it  was  who 
saw  Myles  on  the  shore,  and  told  his  name.  “  Say  ‘  Myles,’  ” 
he  whispered,  “  then  he’ll  know  that  it’s  all  right.” 

“  Myles,  we’ve  found  your  Jack  !  ” 

It  was  a  barefooted  and  bareheaded  girl,  who  came  running 
along  the  path,  crying  and  laughing.  She  was  the  treble 
voice  of  the  chorus — a  rosy-cheeked,  bronzed,  and  bright-eyed 
girl  of  sixteen,  with  a  figure  which  a  young  duchess  would 
have  envied,  and  arms  which  only  wanted  to  be  white  to  be 
the  pride  of  any  ball-room. 

Myles  would  not  have  been  himself  had  he  not,  after 
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getting  the  boy  on  land — he  cried  over  him,  kissed  him, 
and  carried  on  in  a  manner  far  too  ridiculous  for  any  historian 
to  notice — turned  to  the  girl  and  kissed  her  too. 

“•And  what  will  I  do  with  you  at  all,  Jack?”  said  Myles, 
sitting  by  the  bedside,  when  the  boy  was  able  to  sit  up  again, 
and  had  got  through  his  long  fever  and  delirium.  “  AVhat 
will  I  do  with  you  ?  You  can’t  walk  with  me,  and  I  must 
go.  I  can’t  leave  you  by  yourself,  for  fear  of  Cardiff  Jack — 
When  I  catch  him ! — You  can’t  go  on  the  tramp  with  me, 
and  I  must  go  on  the  tramp  again,  for  the  money’s  all  gone, 
and  there’s  a  week’s  rint ;  and  only  that  the  landlady  is  a 
good,  kind  soul,  and  doesn’t  mind  trusting  a  honest  man, 
where  would  we  be?  What  will  I  do  with  you,  Jack?  and 
oh  !  Lord,  Lord  !  what  will  I  do  without  you  ?  ” 

“  Myles,”  said  the  boy,  “  if  you  have  to  set  off  without  me, 
promise  one  thing — 'Myles,  remember  the  blessed  pledge.” 

Myles  took  the  medal  out  of  his  pocket  ,  and  gazed  at  it  with  a 
look  that  began  by  being  pathetic  and  ended  by  being  intense. 

“The  drink,  is  it,  Jack?  Didn’t  I  tell  ye,  six  months  ago 
and  more,  how  every  public- house  had  ropes,  ropes  that  ye 
can’t  see,  dragging  me  to  the  doors ;  and  how  to  break  away 
from  thim  ropes  was  like  taking  the  pledge  again,  and  be¬ 
ginning  it  all  over  again  ?  The  ropes  has  got  into  the  whip¬ 
cord,  Jack,  and  the  whipcord  has  got  into  threads  since  you 
were  with  me  and  I  had  some  one  to  talk  with  of  a  night, 
when  my  troubles  used  to  come  upon  me  all  of  a  heap  and 
together  for  the  want  of  the  blessed  whisky.” 

“  Not  blessed,  Myles.” 

“  Yes,  Jack,  blessed  it  is,  pledge  or  not.  Blessed  for  them 
as  can  finish  the  day  with  a  glass,  or  may  be  two,  dacent  and 
comfortable  :  cursed  whisky  for  them,  like  me  and  your  poor 
.  .  .  like  others  as  is  dead  and  gone — God  rest  their  sowls — 
that  can’t  touch  it  without  a  fresh  devil  flying  into  their  sowl 
with  every  glass,  and  cryin’  out  for  more.  Pledge  is  it? 
Take  you  the  pledge,  Jack,  and  keep  it  for  me,  for  I  never 
want  to  see  it  again,  now  I  have  got  you  back  again.  And 
the  Lord  be  with  me  so  long  as  I  keep  my  new  pledge  that 
I’m  going  to  make.  Jack,  the  first  was  to  Father  Mathew, 
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who  s  dead  now  and  buried,  and  broken  the  pledge  he  tuk  in 
the  blessed  drink  of  heaven.  It  was  for  my  own  sake,  all  for 
my  own  miserable,  selfish  sake,  now  it’s  for  yours — yours  and 
Norah’s.  Hear  me,  Jack.  I’ll  niver  touch  a  drop  of  drink 
again,  and  save  all  the  money  that  should  have  gone  in  it  for  you 
and  Norah,  so  help  me,  God  !  That’s  the  new  pledge,  Jack.” 

He  handed  the  medal  to  the  boy,  who  put  it  under  his  pillow, 
and  looked  up  and  laughed  at  him.  It  was  one  of  the  ways 
of  this  boy  that  he  always  looked  you  in  the  face  and  laughed. 
There  are  many  different  ways  of  laughing ;  but  the  sweetest, 
truest,  brightest  laugh  of  all  is  the  laugh  of  trust.  And  that 
you  can  only  get  in  the  child  that  knows  your  truth,  and  the 
woman  who  knows  your  love.  So  Jack  looked  up  in  Myles’s 
face  and  laughed,  and  Myles  looked  down  in  his,  and  kissed 
him  with  eyes  that  filled. 

“But  what  will  I  do  with  you,  Jack?”  he  repeated,  mop¬ 
ping  up.  “  Would  you  like  to  go  to  his  riverence  for  a  while 
« — Misther — bedad  !  I’ve  forgotten  his  name,  but  it’s  easy  to 
find  it  out — who  wanted  to  have  you  before  ?  Maybe  he’d 
take  you  for  a  bit.  Will  we  try,  Jack,  asthore  ?” 

But  Jack,  whose  strength  was  but  weakness  yet,  had  fallen 
back  upon  the  pillow,  and  was  gone  to  sleep. 

Myles  took  violent  measures.  He  borrowed  a  sovereign 
from  the  landlady,  leaving  his  silver  watch  in  pledge,  and 
bought  a  wheelbarrow.  Into  this  he  lifted  Jack,  and  wheeled 
him  the  whole  ten  miles  to  Mr.  Fortescue’s  parsonage.  They 
found  the  clergyman  standing  on  his  lawn,  book  in  hand. 
He  was  surprised,  but  evidently  pleased  to  see  them.  Myles 
hastened  to  explain. 

“Jack’s  been  ill,  sir,  but  is  better,  and — and — I  thought 
I’d  take  some  of  your  riverence’s  offer,  and  bring  him  back.” 

“You  will  let  me  have  the  boy?”  cried  Mr.  Fortescue. 
“  My  child,  will  you  stay  here  with  me,  and  be  taught  ?  ” 

They  took  him  in,  and  put  him  to  bed.  And  that  night 
Mr.  Fortescue  and  Myles  had  a  long  talk  in  the  garden. 

“  Then,  my  friend,”  concluded  the  clergyman,  “  we  are 
agreed  in  this,  that  the  boy  shall  be  put  under  my  care,  and 
educated  to  be  a  gentleman,  as  his  fathers  were.  If  I  die,  he 
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shall  not  be  in  want,  provided  that  he  turns  out  as  I  desire, 
and  shall  pray.  Believe  me,  it  is  better  so.  No,”  he  added, 
as  Myles  was  about  to  speak,  “  he  shall  not  be  wholly  sepa¬ 
rated  from  you.  He  shall  never  be  prevented  from  seeing  you 
whenever  you  come  this  way.” 

a  Maybe  he’ll  grow  up  ashamed  of  me,”  said  poor  Myles 
humbly. 

“  Nay,  that  he  shall  not.  And — and — one  thing  more,  my 
friend.  The  Christian  religion  teaches  us  to  forgive  our 
enemies.  Benounce  your  project  of  revenge  upon  that  bad 
man.  Borgive  him,  Mr.  Cuolahan.” 

“  I  will,  your  riverence,”  said  Myles  ;  “  I  will,  indeed — as 
soon  as  I’ve  broken  the  biggest  stick  I  can  find  across  his 
back.  I  never  was  the  boy  to  bear  malice,  and  after  I’ve 
thrashed  my  enemy,  I  always  forgive  him  till  the  next  time.” 

In  the  morning  Myles  went  away  early,  before  Jack  was 
awakened.  He  could  not  trust  himself  to  say  good-bye. 
But  he  had  a  last  conversation  with  the  housekeeper  before 
leaving  the  house,  and  was  not  aware,  when  he  parted  from 
her  in  the  porch,  that  the  clergyman,  who  was  an  early  riser, 
was  watching  him  from  the  garden  gate. 

“  Mr.  Cuolahan,”  said  he,  as  he  opened  the  gate  for  him, 
“  one  word  more.  Is  it  your  custom  always  to — to — to  ktss 
the  housekeeper  ?  ” 

He  pronounced  the  verb  with  considerable  difficulty,  as  if 
it  was  a  forgotten  word,  and  one  to  be  recalled  with  an  effort. 
Myles  looked  at  him  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eye. 

“  They  like  being  butthered,  your  riverence.  And  faith  ! 
it’s  sometimes,  maybe,  I  like  buttkerin’  them.” 

In  his  excitement  Myles  forgot  Paul  Bayliss  altogether. 
So  that  Cardiff  Jack’s  revenge  was  the  cause  of  many  things. 
First,  that  Jack  Armstrong  was  not  introduced,  at  what 
proved  a  critical  moment,  to  his  father’s  partner ;  secondlv, 
that  the  man  who  had  the  revenge  for  which  his  soul  lusted 
was  wandering  in  an  agony  of  terror  lest  the  thing  should  be 
discovered  and  himself  hanged ;  and,  thirdly,  that  Jack  Arm¬ 
strong  was  taken  off  the  road,  and  educated  to  be  a  gentle¬ 
man,  like  his  fathers  before  him. 


PART  THE  SECOND. 


CHAPTER  I. 


IWELVE  years — the  fourth  part  of  a  working  life,  time  to 


-L  change  a  child  into  a  man — have  passed  since  Jack  was 
tied  to  the  wreck  by  Captain  Cardiff.  If  the  years  have  made 
a  difference  in  the  boy,  they  have  done  more  for  the  town  of 
Esbrough.  It  had  been  a  sleepy  little  market  town ;  it  is  now 
a  great  manufacturing  centre.  The  lanes,  narrow,  winding, 
hedged  with  honeysuckle,  have  become  streets,  mostly  mean, 
dismal,  uniform,  for  the  “  hands.”  Where  the  waves  ran  along 
the  lone  line  of  shore  stand  docks  with  stately  ships.  There 
are  half  a  dozen  ecclesiastical  edifices,  brand  new,  in  addition 
to  the  old  parish  clock  built  by  the  Armstrongs.  There  is  the 
church  with  the  spire,  where  the  vicar  of  the  newly-made  dis¬ 
trict  bars  off  the  chancel  from  the  nave,  so  as  to  keep  up  the 
Anglican  figment  of  laity  and  priesthood,  and  every  Sunday 
brings  up  the  rear  of  a  grand  procession  of  twelve,  marching 
two  and  two,  from  the  vestry,  a  distance  of  at  least  ten  feet, 
to  their  seats  in  the  choir.  There  is  also  the  barn  of  brick, 
in  which  something  is  preached  every  Sunday  which  is  loud, 
fierce,  and  satisfying,  and  gives  unfeigned  pleasure  to  an 
overflowing  congregation.  There  is  a  broad  new  street,  much 
grander  and  finer  than  the  old  High  Street  of  Esbrough,  just 
as  Oxford  Street  supplanted  High  Street,  Holborn.  Here 
shops,  as  good  as  any  in  London,  supply  the  Esbrough  ladies 
with  those  superfluities  of  life,  in  the  shape  of  dainty  decora¬ 
tions,  which  were  unknown  to  their  mothers. 

Esbrough  has  become  a  power  in  the  land — it  rivals  Barrow- 
in-Furness  ;  it  has  outstripped  Darlington,  and  left  it  far 
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behind ;  it  is  courted  by  banks  ;  it  is  respected  by  commercial 
travellers ;  and  it  is  considered,  for  thirty  miles  round  at  least, 
as  a  Tom  Tiddler’s  ground,  where  pushing  lads  who  want  to 
pick  up  gold  have  only  to  go  and  push  and  to  find.  In  a 
certain  sense  the  belief  is  founded  on  fact,  because  if  you  stoop 
you  may  pick  up  iron;  and  the  transmutation  of  metals  is 
no  longer  a  secret  for  Esbrough  people.  Esbrough  is  the 
English  Chicago. 

One  man  has  done  it  all.  He  is  the  king  of  the  town,  the 
leader  of  the  enterprise ;  he  is  the  newly-made  mayor,  the 
founder  of  all  the  new  institutions,  the  chief  support  of  all 
the  new  charities,  the  chairman  of  all  the  new  committees — 
everything  in  Esbrough  is  of  yesterday.  He  is  Paul  Bayliss 
— once  the  unlucky  Paul — who  has  been  many  things,  and 
failed  in  all,  who  is  now  the  great  and  successful  Paul.  You 
may  see  him  in  his  carriage,  driving  from  his  house  to  the 
works,  any  morning.  With  one  consent  the  people  take  off 
their  hats  to  him.  If  any  fail  in  this  mark  of  reverence,  it  is 
considered  a  proof  of  bad  breeding.  Strangers  and  visitors 
are  taken  out  in  the  morning  to  be  shown  the  local  great 
man;  they  are  also  invited  to  join  in  the  general  custom  of 
taking  off  their  hats.  Commercial  travellers,  who  are,  as  a 
body,  ever  ready  to  acknowledge  the  greatness  of  success, 
salute  King  Bayliss  with  the  unction  of  sincerity. 

Captain  Perrymont,  who  employs  nearly  as  many  hands, 
and  is  supposed  to  be  nearly  as  rich,  does  not  meet  with  the 
same  outward  tokens  of  respect.  The  reasons  are  obvious. 
Bayliss  belongs  to  the  people,  Perrymont  belongs  to  the  land. 
Bayliss  has  risen  from  themselves,  Perrymont  rose  from  another 
level.  Bayliss  is  rough,  genial,  and  hearty;  Perrymont  is 
reserved.  Bayliss  is  open-handed  and  generous  ;  Perrymont 
gives  rarely,  though  he  gives  large  sums.  Bayliss,  if  rough 
and  rude  of  speech,  if  ostentatious  of  his  wealth,  is  always  in 
evidence  as  the  rich  and  successful  man.  He  drives  in  his 
carriage,  while  Perrymont  prefers  to  walk.  Captain  Perry¬ 
mont  is  courteous,  delicate  in  his  phrases,  sensitive  of  nature, 
polite  to  his  employes ;  but  he  is  as  unapproachable  as  when 
he  was  on  full  pay  and  in  command  of  a  three-decker.  Bayliss 
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will  swear  at  a  man  one  moment  and  ask  him  to  dinner  the 
next ;  he  will  abuse  a  clerk  like  a  pickpocket,  and  then, 
finding  that  he  is  himself  in  fault,  will  send  him  a  cheque. 
Perrymont  considers  his  people  as  the  crew  of  his  ship ;  they 
are  paid  and  must  do  their  duty.  But  he  pays  his  people 
well,  and  he  is  better  served  than  Bayliss.  He  forms  his  own 
plan  of  social  economy,  and  refuses  to  listen  to  the  law  of 
supply  and  demand.  His  establishment  could  at  any  time  be 
reduced  by  five-and  twenty  per  cent.  ;  but  Perrymont  pays 
what  he  thinks  is  just  and  right.  Yet  he  is  not  popular,  for 
he  is  not  known.  Men  as  they  are,  and  as  they  seem  to  be, 
are  often  twain.  Bayliss,  who  shows  so  generous,  charitable, 
religious,  bluff,  and  hearty,  is  selfish,  greedy,  vain,  and  sensual. 
Perrymont,  who  has  always  led  a  secluded  life,  has  acquired 
the  faults  of  secluded  men,  in  that  he  hides  himself.  No  one 
knows,  not  even  his  son,  the  warm  nature  of  the  man.  In 
his  heart  lies  a  whole  bank  full  of  possibilities,  never  drawn 
upon,  because  men  do  not  suspect  them.  He  does  not  give 
to  the  things  which  Bayliss  supports,  not  because  he  is  avari¬ 
cious,  but  because  the  objects  seem  to  him  unworthy.  He 
does  not  mix  with  the  people  round  him,  because  their  thoughts 
are  not  his,  and  because  his  pursuits,  which  a  certain  day  at 
Bastable’s  may  have  taught  us,  are  such  as  the  common  herd 
have  no  sympathy  with.  Bayliss  founded  his  popularity  on 
the  discovery  that  promises  cost  nothing,  that  fine  words 
butter  all  sorts  of  sugarless  cakes,  and  make  them  palatable, 
and  that,  if  you  want  a  man  to  serve  you  honestly  you  must 
praise  him.  Perrymont  was  of  a  nature  most  likely  to  mount 
higher,  Bayliss  of  a  nature  most  likely  to  sink  lower. 

Twelve  years  ago,  was  there  a  more  unlucky,  despairing- 
creature  in  the  world  than  Paul  Bayliss?  Poor  Johnny 
Armstrong’s  money  brought  no  prosperity  to  the  scrap-iron 
factory.  The  rent-days  had  to  be  met,  the  daily  expenses 
had  to  be  found.  Paul  Bayliss  sat  all  day  in  a  draughty  office 
with  pen  and  paper  before  him,  trying  to  make  out  that  two 
and  three  make  ten.  In  the  evening  he  went  home  to  a 
peevish  wife,  who  mistook  a  fretful  temper  for  the  legitimate 
outcome  of  disappointment,  and  put  the  complaints  which 
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kept  her  to  a  couch  on  the  hack  of  the  unlucky  factory. 
With  her,  equally  peevish,  but  more  spiteful,  sat  his  sister, 
whose  little  fortune  was  swallowed  up  as  well.  The  end  of 
the  struggle  seemed  very  near.  But  for  the  sake  of  his  little 
child,  Paul  Bayliss  cared  nothing  when  it  came. 

Now  the  peevish  wife  and  the  snappish  sister  had  carried 
their  fretfulness  and  ill-temper  to  a  better  world — perhaps 
got  rid  of  them  there  as  a  useless  encumbrance.  The  little 
child,  his  daughter  Ella,  was  a  young  lady  of  nineteen,  the 
one  thing  in  the  world  that  he  loved  beside  himself,  the  sole 
weak  point  in  what  was  else  a  panoply  of  selfishness,  proof 
against  arrow  or  shot  of  culverin.  The  poverty,  gone  like  a 
dream,  was  forgotten,  save  in  the  wakeful  watches  of  the 
night,  when  the  voice  of  reality  makes  itself  heard,  and  we 
see  ourselves,  what  we  are,  and  what  we  have  been,  in  all  the 
unlovely  truth.  We  live  in  the  sweet  world  of  imagination, 
lapped  by  the  soft  waves  of  fancy,  cradled  and  lulled  by  the 
thoughts  which  show  us  as  we  wish  ourselves  to  seem.  Then 
a  wakeful  night  comes  upon  us,  a  casual  speech  from  a  candid 
friend  shakes  us  rudely  from  our  dreaming,  the  veils  fall  from 
us,  the  coloured  lights  fade  away,  and  the  white  sunshine 
pours  in  upon  the  soul.  Heavens !  can  yonder  figure, 
smirched  with  mud,  halt  and  maim,  purblind  and  groping, 
mopping  and  mowing,  a  hunchback  making  believe  to  be  an 
Apollo — can  this  be  the  self  of  our  contented  imagination  ? 

The  poverty  gone,  that  was  the  great  thing;  wealth — such 
wealth  as  even  a  great  brewer,  or  a  great  coal  owner,  or  a  great 
landed  lord  might  desire  and  envy — in  place  of  grinding  debt 
and  an  empty  purse.  Real  wealth — not  the  gaudy  bubble  of 
a  financial  speculation — hard  money  for  work  done,  and  for 
solid  metal  sold — no  possible  fatal  chance  that  might  cause 
the  whole  to  collapse  like  a  house  of  cards — all  solid, 
growing,  tangible  wealth — an  income  steady,  increasing, 
dependent  on  a  demand  as  certain  as  the  growth  of  military 
armaments,  naval  developments,  and  other  proofs  of  advanc¬ 
ing  civilisation — also  on  a  supply  which  seemed  as  inexhaus¬ 
tible  as  the  bowels  of  the  earth.  The  savings  and  investments 
grew  year  by  year ;  the  property  became  daily  more  valuable; 
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men  looked  upon  the  lucky  Bayliss  with  awe,  as  upon  one 
chosen  specially.  What  is  before  a  man  so  rich  ?  England’s 
fountain  of  honour  wells  out  plentifully  at  his  feet.  He  shall 
be  knight,  baronet,  peer,  according  as  he  has  audacity  to  ask 
or  ambition  to  hope. 

How  was  it  done  ?  You  remember  the  stroke  of  Myles’s 
spade,  how  it  split  upon  the  rock  six  inches  below  the  surface 
— that  stroke  was  the  foundation  of  Paul  Bayliss’s  fortune. 
Bastable  went  the  next  morning  to  the  tumbledown  factory 
where  Bayliss  sat,  as  usual,  with  the  impossible  sum  in 
arithmetic  before  him.  It  was  a  weariness  to  him,  contriving 
how  a  sum  might  be  pared  off  here  and  saved  there,  and  how, 
when  all  was  done,  he  only  got  the  deeper  in  the  mire.  How 
did  life  feel  to  those  who  were  not  so  “  sair  hadden  doun  ”  by 
an  adverse  fortune?  He  looked  up  and  saw  the  man  who 
had  yesterday  played  the  fool  with  a  rod  over  the  field. 
Bastable  pulled  a  chair  to  the  table  and  sat  down. 

“  You  know  me,”  he  said.  “  I  am  an  assayer  of  metals,  as 
well  as  a  mesmerist.  You  saw  me  yesterday  with  Captain 
Perrymont.  We  surveyed  your  field.  I  am  also  a  diviner, 
and  am  one  of  the  few  men  living  who  understand  how  to 
call  and  control  the  spirruts.” 

Bayliss  waved  his  hand  impatiently.  “  Tut,  tut,  man,”  he 
cried  ;  “  don’t  come  here  with  your  blather  about  spirruts. 
I  have  got  something  else  to  do.  There ;  good  morning.” 

“  Wait  a  bit.  I  am  also  a  mineralogist  and  a  geologist. 
I  am  going  to  make  your  fortune,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 

“  My  word  !  ”  said  Paul,  thinking  some  spiritualistic  trick 
was  coming  ;  “  that’s  more  than  I  can  do  for  myself.  Go  on, 
my  lad.” 

“  Have  you  ever  thought,  in  your  factory  here,  how  it  would 
be  if  you  were  working  your  own  iron  ?  Stay ;  don’t  take 
the  trouble  to  answer.  Have  you  ever  considered  what  might 
be  made  if  you  had  command  of  the  raw  material,  close  to 
hand,  your  own  for  the  digging  ?  ” 

He  spoke  hurriedly,  and  then  he  pulled  himself  up  short, 
for  he  thought  he  had  gone  too  far.  Paul  Bayliss  stared. 
It  took  some  time  to  awaken  him  from  the  torpor  that 
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long-continued  unsuccess,  like  long  frost,  produces  in  the 
brain. 

“  Have  I  thought  ?  ”  he  echoed.  “  Have  I  lain  awake  at 
night  and  dreamed  impossible  things?  Get  to  the  point,  man.” 

“  The  point,  as  it  always  is,”  said  Bastable,  “is  .  .  .  how 
much  ?  What  is  to  be  my  share  ?  I  am  not  going  to  ask  for 
a  large  sum.  You  are  welcome  to  make  money  as  fast  as  you 
like.  For  myself,  1  am  tired  of  England ;  tired  of  my  life 
here — tired,  if  you  must  know,  of  my  wife — and  I  want  to 
go  away  and  have  done  with  it.  In  California,  or  in  Australia, 
there  are  metals  worth  a  man’s  trying  for  ■  better  than  all 
your  iron  mines  round  here.” 

“  What  iron  mines  round  here  ?  ” 

“  Not  yet — not  yet ;  but  there  will  he.  Now,  how  much  ?  ” 

Bayliss  began  to  think  there  might  be  something  in  it. 
“  You  ask  before  you  give,”  he  said. 

“  Ay  !  ”  replied  Bastable.  “  He  is  a  fool  who  gives  before 
he  asks.  I  give  nothing  ;  I  sell.  You  are  not  asked  to  give, 
but  to  buy.  How  much  ?  ” 

“  How  the  devil  am  I  to  know  how  much,  unless  I  know 
the  secret?”  asked  the  other  impatiently. 

“  See  here,  then,”  replied  Bastable,  producing  a  paper. 
“  Here  is  an  agreement  by  which  you  promise  that  if  the 
secret  I  shall  give  you  is  worth  twenty  thousand  pounds,  you 
will  give  me,  or  arrange  for  me  to  draw  upon  you,  as  soon  as 
you  are  convinced  of  it,  three  thousand.” 

“  I  haven’t  a  penny  to  give  a  beggar,”  replied  Bayliss. 

“That  doesn’t  matter.  You  will  soon  have  plenty  of 
pennies.  Call  a  witness — two  witnesses — and  sign.” 

Bayliss  went  out — it  was  a  sign  of  his  poverty  that  he  had 
not  even  a  clerk  to  call — and  brought  in  his  foreman  and  a 
hand  to  witness  his  signature.  The  signature,  at  least,  could 
bring  no  harm  upon  him.  Then  Bastable  communicated  his 
information. 

On  Paul  Bayliss’s  land — that  waste  piece  of  marshy  meadow 
which  had  been  Johnny  Armstrong’s  last  strip  of  hereditary 
territory,  where  his  paltry  flock  of  geese  fed,  out  of  whom  he 
hoped  to  make  a  miserable  pound  or  two — only  a  foot  beneath 
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the  surface,  lay  a  vein  of  the  richest  ironstone  the  country  had 
to  show.  How  deep  it  lay,  how  far  it  stetched,  was  as  yet  un¬ 
certain.  But  there  it  was ;  all  his  own,  lying  in  his  own 
field,  with  no  one  to  gainsay  his  right  to  dig. 

“  And  nowhere  else  ?  ”  asked  Bayliss,  breathless.  “  Nowhere 
else  ?  Is  there  none  on  Captain  Perrymont’s  land  ?  ” 

“  I  suppose  the  vein  runs  both  ways,”  replied  Bastable. 
“  Indeed,  it  must ;  but  how  far  down  we  cannot  say.  Mean¬ 
time,  there  is  yours.  I  could  show  you  iron  elsewhere,  but  it 
would  be  no  use  to  you,  not  being  on  your  own  land.” 

Bayliss  absolutely  gasped.  Iron  somewhere  else  that  no 
one  knew  of!  Bastable  was  a  clever  man,  but  he  had  not 
been  brought  up  to  business,  and  here  his  astuteness  failed 
him.  After  all,  he  was  not  a  Yorkshireman  born. 

“Tell  me  where  it  is  elsewhere,”  he  said;  “that  is,  if  you  like.” 

“  No  objection  at  all  to  tell  you,”  replied  Bastable,  thinking 
of  his  three  thousand  pounds.  “  Look ;  this  is  a  map  of 
Ravendale  county.  I’ve  walked  all  over  this  district  with  a 
hammer  in  my  hand.  I’ve  made  discoveries.  Here,  for 
instance  :  this  is  in  the  cliff,  you  know,  at  Revenburn-by-the- 
Sea  ;  the  iron  crops  up  at  the  surface.  The  property  belongs 
to - ” 

“  Ah,  never  mind,”  said  Bayliss  impatiently.  “  Go  on  ; 
go  on.  Never  mind  the  details.” 

“Well,  then,  here  again,  also  by  the  sea,  only  you  would 
have  to  tunnel  under  it ;  and  here,  four  miles  away,  j  ust 
behind  the  old  farmhouse  that  I’ve  marked  in  the  map.” 

“  And  why  haven’t  you  sold  this  information  too  ?  ” 

“  Because  they  know  it  already.” 

Bayliss’s  face  dropped.  “  They  know  it  already — the  dolts ! 
the  donkeys !  the  idiots  ! — and  they  won’t  work  it.  They 
haven’t  the  spirit  to  pick  up  the  fortune  that  is  lying  at  their 
feet  when  it  only  wants  a  few  thousands  to  work  it.  I’ve  tried 
them.  They  refuse  to  touch  it :  they  like  to  go  on  in  their 
old-fashioned  way.” 

It  seems  incredible,  but  all  this  was  possible  only  twenty 
years  ago.  Bayliss  had  got  hold  of  the  map  now,  and  was 
poring  over  it  in  an  earnest,  excited  way. 
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“  It’s  no  use  to  you,”  he  said  carelessly  ;  “you  may  as  well 
leave  it  with  me  ;  ”  and  tossed  the  map,  as  if  not  caring  much 
about  it,  on  a  table  beside  him.  “  Come  with  me  now,  and 
show  me  where  the  iron  is  on  my  ground.” 

Bastable  left  the  map  with  him,  and  they  walked  away  to 
the  spot  where  he  had  found  the  iron  the  day  before.  Bayliss 
was  not  a  man  to  let  the  grass  grow  under  his  feet  when  the 
chance,  long  wished  for,  came  at  length.  Nor  was  he  one  to 
let  things  out  before  their  time.  He  went  up  to  London, 
furnished  by  an  unsuspecting  lawyer  with  information,  and 
came  back  to  Esbrough  with  a  smart  young  man  from  the 

great  firm  of - ,  with  whom  he  made  excursions  backwards 

and  forwards  to  his  field.  The  result  was  an  immediate 
advance  of  cash,  and  the  commencement  of  operations. 

Before  many  weeks  elapsed,  it  was  known  that  Paul  Bayliss 
had  found  iron  on  his  ground ;  that  Paul  Bayliss  was  erecting 
works  with  borrowed  money ;  that  Paul  Bayliss  had  under¬ 
taken  the  working  of  newly-found  mines  in  Ravendale  county, 
at  the  expense  of  a  royalty  on  every  ton ;  and  that  Paul 
Bayliss,  as  for  a  year  or  two  the  sleepy  people  thought,  was 
on  the  highroad  to  bankruptcy  and  ruin.  Paul  Bayliss  knew 
better :  he  was  on  the  highroad  to  a  colossal  fortune  ;  and 
he  arived  there.  As  for  Bastable,  when  he  found  the  use  that 
had  been  made  of  his  map,  he  used  bad  language,  and  felt 
small.  He  felt  small  at  home,  and  he  used  bad  language  in 
his  interview  with  Mr.  Bayliss.  But  Bayliss  was  not  a  man 
to  be  daunted  by  bad  language,  of  which,  indeed,  he  had  him¬ 
self  a  plentiful  stock  ready  to  hand. 

“You  see,”  he  said,  “you  made  a  good  bargain,  but  you 
might  have  made  a  better.  The  three  thousand  shall  be  yours. 
You  do  not  understand,  of  course,  that  what  people  will  not 
do  for  themselves  they  will  let  others  do  for  them.  I  put 
money  into  their  pockets  without  risk  or  trouble,  and  into  my 
own  too.  Come,  man,  be  reasonable.  You  have  got  all  you 
asked.  Why  grumble  because  I  have  got  more  than  I  paid 
for?” 

Bastable  began  to  swear  again,  but  it  was  no  use. 

“Not  one  single  other  sixpence,  man,”  said  Bayliss — “not 
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one  single  sixpence  shall  you  have  out  of  it.  You  thought  to 
get  three  thousand  out  of  twenty  or  so,  did  you  ?  Much  you 
knew  about  iron  mines !  That  was  fifteen  per  cent,  in  your 
own  mind,  Bastable,”  he  added,  with  a  chuckle.  “  If  I  live 
ten  years  longer,  it  won’t  be  one  per  cent.  If  I  live  twenty 
years  longer,  it  will  not  be  an  eighth  per  cent.” 

And  he  was  right.  Bastable,  when  he  got  his  three 
thousand,  disappeared ;  left  Esbrough  without  the  politeness 
of  letting  his  wife  know  that  he  was  about  to  go,  or  what  was 
to  be  his  future  address.  Nor  did  he  leave  behind  him  any 
portion  of  the  three  thousand.  Bastable  was  no  more  seen, 
and  if  any  human  being  regretted  his  departure,  he  or  she 
was  not  known  to  his  wife  and  friends. 

Of  course  the  thing  went  farther.  Paul  Bayliss  did  not 
have  all  the  luck  to  himself.  Captain  Perrymont  was  reminded 
that  the  surrounding  lands  were  his,  and,  stirred  out  of  his 
tranquil  life,  began  also  to  seek  for  iron,  and  found  it,  for  the 
country-side  was  one  great  iron-bed.  He,  too,  commenced  the 
glorious  game  of  making  a  fortune.  And  then  people  took  to 
writing  books,  in  order  to  show  that  everybody  always  knew 
how  iron  was  plentiful  in  Bavendale  county,  and  each  man 
called  himself  and  his  neighbour  ass,  because  they  had  not 
been  the  first  to  turn  the  knowledge  to  a  practicable  use. 

These  things  happened  when  Jack’s  education  was  begin¬ 
ning  at  Croxwold  Bectory,  ten  miles  from  Esbrough.  News 
of  local  affairs  were  but  slightly  regarded  by  Mr.  Fortescue, 
to  whom  events  of  later  date  than  the  beginning  of  our  era 
possessed  small  interest.  That  Mr.  Bayliss  had  found  iron  ; 
that  a  little  town,  through  one’s  man  luck  and  energy,  was 
becoming  a  great  manufacturing  centre,  was  not  enough  to 
change  the  ordinary  topics  of  talk  between  the  clergyman  and 
his  pupil.  So  that  the  fact  that  Mr.  Bayliss  was  now  a  rich 
man  grew  up  by  degrees  in  Jack’s  mind.  With  it  he  associ¬ 
ated,  dimly  enough,  Myles’s  statement  that  Mr.  Bayliss  would 
some  day  be  pleased  to  make  his  acquaintance. 

Meantime  he  had  to  get  educated.  Fortunately  his  patron 
was  not  one  of  those  with  whom  solitude  crystallises  the  brain. 
He  found  a  boy  totally  ignorant  even  of  the  most  elementary 
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learning,  but  quick  and  ready  beyond  belief.  Jack  absorbed 
everything,  and  forgot  nothing.  The  day’s  work  began  at 
six,  and  lasted  till  bed-time.  The  pupil  was  never  tired  of 
learning,  nor  the  master  of  teaching.  There  was  not  too  much 
book- work,  because  Jack  was  only  too  ready  to  read  all  day 
long.  They  roamed  about  in  the  fields,  and  the  man  of  ex¬ 
perience  talked.  In  these  walks  the  boy  learned  something 
of  those  sciences  of  observation  which  are  best  thus  taught : 
he  was  able  to  discern  between  flowers,  and  imbibed  the  ele¬ 
mentary  notions  of  geology.  In  the  evening  he  watched  the 
stars,  and  learned  to  humble  his  soul  in  presence  of  the 
heavenly  vastness  ;  the  mornings  were  spent  over  his  books, 
and  after  their  early  dinner  his  tutor  told  his  unwearied 
listener  something  from  the  mighty  book  of  human  progress. 
Good  men  and  great  men  adorned  the  pages  of  this  unwritten 
work,  which  lay  in  the  boy’s  mind  like  the  seedling  in  the 
warm  spring  ground,  ready  to  put  forth  leaves  and  flowers. 
There  was  no  play.  Singular  to  relate,  the  boy  was  never 
taught  cricket  or  football,  those  games  so  essential  to  modern 
education  that  we  are  fain  to  give  up  three-fourths  of  our 
boys’  time  to  their  study.  Jack  had  a  pony,  and  the  tutor 
and  the  boy  rode  together:  he  had  a  fishing-rod,  and  they 
whipped  the  streams  for  trout :  he  had  a  dog  with  whom  he 
could  run  and  shout ;  but  actually  no  play.  At  fourteen  Air. 
Fortescue  took  him  for  three  months  to  France,  and  they 
both  lodged  in  the  house  of  a  pasteur  near  Paris.  During 
those  three  months  no  books  but  French,  and  no  talk  but  in 
French.  The  boy  positively  knew  more  French  when  they 
returned  than  any  Rugbeian  at  eighteen.  At  fifteen,  Mr. 
Fortescue  took  him  to  Dresden.  Same  effect.  Jack  learned 
German  in  the  three  months  spent  there.  The  two  great 
events  of  his  education,  however,  were  when,  about  fourteen, 
Mr.  Fortescue  presented  him,  seeing  his  handiness  with  the 
household  tools,  with  a  lathe,  and  when,  a  little  later,  he 
began  to  teach  him  mathematics. 

It  was  many  years  since  the  old  clergyman  had  taken  his 
degree  at  Cambridge,  but  he  bought  the  new  books  and  began 
to  study  the  new  methods.  He  felt  his  old  power  return, 
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and  with  it  a  long-forgotten  enthusiasm,  which  he  was  not 
slow  in  imparting  to  the  boy.  Then  he  found  that  tho  right 
line  was  reached  at  length ;  Jack  should  be  Senior  Wrangler. 
He  reckoned,  however,  without  the  boy's  consent.  The  signs 
and  symbols  proved  attractive  at  first ;  the  mysterious  power 
which  the  ever  new  combinations  of  letters  and  figures  possess 
enchanted  him  for  a  year  or  two  ;  but  he  wanted  to  make  the 
science  a  means,  not  an  end.  He  would  be  no  mere  mathe¬ 
matician  wasting  his  life  in  obtaining  useless  results ;  he  was 
a  mechanician.  Born  in  a  foundry,  the  first  light  that  played 
upon  his  opening  eyes  the  fierce  glare  of  a  furnace,  the  first 
sounds  that  smote  his  ears  the  stroke  of  a  hammer,  how 
should  the  boy  be  anything  but  a  mechanician  ?  He  loved 
the  wheels  as  William  loved  the  red  deer.  He  took  every 
opportunity  of  watching  the  furnace  roaring  like  a  hungry 
monster ;  the  steam  hammers  beating  up  the  stubborn  metal 
as  if  it  were  so  much  soft  wax ;  the  molten  iron  pouring  in 
liquid  fire  into  the  grooves  and  moulds.  He  loved  to  stand 
before  the  machines  and  watch  their  wheels  go  round,  follow¬ 
ing  every  link  till  he  mastered  the  secret  of  their  motion,  and 
grasped  the  thought  that  gave  them  life.  They  seemed  to 
him  to  be  animated  beings.  Prometheus,  when  he  blew  the 
divine  fire  into  his  image  of  clay,  and  saw  it  breathe  and 
move,  did  not  experience  a  more  intense  delight  than  Jack 
Armstrong,  when,  from  his  own  lathe,  he  first  turned  out  an 
engine  moved  by  the  same  power  which  worked  the  steamers 
and  the  mills.  Then  grew  up  in  his  mind  that,  great  as  the 
achievements  of  many-minded  man,  there  is  none  so  great, 
no  triumph  so  legitimate,  no  glory  so  enviable,  as  that  of  a 
mechanician.  He  would  be  a  mechanician.  Myles  came 
once  a  year  to  see  him.  He  began  by  coming  diffidently,  for 
he  thought  the  boy  would  be  ashamed  of  him.  But  after  the 
first  visit  he  came  trustfully ;  and  they  used  to  make  a  great 
feast  for  him — a  feast  especially  of  fruit,  cream,  and  sugar, 
with  coffee  after  it,  such  as  he  loved.  He  came  in  the  summer, 
when  the  strawberries  were  ripe,  and  the  three  would  sit  on 
the  lawn — Mr.  Fortescue  for  the  most  part  silent,  wondering 
what  might  be  the  mental  condition  of  this  singular  Irishman 
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— while  Myles  talked,  pouring  out  the  things  that  came  into 
his  mind  during  the  twelve  months,  and  were  stored  up  till 
he  could  tell  them  to  Jack.  It  was  a  great  night,  looked  for 
by  all  three  as  a  change  from  the  monotony  of  the  days  ;  and 
for  the  tutor  and  his  boy  a  connection,  if  ever  so  remote, 
with  the  world  of  humanity  beyond  them  :  to  Myles  a  night 
of  enjoyment  with  an  elevation  of  moral  tone,  to  prepare  for 
which  cost  him  at  least  a  month  of  mental  training ;  and  to 
the  boy,  a  glimpse  of  the  outer  world,  of  which  the  very 
memory  was  gradually  fading  from  his  recollection. 

But  as  for  society,  none,  unless  when  some  old  college 
chum  of  Mr.  Fortescue  dropped  down  upon  them  for  a  week 
or  two,  when  the  boy  sat  and  listened  to  the  elders’  talk. 
Jack,  then,  grew  up  a  rather  serious  boy,  full  of  strange 
knowledge,  with  a  passionate  love  for  everything  that  spoke 
of  contrivancy  and  the  mastery  of  Nature.  When  Jack 
was  seventeen,  Mr.  Fortescue  came  to  London  with  him  and 
made  him  read  at  University  College.  He  was  to  be  Senior 
Wrangler,  Mr.  Fortescue  thought.  Jack  read,  but  he  spent 
his  spare  hours  in  the  workshop,  and  his  evenings  reading- 
books  on  mechanical  appliances.  At  eighteen,  Jack  went  to 
Cambridge,  in  obedience  to  orders.  It  was  before  the  davs 
when  the  universities  and  the  colleges  began  to  bid  against 
each  other  by  offering  entrance  scholarships ;  but  at  the  end 
of  his  freshman’s  year  he  was  first  in  the  college  examination. 
This  was  at  St.  John’s,  that  noble  nurse  of  learning,  where  to 
be  first  of  your  year  means  to  be  in  the  very  front  rank  of  your 
generation.  Cambridge  taught  him  something  of  the  world  ; 
how  other  men  of  his  own  age  looked  on  things  :  that  there  are 
things  as  worthy  as  mechanics :  the  proper  bearing  of  man 
with  his  contemporaries  :  a  respect  for  the  book- worm’s  life  : 
due  reverence  for  the  sacredness  of  ancient  things :  toleration 
of  opinion.  Cambridge  also  taught  him  how  to  row.  At  the 
end  of  his  first  year  Jack  struck.  He  would  not  waste  any 
more  time  in  mathematics.  He  knew  enough  to  start  him 
in  his  profession,  for  he  would  be  a  mechanical  engineer. 
Mr.  Fortescue,  seeing  the  young  man’s  determination,  con¬ 
ceded  the  point  with  an  inward  struggle. 
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“  I  thought,’'  he  said,  “  that,  instead  of  being  a  mechanician, 
you  would  be  the  mathematician  of  mechanics.  I  hoped  that 
you  would  write  books  in  which  new  mechanical  principles 
might  be  deduced.  And  you  prefer,”  he  added  mildly,  “  to  toil 
in  the  noise  and  smoke  of  a  factory,  like  a  common  workman.” 

Jack  laughed.  “I  am  a  common  workman,”  he  said. 

Then  he  begged  another  thing :  that  he  might  serve  his 
time  in  Esbrougb. 

“No  one,  I  suppose,”  he  said,  “  remembers  anything 
about  my  name  or  my  people  ” — as  if  Esbrough  could  forget 
the  Armstrongs ! 

“  But  I  cannot  forget  how  Myles  hoisted  me  on  my  father’s 
tombstone,  and  told  me  that  it  was  once  all  theirs.  I  should 
like  to  go  to  Esbrough,  and  I  should  like  to  work  with  Mr. 
Bayliss,  once  my  father’s  partner.” 

“  Workpeople,  I  am  told,”  said  Mr.  Fortescue,  “  are  persons 
generally  disagreeable  in  their  habits,  and  rude  in  their  manners. 
They  would  have  no  consideration  whatever  for  you.” 

“  That  is  what  I  want,  sir.  I  want  to  be  a  workman,  in 
order  that  I  may  be  a  master  afterwards.  Do  you  remember 
what  you  told  me  once  about  the  decline  of  the  architectural 
art — how  that  it  began  to  decay  when  architects  ceased  to  be 
builders?  It  is  just  the  same  with  engineering.  We  get 
on  because  we  are  workmen  as  well  as  engineers.  I  shall 
never  be  able  to  do  anything  unless  I  am  tied  to  the  work¬ 
shop  for  twelve  hours  a  day.” 

It  was  during  these  discussions  that  Myles  turned  up  in 
time  to  take  his  part.  He  had  but  vague  ideas  on  the  subject 
of  professions,  and,  except  that  he  wanted  Jack  to  be  a  great 
man,  cared  little  in  what  direction  his  greatness  might  turn. 
But  that  Jack,  after  all  his  beautiful  education,  after  promis¬ 
ing  to  eclipse  all  the  later  Armstrongs,  should  go  and  work 
in  a  rough  dress,  among  rough  workmen,  seemed  a  fall  of 
most  lamentable  depth;  and  Myles  nearly  cried  when  Jack 
became  more  obstinate,  refusing,  as  the  hawker  thought,  the 
career  of  glory,  and  choosing  one  of  servitude.  When  he 
heard  that  Jack  proposed  to  work  in  Bayliss’s  factory,  he 
immediately  proposed  to  introduce  him  himself. 
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“  Lord !  Lord  !  ”  cried  Myles,  “  Paul  Bayliss  !  I  haven’t 
seen  Paul  Bayliss  since  you  were  born,  only  when  I  see  him 
that  day  when  Mrs.  Bastable  was  at  her  tricks  in  the  field. 
Paul  Bayliss !  He  used  to  come  the  complete  farmyard — ducks 
and  pigs — both  together,  mind — wonderful! — Paul  Bayliss  !  ” 
— the  memory  of  the  past  made  his  voice  drop  a  little — “Jack, 
he’ll  jump  out  of  his  skin  when  he  sees  you  again.” 

Paul  Bayliss  very  nearly  did  jump  out  of  his  skin  when 
Myles,  dressed  in  his  best,  brought  Jack  Armstrong  to  see 
him.  He  was  walking  up  and  down  the  lawn  in  front  of  his 
house.  He  had  clearly  no  recollection  of  Myles,  whose  appear¬ 
ance  sixteen  years,  with  temperance,  had  greatly  changed — and 
for  the  better.  Of  course  he  did  not  know  who  was  the  young 
gentleman,  tall  and  handsome,  who  stood  beside  his  visitor. 

“  Mr.  Bayliss,”  Myles  began, “  it  isn’t  that  we’re  old  friends 
that  I  come  to  see  you — for  faith,  the  best  thing  an  old  friend 
can  do,  now  you’ve  got  so  high  up  the  tree,  is  not  to  be  after 
inthruding  himself.” 

“  You  may  certainly  be  an  old  friend,  but  I  do  not  re¬ 
member  you.” 

“Well,  then,  I’m  Myles  Cuolahan.  And  now,  maybe,  you 
remember,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 

Bayliss  did  remember.  He  gave  one  look  at  the  face  of 
the  young  man  who  stood  beside  him,  and  turned  an  ashy 
white;  his  hands  dropped  helplessly  beside  him,  his  eyes 
rolled,  he  gasped  for  breath — he  reeled  about  as  he  stood. 
Myles  caught  him  by  the  arm. 

“  Shure,  Mr.  Bayliss - ” 

He  recovered  himself  in  a  moment,  and  looked  again  at 
the  young  man.  He  knew  who  it  was,  without  being  told. 
The  child  whose  birth  he  had  almost  forgotten — the  boy 
whose  rights  he  had  invaded,  and  whose  property  he  held, 
stood  before  him.  There  could  be  no  doubt.  The  brown 
curly  hair  was  Johnny  Armstrong’s ;  so  were  the  full  bright 
eyes — so  was  the  contour  of  the  face ;  and  for  the  mouth,  it 
was  that  of  Johnny  Armstrong’s  wife,  clear-cut  and  small, 
set  over  a  square  and  firmly-moulded  chin,  which  was  also 
hers.  At  all  events,  it  never  had  been  poor  Johnny’s. 
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“  I  remember  you  now,”  he  said,  with  an  effort.  “  Excuse 
my  strangeness.  I  suddenly  felt  faint — not  usual  with  me. 
Shake  hands,  Mr.  Cuolahan — shake  hands.  I  hope  you  are 
prospering.  And  this  is  your  son  ?  ” 

“  My  son,  Mr.  Bayliss !  Look  at  him,  and  ask  me  again, 
if  you  can,  whose  son  he  is.” 

“  My  good  friend,  you  can  hardly  expect  me  to  know  a 
young  gentleman  I  have  never  seen  before.” 

“  My  name  is  John  Armstrong,  sir,”  interposed  Jack. 

Bayliss,  recovered  by  this  time,  received  the  information 
with  outward  steadiness. 

“  John  Armstrong  !  Not  the  son  of  my  old  friend  ?  ” 

“  That  same,  Mr.  Bayliss — the  child  that  was  born  after 
the  fire.” 

“  I  had  to  thank  Myles,”  said  Jack,  “  for  the  first  ten 
years  of  my  life.  Since  then  I  have  been  educated  by  Mr. 
Fortescue,  the  Hector  of  Croxwold.” 

“  Ay,  ay !  ”  said  Paul,  not  knowing  what  to  say.  “  Close 
by — close  by ;  not  once  been  over  to  see  me  !  ” 

“  I  came  here,  Mr.  Bayliss,  to  ask  you  to — to  take  me 
into  your  works  as  an  apprentice.  I  am  going  to  be  a 
mechanical  engineer.” 

“  Nothing  else,”  said  Myles  pathetically,  waving  a  hand 
which  years  had  only  made  more  gigantic,  “  will  suit  the 
boy.  He  leaves  Cambridge  College — where  he  beat  the  best 
of  them — and  he  wants  to  work  in  your  dirty  factory,  Mr. 
Bayliss.  He  might  have  been  a  bishop  or  a  baronet,  or — or 
anything,  there.  For  old  acquaintance,  you  know,  I  thought 
I  would  give  you  the  job.  Mr.  Fortescue  pays.” 

Jack  coloured,  as  Mr.  Bayliss  answered  grandly — 

“  Pay ! — pay  !  But  you  do  not  understand.  My  dear 
boy,  if  you  are  determined  to  be  an  engineer,  come  to  me, 
by  all  means,  and  there  shall  be  no  question  of  payment 
between  your  father’s  son  and  myself.  But  it  is  a  hard  life. 
You  will  have  to  rise  early,  to  work  all  day,  and  to  associate 
with  rough  men.  I  see  that  you  have  been  properly  brought 
up.  I  can  make  no  difference  between  you  and  the  work¬ 
men.” 
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“I  ask  for  none,  sir.  I  want  to  be  an  engineer,  and  I 
must  first  learn  my  trade.” 

“  I  will  see  then.  Tell  Mr.  Fortescue  that  I  hope  to  have 
the  pleasure  of  calling  upon  him  to-morrow  morning.  And 
now  good-bye !  ” 

He  shook  hands  with  Jack,  nodded  carelessly  to  Myles,  and 
went  into  the  house.  Then  he  locked  the  door  of  his  study 
and  sat  down  to  think.  “  Not  your  own  :  not  your  own.”  It 
was  the  voice  of  his  conscience  crying  to  him  so  loudly,  that 
he  thought  it  was  some  one  outside  himself.  “  Not  your  own, 
and  the  rightful  owner  has  come  at  last.”  All  his  mental 
powers  collapsed,  and  for  half  an  hour  he  sat  motionless,  his 
brain  filled  with  confused  images,  and  dreadful  possibilities 
passing  before  him.  Presently  he  got  up,  looking  bent  and 
worn.  What  is  it,  in  this  abject  passion  of  fear,  that  shrinks 
us  up,  making  the  portly  man  thin,  and  the  upright  man 
bent?  Paul  Bayliss,  had  any  one  seen  him  then,  was  the 
poverty-stricken,  hesitating  Bayliss  of  twelve  years  before. 
He  remembered  he  had  an  appointment,  but  looking  in  the 
glass,  and  seeing  his  dazed  and  pallid  face,  sank  back  into 
his  chair  appalled.  Then  he  hurriedly  wrote  a  note  of  excuse, 
unlocked  his  door,  gave  it  to  a  servant,  and  sat  down  again, 
once  more  to  think.  The  morning  passed  into  afternoon, 
the  afternoon  into  evening,  and  when  the  servants  came  to 
call  him  in  to  dinner,  they  found  him  sitting  where  he  had 
been  all  day,  with  his  head  upon  his  hand.  He  dined  alone, 
and  drank  more  than  was  good  for  him.  After  he  had 
finished  a  bottle  of  port  his  fears  vanished,  and  hope  began, 
not  to  whisper,  but  to  sing  like  any  lark  in  his  breast,  that 
what  had  been  done  would  never  be  found  out,  and  that  all 
was  his — all  was  his.  And  so  he  went  to  bed. 

The  night,  to  the  criminal,  the  unsuccessful  man,  and  the 
man  who  knows  that  he  has  made  an  ass  of  himself,  is  a  period 
much  more  trying  than  the  day,  unless  you  sleep  through 
it.  Paul  Bayliss  awoke  as  the  clock  struck  two,  and  at  the 
memory  of  the  past  day  began  to  tremble  and  to  shake.  The 
hours  that  followed  before  the  dawn  were  even  worse  for  him 
than  those  he  had  spent  in  his  study;  for  there  he  was  only 
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stunned  and  saw  tilings  darkly :  but  now  the  whole  possible, 
dreadful  future  came  before  his  eyes,  and  he  saw  himself 
stripped  of  his  wealth,  his  honour,  his  position,  disgraced, 
beggared,  and  even  standing  in  the  dock  before  his  brother 
magistrates,  charged  with  ....  Even  then  he  did  not  dare 
to  name  it.  In  this  miserable  mood  sleep  surprised  him. 
Then  he  recovered  his  faculties,  and  laughed,  for  he  thought 
he  saw  a  way. 

“  Johnny  Armstrong  owed  me  money — who  is  to  say  that 
he  did  not  ?  My  sister  lent  it  him  on  the  security  of  his  last 
bit  of  property.  Who  can  disprove  that  ?  The  proofs  of  the 
debt  were  burned  in  the  fire.  The  money  never  was  paid ; 
the  property  which  I  believed  to  be  my  sister’s,  for  she  always 
said  so,  became  mine  when  she  died.  Bah  !  the  story  is  so 
simple,  so  plain,  that  nothing  could  be  clearer.  What  a  fool 
I  am  to  be  frightened  !  Mine  !  Of  course  it  is  mine.  And 
if  it  should  be  proved  to  be  his,  after  all,  I  shall  state  my  case 
and  leave  it  to  be  arbitrated.  And  as  for  the  boy,  I  will  look 
after  him,  and  make  him  my  friend.  All  the  world  shall  know 
that  it  is  Johnny  Armstrong’s  son  come  back  to  Esbrough,  and 
that  his  old  partner  Paul  Bayliss  is  looking  after  the  boy.” 

The  ghost  was  laid,  and  Bayliss  became  once  more  a  free 
man.  More  than  that,  he  ceased  to  feel  those  qualms  which 
had  formerly  troubled  his  peace  of  mind  at  irregular  intervals, 
and  became  as  easy  and  restful  as  the  most  believing  Chris¬ 
tian.  More  again :  all  out  of  the  kindness  of  his  heart,  and 
gratitude  for  kindness  shown  to  little  Jack,  he  invited  Myles 
Cuolahan  to  take  service  in  his  own  works,  made  him  col¬ 
lector  of  his  rents,  gave  him  a  house  to  live  in — not  one  of 
the  workmen’s  houses,  but  a  small  cottage  just  out  of  town, 
where  Jack  could  live  with  him  as  one  who  was  a  gentleman, 
and  assigned  a  sufficient  salary  to  make  the  post  worth  having. 
To  be  sure  he  knew — Bayliss  never  let  his  generosity  interfere 
with  his  prudence — that  Myles  was  the  most  honest  man  in 
all  the  world,  and  handy  with  the  persuasive  tongue,  so  that 
his  interests  as  regards  the  rents  were  safe. 

All  Esbrough  heard  it,  and  praised  this  man  so  great,  so 
good,  so  careful  of  old  ties  and  friends.  Jack,  the  son  of 
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Johnny,  dear  to  many  a  reformed  toper’s  memory — Jack  who 
had  dropped,  as  it  were,  from  the  clouds,  met  everywhere  with 
friends  who  would  have  made  much  of  him  had  he  wished. 
But  he  did  not  wish.  He  meant  to  work ;  and  after  his 
twelve  hours  in  the  factory,  dressed  like  the  men,  and  work¬ 
ing  with  them,  he  went  home  to  Myles,  and  spent  a  couple  of 
hours  at  least  over  his  books,  while  Myles  smoked  and  read ; 
and  then  they  had  supper,  talked,  and  went  to  bed.  Every 
Saturday  he  walked  over  to  Croxwold  to  spend  the  Sunday 
with  Mr.  Fortescue,  leaving  Myles  to  himself.  And  so  the 
years  of  apprenticeship  passed  on,  and  Jack  was  a  man  of 
four-and-twenty  summers,  at  whom  the  girls  looked  furtively 
as  he  passed  along  the  street  with  light  and  springy  step,  in 
common  workman’s  clothes,  but  bearing  the  look  of  a  prince. 

“  It’s  young  Mr.  Armstrong,”  whispered  the  young  ladies. 
‘‘Look  at  him,  dear.  Isn’t  he  the  handsomest  man  in  all 
Esbrough  ?  ” 

“  It’s  bonny  Jack  Armstrong,”  said  the  factory  girls  out  loud 
to  each  other.  “  Come  here,  bonny  Jack,  and  we’ll  kiss  you.” 

But  his  thoughts  were  bent  on  other  things  than  kissing, 
and  Jack  only  laughed,  shook  his  ambrosial  curls,  and  went 
his  way  to  woo  the  goddess  of  wheels  and  works. 


CHAPTER  II. 

TWENTY  miles,  as  the  crow  flies,  from  Esbrough,  lies  the 
city  of  Bedesbury :  twenty  miles,  which  might,  to  the 
Esbrough  people  in  the  old  days,  have  been  twenty  thousand, 
for  the  city  was  as  little  known,  save  by  name,  as  the  city  of 
Coomassie.  Now  a  network  of  lines  runs  like  some  great 
spider  web  across  the  country,  and  Bedesbury  is  no  longer 
twenty  miles,  but  one  hour  distant  from  Esbrough — a  place 
where  holiday  excursionists  go  to  get  a  change  from  the  noise 
of  their  factories,  and  to  be,  for  a  time,  bathed  in  silence. 
Bedesbury  is  an  ancient  city.  Long  ago,  even  before  Esbrough 
fell  into  the  hands  of  the  Armstrongs,  Bedesbury  was  an  old 
town.  There  is  no  beginning  to  its  history.  Even  when 
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History  itself  began  Bedesbury  was  ancient.  The  eartli  which 
lies  in  its  graveyards  is  all  human  dust.  If  the  stones  in  its 
ancient  gateways  could  speak,  they  could  tell  tales  whereat 
the  eyes  of  the  novelist  would  brighten  and  his  ears  stand 
erect.  A  city  of  sacred  memories,  because  all  human  memories 
are  sacred.  Generation  after  generation,  the  men  and  women 
have  lived  and  loved,  have  suffered  and  passed  away,  each 
one  in  his  own  youth  confident  that  the  devil  was  dead  and 
the  millennium  actually  going  to  begin  on  his  wedding-day, 
so  far  as  he  was  concerned ;  each  in  turn  finding  the  author 
of  evil  alive  and  hearty,  but  hoping  that  he  himself  should 
escape ;  each  at  last  resigned  to  the  sorrow  that  had  been  his 
lot,  and  thankful  for  the  joys  that  he  had  ravished  from  the 
hands  of  avaricious  fate.  Go  up  and  down  the  streets  of  the 
city;  look  at  the  venerable  houses  and  the  ivy-grown  churches; 
think  of  your  predecessors,  whose  very  bones  have  vanished ; 
remember  that  they  lived  as  you  do,  that  they  thought  as  you 
do,  that  they  hoped  as  you  do,  that  they  had  the  same  weak¬ 
nesses,  the  same  strength,  the  same  eternal  doubts,  and  then, 
with  a  malediction  on  all  pig-headed  writers  of  history,  sit 
down  and  get  at  the  facts,  and  learn  your  history  for  yourself. 
The  story  of  the  world  has  yet  to  be  written.  It  is  not  a 
story  of  kings  and  battles ;  these  play  only  a  secondary  place. 
The  centuries  go  on  :  save  for  a  siege  here  and  a  battle  there, 
a  few  men  hurried  away  to  the  slaughterfields  of  priests  and 
kings,  and  a  few  weeping  women,  life  means  the  domestic 
hearth,  the  slow  dropping  away  of  the  sand  in  the  hour-glass, 
the  recurrence  of  the  sweet  sad  night,  the  change  of  the 
seasons,  the  gradual  approach  of  grey  hairs,  the  arrival  of 
death,  great  mystery  of  mysteries.  Always  disappointment, 
always  failure  of  hopes,  failure  of  strength,  failure  of  purpose. 
The  history  of  the  world  might  be  the  history  of  how  men 
learn  to  measure  their  ambitions,  and  therefore  their  happi¬ 
ness,  by  their  strength  and  their  opportunities.  Pray,  you 
that  have  children,  not  that  they  may  be  strong  of  body,  or 
clever,  or  comely,  or  ambitious,  but  pray  that  they  may  have 
strength  of  will  and  sense  to  know  how  to  live. 

Bedesbury,  with  its  narrow,  winding  streets  all  uphill  and 
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downhill,  lies  nestled  round  the  rock,  which  juts  out  into  the 
river,  making  it  bend  round  upon  itself,  and  describe  as  pretty 
a  curve  as  ever  was  drawn  by  mathematician.  On  the  rock 
stand  its  cathedral  and  its  castle,  the  former  a  grand  and 
simple  pile,  almost  entirely  Norman,  with  massive  pillars  and 
circular  arches.  Beside  the  cathedral  stands  the  Close,  and 
there,  among  the  ladies  who  love  the  quiet  of  the  spot,  and 
the  clergy  who  belong  to  the  cathedral  chapter,  in  one  of  a 
dozen  houses  standing  on  one  side,  covered  with  creepers  and 
buried  in  flowers — houses  dainty  to  look  at,  lovely  for  nine 
months  in  the  year,  and  pretty  for  the  other  three — lived  Miss 
Ferens,  the  protector  of  little  Norah.  In  this  retreat  the 
child  grew  up.  In  the  house,  the  peace  of  a  well-regulated 
maiden  lady’s  manage  with  old  servants ;  outside,  the  Close, 
with  its  level  lawns,  its  broad  elms,  the  rooks  cawing  in  the 
branches  ;  and  beyond,  the  mighty  wall  of  the  great  cathedral, 
the  south  wall  with  the  round  windows,  the  long  straight 
lines,  the  buttresses,  and  the  tower  of  the  glorious  church,  into 
which  its  builders  poured  all  their  souls.  And  high  in  the 
air,  round  the  tower,  the  swifts  flying  about ;  long  narrow- 
streaks  against  the  blue  sky  above.  At  service-time,  when 
the  child  was  not  worshipping  with  the  few  who  formed  the 
daily  congregation,  the  roll  of  the  organ,  with  the  rise  and 
fall  of  the  choristers’  voices.  Surely,  of  all  peaceful  spots  on 
earth,  there  can  be  none  more  peaceful  than  the  precincts  of 
an  English  cathedral. 

Miss  Ferens  was  a  lonely  woman,  having  neither  brother 
nor  sister,  and  with  the  passionate  longing  for  something  to 
love  which  belongs  to  the  nature  of  strong  women.  She  was 
the  orphan  daughter  of  an  ecclesiastical  dignitary.  She  had 
been  brought  up  under  the  shadow  of  the  great  cathedral,  of 
which  she  knew  every  moulding  and  every  tracing.  She 
attended  all  the  services ;  she  knew  every  chorister  and  his 
history ;  she  was  familiar  with  every  anthem,  and  critical 
rather  than  devout  during  their  interpretation ;  one  might 
almost  say,  she  knew  every  sermon.  When  her  father  died, 
leaving  his  only  child  more  than  comfortably  off,  it  went  to  her 
heart  to  think  of  leaving  the  old  place  she  knew  so  well.  To 
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worship  in  a  meaner  edifice  would  have  been  bitterness  to  her  ; 
so,  getting  an  ancient  servant  or  two  to  stay  with  her,  she 
took  the  first  house  in  the  Close  which  offered,  and  stayed  on. 

She  had  never  been  even  commonly  pretty ;  her  features, 
cast  in  a  rough,  strong  mould,  lacked  that  touch  of  feminine 
softness  which  sometimes  goes  far  to  redeem  a  face  otherwise 
supremely  ugly.  She  was  short-sighted,  too ;  and  the  habit 
of  peering  close  into  things  drew  lines  about  her  eyes,  which 
were  bright,  but  too  full.  She  had  a  heavy,  square  forehead, 
which  was  too  big  for  her  face;  and  she  had  a  rough,  low 
voice,  too  strong  for  a  woman’s.  It  was  only  when  she  sang, 
in  a  powerful  contralto,  that  you  could  forgive  that  voice; 
and  in  this,  the  one  accomplishment  among  all  her  acquire¬ 
ments,  she  found  her  pleasure  because  she  knew  her  power. 
“  No  man,”  she  would  say,  with  a  contempt  that  was  not  at 
all  affected,  “  ever  paid  me  any  attentions  at  all.  Men,  my 
dear,  only  care  for  a  pretty  face,  and  nobody  ever  could  say 
that  my  face  was  pretty,”  which  was  certainly  true;  and  it  is 
a  very  remarkable  thing  to  observe  that  women,  pretty  or  plain, 
never  can  understand  the  sino-ular  infatuation  which  makes 

O 

men  go  wild  over  beauty.  Do  they  understand  what  beauty 
means?  Only,  I  think,  at  secondhand,  and  because  they  see 
the  pictured  and  sculptured  forms  that  men  admire.  They 
lack  the  sense  of  beauty,  which  is  a  purely  masculine  gift ; 
they  so  far  fail  to  comprehend  the  nature  of  love,  that  they 
actually  conceive  it  possible  for  a  man  to  love  an  ugly  woman. 
Charlotte  Bronte,  a  woman  of  great  penetration  in  other 
respects,  made  this  remarkable  blunder.  It  is  this  curious 
deficiency  in  the  feminine  nature  which  makes  them — while 
they  are  devoutly,  and  even  prayerfully  curious,  in  the  matter 
of  love,  to  know  what  it  means  and  why  it  exists — utterly 
incapable  of  writing  a  love  poem.  Burning  Sappho  is  so  rare 
that  she  has  passed  into  a  proverb.  Sappho,  Heloise,  Louise 
Labd — where  are  the  others  who  have  written  ?  Where  are 
those  who  have  felt  the  devouring  passion  which  sometimes 
turns  men  into  angels  or  devils,  and  makes  them  half  divine 
or  less  than  human  ? 

As  for  poor  Miss  Ferens,  she  never  thought  about  men  at 
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all  save  with  a  feeling  of  pity  and  contempt.  By  reason  of 
their  strength  they  had  assumed  the  command  of  the  universe, 
and  yet  how  badly  they  did  everything !  In  the  matter  of 
preaching  alone,  in  which,  if  anybody  could  claim  to  be  a 
j  udge,  she  might,  how  wretched  was  the  performance !  As 
for  governing  the  world,  see  what  a  mess  they  made  of  it ! 
Look  at  the  wars  due  to  the  mismanagement  of  men !  She 
had  no  tender  memory  for  any  one  man.  She  knew  that 
women  sometimes  surrender  themselves,  their  reason,  their 
inclinations,  and  their  independence  to  man  ;  but  she  regarded 
every  fresh  case  that  came  before  her  as  another  instance  of 
the  weakness  of  our  common  humanity. 

And  yet  she  was  liked.  Ladies  liked  her  because  she 
neither  envied,  nor  bore  malice,  nor  entertained  rivalries,  nor 
gossiped,  nor  outbid  their  own  small  arts  of  attraction.  Even 
though  she  sang,  and  sang  splendidly,  she  sang  contralto,  so 
that  the  sopranos  listened  with  an  equal  mind ;  and  though 
she  played,  it  was  mostly  at  home,  and  then  pieces  of  a 
severity  which  drove  frivolous  clergy-persons  to  seek  refuge 
in  slumber  or  whispered  talk.  Men,  on  the  other  hand,  liked 
her  for  her  freedom  of  talk,  her  independence  of  thought,  and 
the  way  in  which  she  refused  to  defer  to  their  judgment,  while 
she  asked  no  deference  for  her  own.  The  young  clergyman 
who  sometimes  found  himself  alone  with  her,  shrank  abashed 
at  the  thought  of  having  his  remarks  pulled  up  with  a  short 
rope ;  but  the  old  doctor  of  divinity,  who  knew  books  better 
than  men,  and  opinions  better  than  women,  delighted  to  have 
a  talk  with  Miss  Ferens. 

Susan  Ferens.  “  Susan  is  my  name,”  she  said,  “  and  Susan 
was  my  mother’s  name.  A  plain  sort  of  name,  like  Betty  and 
Molly,  gone  out  of  fashion  now  that  people  have  become  too 
refined  for  their  own  nature.  Susan  my  father  called  me, 
and  I  thank  him  for  it.  How  you  got  your  name,  Norah, 
unless  it  was  some  ridiculous  Irish  sentiment  of  your  father’s, 
I  cannot  imagine.  It  may  bring  you  into  trouble  yet.” 

She  had  tastes  and  pursuits  almost  masculine  ;  used  to  keep 
a  canoe  and  a  light  rowing  boat  moored  in  a  little  hut  at  the 
river  side,  in  which  she  would  disport  in  the  early  summer 
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mornings,  or  even  the  winter  afternoons,  when  the  river  was 
free  from  other  craft.  Not  that  she  objected  to  being  seen — 
quite  the  contrary,  being  proud  of  her  rowing — but  she  objected 
to  being  run  into.  Once  she  was  upset  through  the  sudden 
drawing  up  of  a  barge  rope.  Then  the  privileged  few  who 
witnessed  the  accident,  with  a  rapturous  joy  which  may  easily 
be  imagined,  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  the  lady  swim  slowly 
round  her  boat,  pick  up  the  oars,  lay  her  arms  over  the  keel, 
and  strike  out  with  deliberation  to  the  shelter  of  her  own 
hut,  which  was  close  by.  Once  within  that  secure  retreat, 
Miss  Ferens  gave  way  to  temper,  and  used  very  strong  expres¬ 
sions  with  regard  to  the  barge  rope. 

“  Games  !  ”  she  used  to  say.  “  Look  at  the  shameful  way 
in  which  women  are  treated  in  the  way  of  games.  Shuttle¬ 
cock  and  battledore,  skipping-ropes,  lawn  tennis,  croquet, 
and  that  is  pretty  well  all.  Why  are  we  kept  out  of  all  the 
really  exciting  things  ?  I  don’t  want  to  play  football,  which 
is  a  singularly  ungraceful  game  even  for  a  boy ;  and  what 
women,  with  their  ridiculous  dresses,  would  look  like,  kicking 
a  ball  about,  I  really  dare  not  think.  But  cricket — look  at 
cricket.  The  game  is  picturesque,  not  too  rough,  and  full  of 
all  kinds  of  chances  for  showing  skill.  I  shall  never  be  satis¬ 
fied,  Norah,  till  I  have  invented  a  way  of  playing  cricket  for 
girls.  The  ball  need  not  be  quite  so  hard,  nor  the  bats  so 
heavy,  and  perhaps  the  distance  between  the  wickets  need 
not  be  so  great,  and  we  might  take  a  run  for  granted  .  .  . 
and  .  .  .  and  then,  Norah,  I  should  invent  a  dress  on  purpose 
for  the  game,  with  short  petticoats,  and  girls  should  get  over 
the  nonsense  about  showing  their  ankles.  Ankles,  indeed ! 
all  the  world  may  see  my  ankles,  if  they  want  to.” 

If  she  had  a  strong  prejudice,  it  was  in  favour  of  a  Con¬ 
servative  form  of  government.  “Not,”  she  would  say,  “that 
I  expect  any  particular  good  to  result  when  Mr.  Disraeli  takes 
office  any  more  than  when  the  other  man  ”  (she  never  could 
bring  herself  to  pronounce  the  name)  “  is  in.  My  dear, 
governments  are  all  alike :  they  patch  and  mend  when  there 
is  no  patching  and  mending  wanted ;  they  cut  a  bit  off  the 
skirt  and  tack  it  into  the  sleeve ;  then  they  cut  it  off  the  sleeve 
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ancl  put  it  back  to  the  skirt  again.  Tilings  go  on  exactly  tke 
same  as  if  there  were  no  government  at  all.  Presently  the 
time  comes  for  a  change — no  need  to  hurry  it,  my  dear.” 

Such  a  woman  would  be  sure  to  have  her  favourite  reading. 
Miss  Ferens  had  hers:  she  liked  reading  Voltaire,  whose 
principles  she  professed  to  abhor.  “  You  shall  never  read 
this  odious,  wicked,  delightful  man,  Norah,  because  you  have 
not  had  my  advantages  in  early  training.  I  suppose  I'  was 
not  more  than  twelve  when  my  father  pointed  out  to  me,  in 
a  series  of  lessons,  all  possible  objections  to  the  Christian 
religion,  with  the  answers  to  them.  So  that,  you  see,  he 
enabled  me  to  read  the  most  charming  of  wicked  writers 
without  harm  to  myself.  As  for  you,  my  poor  child,  it  is  a 
pleasure  you  must  never  look  to  enjoy.” 

On  the  other  hand,  if  Miss  Ferens,  strong  in  her  panoply 
of  conviction,  read  Voltaire  without  harming  herself,  as  she 
thought,  and  even  with  profit,  she  claimed  the  further  privi¬ 
lege  of  her  age  to  read  and  enjoy  Byron,  finding  in  him,  as 
she  said,  that  warmth  of  imagination  which  was  needed  to 
supply  her  system  with  a  corrective  to  the  monotony  of  life. 

££  It  is  unreal,  Norah,  all  this  poetry  and  stuff.  They  make 
a  passion  out  of  a  sentiment,  and  call  it  Love.  No  woman 
ever  yet,  I  suppose,  made  herself  a  fool  for  love.  They  go 
melancholy  more  out  of  spite,  jealousy,  and  shame,  because 
other  girls  will  laugh  at  them,  and  then  people  say  they  are 
breaking  their  hearts  for  love.  Stuff  and  rubbish !  Never 
let  me  hear,  Norah,  that  you  are  in  love.  Perhaps — you  are 
an  impulsive  creature — perhaps  some  day  a  foolish  animal 
with  a  beard  will  pretend  to  rave  about  your  dark  eyes,  and 
you  will  weakly  let  him  kiss  your  cheek,  and  mumble  over 
your  hands,  as  if  that  could  afford  him  any  satisfaction.  It 
will  be  from  vanity  and  weakness,  mind,  that  you  will  yield 
to  him — vanity  and  weakness.  But  as  for  love,  Norah,  there 
is  no  such  thing,  except,  I  suppose  ” — and  here  her  eyes 
softened — ££  except  the  love  that  a  mother  bears  her  children. 
I  have  felt  some  of  it  since  I  had  you,  Norah.” 

We  anticipate.  Miss  Ferens,  when  she  brought  the  child 
to  this  quiet  place,  began  educating  her  on  a  plan  of  her  own. 
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First,  there  was  to  be  no  tenderness  shown.  She  was  con¬ 
vinced  that  tenderness  only  made  people  weak ;  and  if  it  had 
not  been  for  the  old  nurse,  who  lavished  kisses  and  embraces 
on  the  little  thing  at  morning,  at  night,  and  all  day,  when 
her  mistress  was  not  looking,  little  Norah  would  have  grown 
up  with  no  outward  signs  of  affection.  Miss  Ferens  herself 
was  the  child’s  only  instructress,  but  she  taught  her  well ; 
and  the  nurse,  with  a  mine  of  old-world  stories,  supplemented 
the  dry  crusts  of  knowledge,  so  that  the  girl’s  imagination 
fed  on  fairy  and  goblin  tales  like  other  children  who  had 
story-books.  She  grew  up  silent  and  reserved  in  presence  of 
her  protectress,  loquacious  only  while  she  was  with  her  nurse, 
to  whom  she  poured  out  all  her  thoughts  and  hopes — simple 
enough,  and  amounting  only  to  dreams  of  some  happy  future, 
when  her  father,  and  Jack,  and  she  should  live  together.  As 
the  time  rolled  on,  as  the  child  of  six  years  grew  up  a 
tall  girl  of  fourteen,  she  was  even  more  silent  before  her 
guardian,  and  always  more  loquacious  with  her  nurse.  Twice 
a  year  came  her  father,  on  those  occasions  armed  with  a 
present  for  the  child,  dressed  with  such  care  as  befitted  the 
occasion,  and  even  invariably  decorated  with  a  collar,  one  of 
those  lofty  structures  which,  twenty  years  ago,  were  asso¬ 
ciated  in  one’s  imagination  with  Hampstead  Heath  on  a 
Sunday,  or  Greenwich  Park  on  a  public  holiday.  The  girl 
found  nothing  amiss ;  it  was  her  father,  the  one  person  in 
the  world,  except  Jack,  that  she  had  to  love.  Myles,  after 
asking  permission  to  come  by  letter,  was  received  by  Miss 
Ferens  herself,  who  presently  retired,  and  sent  in  Norah. 
She  further  showed  her  sense  of  what  was  right  by  sending  in 
a  tray  with  cake,  bread-and-butter,  and  fragrant  coffee.  The 
supply  was  estimated  by  Miss  Ferens’s  own  idea  of  a  healthy 
appetite,  and  was,  consequently,  to  Myles  Cuolahan  merely  a 
little  episode  in  the  day’s  eating,  a  passing  mouthful,  a  slight 
stay-stomach,  which  left  a  pleasant  recollection  behind,  but 
no  solid  satisfaction.  He  used  invariably — his  daughter 
always  declaring,  against  the  truth,  that  she  had  had  tea, 
and  wanted  nothing — to  clear  the  whole  board,  taking  the 
bread-and-butter,  twenty  slices,  or  thereabouts,  in  one  instal- 
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ment,  piled  together,  and  the  cake,  a  trifle  of  ten  inches  or 
so  in  diameter  by  four  or  five  high,  in  two  or  three  bites. 
Then  he  drank  up  all  the  coffee,  and  then  he  began  to  talk 
about  Jack. 

“Now,  tell  me  all  about  Jack,”  Norah  cried,  when  the 
coffee  was  gone. 

As  the  years  grew  dim  the  real  Jack  passed  away,  and  an 
ideal  Jack  grew  up  in  her  mind.  Her  father  painted  him  in 
such  lively  colours  as  his  powers  of  speech  allowed,  and  the 
girl’s  imagination  supplied  the  rest.  He  was  her  knight, 
brave  and  strong,  proof  against  all  the  temptations,  whatever 
these  might  mean,  which  assail  the  Christian  soldier — the 
temptations  vaguely  but  fearfully  spoken  of  in  the  Prayer- 
Book  as  those  of  the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil.  We 
can  keep  our  maidens  from  two  of  these  sources,  at  least. 
Remains  always  the  third,  and  that  is  the  reason  why  for 
every  woman  is  necessary  the  image  of  her  Knight,  the 
warrior  Great  Heart,  who  shall  fight  for  her  against  this 
invisible  but  frightful  foe.  That,  too,  is  the  reason  why  the 
nuns,  who  can  have  no  Sir  Galahad,  glorify  themselves  by 
their  mysterious  spiritual  alliance,  and  have  no  fear  because 
they  are  the  brides  of  Christ. 

“  Tell  me  about  Jack,”  said  Norah. 

She  learned  that  he  was  tall,  taller  than  her  father ;  that 
he  rode  a  pony  ;  that  he  had  books  that  filled  a  dozen  shelves, 
and  had  read  them  all ;  that  he  drew  continually  strange 
diagrams  of  wheels  and  combinations  of  wheels  on  sheets  of 
paper ;  that  he  had  a  lathe,  in  which  he  executed  cunning 
contrivances  in  box-wood ;  that  he  sang  as  he  went  about 
the  world ;  that  he  was  encouraged  in  all  these  pursuits  by 
Mr.  Fortescue;  that - ” 

“  Does  he  never  ask  after  me  ?  ”  Norah  interrupted. 

“  Is  it  ask  after  you,  alaunah  ?  And  why  would  a  boy 
like  Jack  think  about  a  little  lass  like  you?  He  talks  about 
his  books,  and  then  he  asks  after  me.” 

Poor  Norah !  and  she  always  thinking  of  him.  Not  true 
either,  for  Jack  did  ask  about  her,  though  not  with  the 
tender  interest  that  she  would  have  wished ;  for  boys  are 
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selfish,  and  the  stronger  the  boy’s  nature  the  less  he  thinks 
of  others,  till  there  comes  the  softening  touch  which  makes 
the  man. 

Meantime  Miss  Ferens,  who  perceived  that  the  time  of 
passive  obedience  was  gone,  and  that  Norah  was  of  an  age 
to  become  a  companion,  tried  to  relax  the  sternness  of  dis¬ 
cipline,  and  by  encouragement,  by  conversation,  endeavoured 
to  persuade  her  that  she  might  now  talk  at  least,  if  not  act, 
with  a  certain  independence.  But  in  vain.  Norak,  schooled 
by  eight  long  years  of  cold  severity,  could  not  understand 
what  she  wished.  As  well  might  Dr.  Busby  look  for  filial 
affection  and  warmth  of  trust  from  some  youth  whom  he  had 
just  conscientiously  flogged.  She  consulted  Norah  instead 
of  ordering  her ;  to  her  confusion  the  girl  refused  to  be  con¬ 
sulted.  She  gave  up  the  stated  hours  of  study ;  the  girl 
continued  to  observe  them.  She  asked  where  they  should 
walk  instead  of  making  the  choice  herself ;  but  Norah  refused 
to  choose.  Was  the  girl  a  statue? 

Beneath  the  rugged  face,  which  was  only  a  mask,  there 
lurked  the  kindest  heart;  behind  the  harsh  manner,  which 
was  partly  natural  and  partly  the  result  of  educational  pre¬ 
judice,  there  was  the  tenderest  yearning  for  love.  Miss 
Ferens  loved  the  child  she  had  brought  up.  It  was  the  very 
strength  of  her  affection  which  made  her  impose  severe  tasks, 
and  teach  blind  and  unquestioning  surrender  of  will.  She 
forgot  that  children  love  to  laugh,  because  she  never  laughed 
herself,  except  sometimes,  after  the  manner  of  the  Sardinian, 
and  at  the  ways  of  the  male  sex.  Thus  by  some  accident 
she  had  forgotten  the  existence  of  the  imaginative  faculty, 
and  the  necessity  of  knowing  that  as  well  as  all  the  rest ; 
and  from  breakfast  till  bed-time  the  little  girl  was  forced  to 
keep  her  thoughts  to  herself.  In  the  morning  she  woke  up 
her  old  nurse,  and  told  them  to  her ;  and  as  she  grew  older 
she  continued  to  keep  her  awake  at  night  with  a  flood  of 
foolish,  fond,  and  wondrous  imagination.  But  to  her  guardian, 
silent,  cold,  uncommunicative,  obedient. 

One  night,  as  Miss  Ferens  lay  sleepless,  mournfully  think¬ 
ing  on  the  failure  of  her  scheme,  and  devising  the  means  of 
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awakening  the  girl’s  softer  nature,  she  heard  unwonted 
sounds  in  the  house.  She  sat  up ;  by  the  moonlight  she 
perceived  that  her  door,  which  she  usually  locked,  was  open 
— a  thing  which  showed  the  trouble  of  her  mind.  She 
hastily  got  out  of  bed,  and  opening  it  wider,  peered  up  and 
down  the  passage.  All  was  dark ;  but  all  was  not  silent, 
because  there  was  a  murmur  of  voices,  or  rather  a  gentle 
ripple  of  one  voice,  and  now  and  then  a  little  burst  of 
laughter,  low  and  subdued;  and  Miss  Ferens  trembled  when 
she  discovered  that  the  laughter  and  the  voice — a  voice  that 
never  laughed  when  it  spoke  to  her — was  Norah’s.  Yes ! 
in  the  room  on  the  stairs,  built  out  at  the  back,  where  Norah 
and  the  nurse  slept,  Norah  was  laughing  and  talking,  though 
it  was  past  eleven  o’clock.  In  the  top  storey  slept  the  maids. 
They,  goods  girls,  were  sound  asleep,  or  at  least  were  silent. 

Miss  Ferens  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then,  wrapping 
herself  in  a  dressing-gown,  she  crept  softly  along  the  passage 
and  .  .  .  feeling  like  a  brigand  .  .  .  with  a  frightful  dread 
that  the  world  should  see  her  or  hear  of  it  .  .  .  with  a 
remorse  born  simultaneously  with  the  crime,  and  fully  equal 
to  that  which  might  agitate  the  perpetrator  of  a  thousand 
murders  .  .  .  with  every  nerve  tingling  in  her  frame  .  .  . 
Miss  Ferens  came  to  the  door  and  listened.  The  door  was 
not  shut. 

“  Now  go  to  sleep,  Miss  Norah,”  the  nurse  was  saying. 
“  It’s  past  eleven  o’clock,  and  how  shall  I  get  you  up  to¬ 
morrow  morning  ?  ” 

“  I’m  not  going  to  sleep  till  I  please,”  answered  the  girl 
saucily.  “  Nor  shall  you  go  to  sleep  till  I  please,  nurse,  and 
so  you  had  better  make  up  your  mind  to  listen.  Well,  you 
know,  when  I  sit  and  sit,  saying  nothing,  but  working  and 
reading,  opposite  Miss  Ferens,  all  the  time  I  am  thinking 
about  Jack  and  father.  They  are  living  together  now,  you 
know,  and  Jack  is  an  apprentice,  only  not  a  common 
apprentice,  and  goes  every  day  to  learn  engineering,  while 
my  father  does  his  work  for  Mr.  Bayliss.  I  am  so  glad  he 
has  left  off  that  horrid  going  about  the  country,  poor  dear. 
And  you  know  at  one  o’clock,  just  as  he  has  told  me,  I  say 
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to  myself,  c  There’s  the  dinner-bell  in  the  factory,  and  the 
men  knock  off  work.’  Knock  off ;  isn’t  it  funny  ?  And  there 
goes  Jack  home  to  dinner.  As  he  goes  along  the  street  the 
people  say,  ‘  There  goes  handsome  Jack  !  ’  Oh  yes,  they  do, 
because  my  father  told  me  so.  Then  they  have  dinner 
together.  I  wonder  what  it  is  and  who  gets  it  ready.  I 
forgot  to  ask  him  about  that.  They  have  nothing  but  cold 
water.  I  shall  never  drink  anything  but  cold  water  either, 
because  they  don’t.  Cold  water  and  coffee  and  tea,  you 
know,  and  nice  things.  I  don’t  tell  Miss  Ferens  the  reason, 
because  she  might  laugh  at  me,  you  know.” 

“  My  dear,  Miss  Susan  never  laughed  at  anybody.” 

“  Well,  she  might  say  something  I  should  not  like.  Then, 
after  dinner,  back  to  work ;  my  Jack  near  the  great  blazing 
furnace,  not  a  bit  afraid  of  the  molten  iron,  and  all  about 
among  the  big  wheels  that  look  as  if  they  would  tear  you  to 
pieces— I’ve  seen  them  in  a  picture — and  quite  cool,  you 
know,  as  if  they  belonged  to  him  and  he  were  the  master. 
My  father  told  me  so.  And  then  the  work  finished  and  home 
to  tea ;  and  after  tea,  Jack  gets  out  his  books  and  begins  to 
work  again  at  the  things  that  will  make  him  a  great  man.” 

“Doesn’t  he  ever  go  out  and  enjoy  himself,  and  flirt  with 
the  young  ladies  ?  ” 

“  Nurse !  ”  said  Norah,  much  offended,  “  he  is  not  that 
sort  of  young  man  at  all.  He  works  hard  ;  and  when  he  has 
done  working,  he  sits  with  my  father,  who  smokes  a  pipe, 
and  then  they  talk  about  ME — not  about  young  ladies,  if  you 
please.  Well  .  .  .  and  then,  you  know;  then  .  .  .  when 
I’ve  gone  through  all  the  day  with  them,  and  followed  them 
quite  up  to  bed-time,  I  begin  to  think  of  the  time  when  I 
shall  go  and  live  with  them  too,  and  make  their  tea  and 
coffee  for  them,  and  keep  the  house.  Nurse,  I’m  fifteen 
to-morrow :  don’t  you  think — don’t  you  think,  nurse,  that 
the  time  will  soon  come  ?  Miss  Ferens  has  let  me  off  lots  of 
lessons  and  things  lately :  don’t  you  think  that  means  that 
the  time  has  almost  come  when  I  shall  be  allowed  to  go  away 
and  live  with  my  father  and  Jack  ?  Jack  is  a  gentleman, 
you  know ;  and  my  father — oh !  he  only  wants  the  things 
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that  make  a  man  look  a  gentleman  to  the  rest  of  the  world. 
Jack  will  teach  him  those.  You  see,  it  isn’t  as  if  he  was  a 
rough,  coarse,  common  man ;  not  as  if  he  were  a  wicked  man 
— one  of  the  people  who  use  dreadful  language,  and  make 
you  frightened  in  the  street.  My  father  is  a  good  man,  and 
a  brave  man,  like  all  his  ancestors,  the  kings  of  Connaught. 
N arse,  what  do  you  think  ?  ” 

Nurse  only  grunted  a  gentle  snore.  She  had  dropped  off 
sound  asleep,  and  the  conclusion  of  Norah’s  long  speech  was 
delivered  to  the  unsympathetic  furniture,  and  to  Miss  F erens, 
outside  the  door. 

“Nurse,  you’re  a  nasty,  selfish  thing,  to  go  off  to  sleep 
just  when - ” 

Here  she  stopped,  for  there  was  something  uncanny  in 
talking  loud  to  a  sleeping  woman  in  a  sleeping  house,  and  in 
the  night ;  so  Norah  closed  her  eyes,  and  in  a  moment,  fast 
asleep,  was  away  in  Esbrough  with  Myles  and  Jack. 

Miss  Ferens  crept  back  to  her  room,  feeling  more  lonely 
and  desolate  than  ever  she  had  felt  in  her  life  before,  and  lay 
awake  all  night.  The  child,  then,  was  not  a  statue;  not  a 
machine  ;  not  a  cold  creature  with  a  graceful  form ;  but  warm 
with  life,  love,  and  imagination.  And  all  her  life,  all  her 
love,  all  her  imagination,  were  given  to  her  father  and  the 
memory  of  the  boy  she  had  not  seen  for  ten  years,  and  would 
not  know  if  she  met  him  in  the  street.  “  A  rough,  coarse, 
vulgar  workman  fellow !  ”  thought  Miss  Ferens,  “  like  her 
rough,  coarse,  worthless  father !  ”  For  Miss  Ferens  had 
never  forgotten,  what  the  child  could  not  remember,  the 
squalid  room  in  Soho,  and  the  blear-eyed,  drunken  Irishman, 
who  nearly  murdered  his  own  daughter.  “Reformed,  indeed!  ” 
she  said.  “What  reform  can  refine  the  sordid  nature  of  the 
man  ?  Reformed  !  and  wThat  reform  can  make  him  a  fitting 
companion  for  the  girl  ?  What  had  she  neglected  in  her 
teaching  that  had  brought  about  this  result  ?  She  had  edu¬ 
cated  the  girl  to  know  all  that  women  usually  know,  and 
more  :  she  had  taught  her  the  arts  of  refinement ;  given  her 
a  taste  for  the  highest  art ;  made  her  love  music,  painting, 
literature ;  kept  her  from  every  rough  influence ;  made  her 
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physically  strong  and  well — and  this  was  the  end  of  it.  No 
repugnance  to  leave  the  life  of  light  and  refinement ;  no 
feeling  of  superiority  to  the  belongings  from  which  she  had 
been  rescued;  no  shrinking  from  association  with  common 
people  and  vulgar  things ;  no  aversion  to  drunken  friends 
and  .  .  .  Oh !  it  was  dreadful  to  think,  to  think  that  the 
child  she  had  nurtured  so  carefully  should  want  to  leave  her, 
just  when  she  was  becoming  a  friend  and  a  companion.  In 
the  bitterness  of  her  heart,  she  determined  at  first  to  make 
no  delay  in  granting  the  girl’s  wish  ;  she  might  go  when  she 
pleased;  she  might  go  the  next  day — and  then — then,  the 
waters  of  Marah  overflowed  her  soul,  as  she  thought  of 
the  lonely  life  that  would  be  her  own  when  the  girl  had 
gone. 

The  love  that  grows  up  in  the  heart  untold,  and  lies  there 
a  sealed  fountain,  with  all  its  infinite  possibilities  of  untold 
tenderness,  is  stronger,  fuller  than  that  which  lavishes  its 
strength  in  a  thousand  embraces,  caresses,  and  little  soft 
words  of  sweetness  ;  just  as  a  river  flowing  through  a  desert 
country  is  stronger  and  fuller  than  one  which  is  wasted  and 
attenuated  by  being  drained  away  into  an  infinite  number  of 
little  rivulets  of  irrigation,  making  the  meadows  smile,  where 
nature  has  been  supplemented  by  the  hand  of  man.  But  the 
big  solitary  river  is  there  waiting  its  time,  even  though,  like 
one  of  those  mighty  streams  which  flow  through  the  frozen 
lands  of  Siberia,  its  time  seems  well-nigh  impossible  to  arrive. 
For  ten  years  Miss  Ferens  hid  away  in  her  heart  an  affection 
for  the  child  which  almost  equalled  the  love  of  a  mother. 
There  was  not  a  movement  that  she  did  not  watch ;  not  a 
development  that  she  did  not  notice ;  not  a  growth  in  any 
direction  that  she  did  not  care  for  .  .  .  all  but  one.  Where 
had  she  failed  ?  Her  father  had  brought  her  up,  as  she  had 
brought  up  Norah.  Not  till  the  last  few  minutes  of  his  life, 
when  the  old  man  strained  her  fingers  in  his  dying  clutch, 
and  poured  out  in  his  death  the  few  passionate  words  of  love 
which,  had  he  uttered  them  years  before,  would  have  changed 
the  lives  of  both — not  till  then  did  Miss  Ferens  understand 
what  place  she  had  held  in  the  old  scholar’s  heart ;  nor  did 
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she  ever  understand  how  the  poor  man  yearned  for  some  of 
the  outward  signs  of  affection  which  he  had  never  encouraged. 

In  the  early  morning,  when  through  the  window,  which 
looked  towards  the  east,  she  saw  the  saffron  morning  dawn, 
and  the  first  long  rays  of  the  coming  sun  shoot  up  into  the 
sky,  white-clothed  heralds  that  came  through  the  golden 
portals  to  tell  of  the  coming  lord  of  day — then,  when  in  her 
garden  the  birds  sang  out  their  morning  hymns,  while  through 
the  open  window  came  the  faint  perfumes  of  the  awakened 
flowers,  the  breath  of  the  summer — then,  with  the  dawn, 
came  upon  the  woman’s  distracted  heart  a  gracious  light  of 
heaven,  the  gift  that  never  fails  to  those  who  lead  the  life  of 
Christ.  For  then  she  understood.  All  in  a  moment — all 
with  a  flash,  like  the  sudden  lightning  glare  that  shone  upon 
the  heart  of  Saul  and  made  him  Christian  :  and,  turning  her 
face  upon  her  pillow,  Susan  Ferens  wept  tears  of  joy  and 
sorrow,  and  thanked  God.  Then  she  softly  crept  out  of  bed, 
wrapped  herself  once  more  in  her  dressing-gown,  and  noise¬ 
lessly  passed  along  the  passage  into  Norah’s  room.  The  nurse 
was  sleeping  at  her  end  of  the  room,  the  girl  was  sleeping  at 
hers — sleeping  with  the  careless  grace  of  youth — one  bare 
arm,  from  which  the  sleeve  had  slipped  up  to  the  neck,  lying 
over  her  head  upon  the  pillow — her  face,  with  the  great  eyes 
closed  and  the  long  lashes  sweeping  the  cheek,  lying  half 
turned  towards  the  light — a  smile  upon  her  parted  lips — 
the  throat,  still  too  slender  in  her  yet  early  maidenhood, 
but  white  and  shapely — the  unbuttoned  linen  thrown  back 
impatiently,  as  if  to  catch  the  air. 

Miss  Ferens  stood  over  her  bed  and  watched  her.  As  she 
watched  she  smiled.  “  The  child  will  teach  me  more  before 
I  have  done,”  she  murmured.  “  I  think  I  understand  what 
it  is  that  men  mean  by  beauty.  This  is  how  Haidee  looked 
when 

1 - her  sweet  lips  murmured  like  a  brook, 

A  wordless  music,  and  her  face  so  fair, 

Stirred  with  her  dream  as  rose-leaves  with  the  air.”’ 

“  Why  had  she  come  there  ?  ”  she  asked  herself.  What  could 
she  do  or  say  ?  Nothing.  Only  she  stooped  and  kissed 
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her  lips.  The  girl  shook  her  head  as  if  impatiently,  and 
murmured  in  her  dreams,  “  Jack  !  dear  Jack  !  ” 

So,  with  another  pang  at  her  heart,  but  lighter  and  better, 
Miss  Ferens  went  back  to  her  room  and  sat  at  the  window 
thinking,  while  the  sun  went  up,  and  dawn  turned  into  day. 
Then  she  dressed,  stepped  out,  and  went  out  for  an  hour’s 
pull  on  the  silent  river.  When  she  came  back  Norah  was  in 
the  garden,  silent,  shy,  and  obedient,  doing  what  she  had 
been  told  to  do.  Miss  Ferens  said  nothing  but  the  usual 
good  morning ;  but  after  breakfast,  when  the  lessons  should 
begin,  she  put  the  books  aside,  and  took  the  girl  with  her 
into  the  garden. 

“  Norah,”  she  said,  stroking  her  hair  fondly,  and  patting 
her  cheeks,  “  I  want  to  tell  you  a  story  that  concerns  you.’’ 
Norah  looked  at  her  surprised.  “Yes.  Do  not  interrupt 
me,  my  child.  Let  me  begin  from  the  beginning.” 

She  began.  She  told  how  she  herself  had  been  brought 
up  without  a  mother,  by  a  father  apparently  cold,  hard,  and 
stern ;  how  not  till  the  end  had  she  understood  the  space  she 
had  filled  in  his  heart — not  till  the  last  night  had  she  under¬ 
stood  what  she  herself  might  have  been  to  him.  And  then, 
with  a  trembling  voice  and  eyes  dimmed  with  tears,  she  told 
how  she  had  heard  voices  in  the  night,  crept  out  of  bed  and 
listened.  As  she  spoke  she  fondled  the  girl  still,  but  now 
with  both  hands.  Norah,  not  daring  to  look  up,  took  one 
of  her  hands  and  kissed  it. 

“  Norah,”  cried  Miss  Ferens  at  last,  with  a  sort  of  passionate 
outbreak,  “as  I  was  to  my  father,  you  have  been  to  me — and 
my  fault,  as  it  was  his — my  fault.  My  dear,  my  darling,  my 
one  thing  in  life  !  I  have  loved  you  better  than  any  mother 
from  the  day  you  came  to  my  arms.  I  have  never  told  you 
so — I  Have  left  you  to  find  out,  perhaps  when  I  died,  perhaps 
never.  I  thought  you  cold  and  cruel  because  you  showed  me 
no  love  at  all.  Oh,  child,  child  !  love  me  a  little  in  return, 
or  my  heart  will  break  !  ” 

It  was  the  beginning  of  a  new  life  in  that  house  in  the 
quiet  Close.  There  was  laughter  now  in  it,  and  singing  up 
and  down  the  stairs ;  there  was  merriment  over  little  things, 
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jokes  and  great  effects  of  kumour,  where  outsiders  would 
have  found  nothing  to  laugh  at  at  all.  Norah  was  natural, 
that  was  all.  It  was  her  nature  to  sing  and  laugh  and  to  be 
happy;  it  was  Miss  Ferens’ nature  to  receive,  sympathise,  and 
return.  The  sternest  woman,  if  you  take  her  rightly,  turns 
out  to  be  some  such  shallow  humbug  as  this.  Behind  the 
most  rigid  independence,  the  most  uncompromising  claim  for 
liberty  of  action,  lies  the  disposition  to  prefer  the  state  of 
slavery,  provided  the  master  be  one  she  loves.  The  husband, 
if  his  wife  loves  him,  rules  her  with  a  rod  of  iron  wrapped  in 
flowers,  like  the  thyrsus  of  Bacchus  (himself,  in  common 
with  St.  Peter,  a  married  man).  The  maiden  despises  the 
lover  who  grovels  before  her,  at  least  for  his  grovelling,  which 
she  knows  will  not  last.  The  son  rules  the  mother,  especially 
if  he  be  a  Frenchman  ;  and,  in  spite  of  all  the  lectures  of  the 
screaming  sisterhood,  woman,  unlike  the  Briton,  ever,  ever, 
ever  shall  be  a  slave.  Perhaps  I  am  a  married  man  myself, 
and  knoiv  the  sex. 


CHAPTER  III. 


WORKMAN  with  the  rest,  Jack  Armstrong  entered  the 


.IJl  factory  at  six  and  left  it  at  six.  Hands  and  clothes 
black  and  grimy  with  oil,  he  took  his  part  in  the  work  of  the 
day,  obedient  to  orders,  learning,  bit  by  bit,  the  meaning  and 
life  of  the  gigantic  machinery  as  a  whole,  of  which  his  rough 
fellows  only  knew  the  part.  A  hard  but  a  happy  life ;  because 
day  after  day  he  felt  his  powers  grow,  and  knew  that  he  was, 
what  he  had  always  hoped  to  be,  a  mechanician.  Now,  there 
is  no  happiness  upon  this  earth  to  compare  with  that  of 
feeling  yourself  fit  for  the  work  you  think  the  best  and 
highest.  To  this  young  man  mechanics  and  the  study  of 
mechanics  seemed  the  basis  on  which  all  future  civilisation 
was  to  be  built.  By  machinery  life  was  to  be  simplified  and 
rendered  easier  and  nobler;  by  the  powers  of  Nature  and 
their  application  disease  was  to  be  stopped  and  want  rendered 
impossible  ;  by  the  teaching  of  mechanics  the  youthful  intel¬ 
lect  was  to  be  trained.  Like  the  Greek  philosopher,  he  would 
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have  written  on  his  gate,  “  Let  none,  except  the  geometrician, 
enter  here.” 

To  some  the  wheels  of  a  great  engine-room  seem  like  so 
many  tyrants  crying  for  the  forced  labour  of  the  multitude, 
grinding  out  the  souls  of  those  who  serve,  rolling  round  and 
round  in  a  ceaseless  whirl — so  that  they  cannot  stay  to  think 
— the  brains  of  those  who  watch  and  wait  upon  them.  To 
Jack  Armstrong  they  appeared  in  a  different  light.  They 
were  the  limbs,  the  nerves,  the  muscles,  of  a  beneficent 
monster  created  by  the  New  Prometheus  for  the  good  of  the 
world.  By  this  monster  men  are  brought  together ;  by  his 
help  they  travel  and  know  each  other ;  by  him  they  penetrate 
deeper  and  deeper  into  the  laws  of  Nature ;  by  him  they  live 
a  wider,  deeper,  and  fuller  life  :  so  that  by  machinery  the 
world  is  destined  to  travel  back  through  its  centuries,  and  the 
longevity  of  the  antediluvians  shall  be  repeated,  when  man 
shall  so  use  his  threescore  years  and  ten  that  they  shall  seem 
for  work  done  and  enjoyment  had,  longer  than  the  span 
allotted  unto  Lamech. 

Jack  lived  among  his  wheels.  His  evenings  were  given  to 
reading  or  to  experiments  with  his  lathe.  While  he  read,  or 
while  he  stood  at  his  work,  Myles  sat  silent,  watching  with 
an  affectionate  respect  the  lad  whom  he  called  his  own.  He 
also  smoked  his  pipe  the  while.  On  Saturday  Jack  assumed 
the  garb  of  a  gentleman,  and  walked  over  to  Oroxwold,  where 
he  stayed  over  the  Sunday.  Myles’s  Sabbath  was  chiefly 
spent  in  writing  to  Norah,  taking  a  double  allowance  of 
tobacco,  and,  if  truth  must  always  be  told,  in  philandering 
with  some  of  the  prettier  among  the  female  factory  hands. 
In  despite  of  his  years — Myles  being  now  a  good  deal  past 
fifty — he  could  still  be  agreeable  to  such  of  the  sex  as  loved 
a  persuasive  tongue.  It  was  thus  a  double  life  that  the  young 
man  led.  From  Saturday  to  Monday  the  quiet  country  home 
with  the  village  church  and  the  old  scholar,  his  benefactor. 
Mr.  Fortescue,  chiefly  for  the  young  man’s  sake,  came  out 
from  his  solitary  cell  and  cultivated  the  society  of  his  neigh¬ 
bours.  His  good  family  name,  his  ample  means,  and  the 
charm  of  his  personal  manners,  made  this  easy  for  him.  He 
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gave  Saturday  evening  dinners,  to  which  came  Paul  Bayliss, 
now  tranquil  in  his  mind  about  the  .  .  .  conveyance  of  pro¬ 
perty  to  himself.  With  him,  his  daughter  Ella,  a  comely 
damsel  who  looked  out  upon  the  world  from  a  mass  of  light- 
brown  hair  and  a  pair  of  blue  eyes,  in  which  her  admirers  saw 
infinite  depths  of  thought  and  tenderness — as  yet  mute,  as  be¬ 
comes  a  maiden  of  eighteen.  Ella  was  a  pretty  girl  who 
knew  that  fact.  Thither,  too,  came  Captain  Perrymont  and 
his  son  Frank,  a  year  or  two  older  than  Jack.  The  Captain, 
reserved  and  wrapped  in  his  own  subjects,  took  little  notice 
of  the  young  people,  and  came  chiefly  to  talk  with  Mr. 
Fortescue  over  subjects  which  he  could  work  up  into  his 
favourite  pursuits.  Whatever  importance  Mr.  Bastable 
attached  to  the  divining-rod,  in  the  mind  of  Captain  Perry¬ 
mont  it  remained  a  great  and  irrefragable  proof  of  at  least 
one  half  of  magic.  In  his  own  old  house  he  carried  on  the 
same  experiments  which  deluded  the  wise  men  of  the  Middle 
Ages — always  seeing  the  prize  dangling  before  his  eyes,  and 
always  seeing  it  elude  his  grasp.  Frank  Perrymont  took  small 
interest  in  his  father’s  pursuits.  He  was  a  soft  and  dreamy 
youth :  had  a  portfolio  full  of  poems,  and  was  chiefly  re¬ 
markable  for  a  general  inaptitude  for  useful  or  practical 
business.  Like  most  thoroughly  unpractical  men,  he  had 
been  at  Oxford. 

“  Life,”  said  the  Captain,  one  day  after  dinner,  “  should  be 
a  long  struggle  to  wrest  from  the  jealous  Powers  the  secrets 
that  keep  the  world  in  motion.” 

“  Life,”  said  his  son,  “  should  be  a  long  struggle  after  the 
expression  of  thought.” 

“  Thought,”  said  Mr.  Fortescue,  “  is  based  on  a  knowledge 
of  Nature.  When  that  is  small,  thought  is  speculation :  as 
that  grows  larger,  thought  becomes  induction.” 

“  Life,”  said  Mr.  Bayliss,  “  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  battle  to  get 
the  better  of  everybody  else.  The  weakest  goes  to  the  wall. 
What  do  you  say,  Jack  ?  ” 

“  I  think,”  said  Jack,  “  that  there  is  only  one  thing  fit  to 
live  for,  and  that  is  to  make  everything  in  the  world  the 
slave  of  our  ingenuity.  The  greatest  man  is  the  inventor.” 
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Each  struck  the  key-note  of  his  character;  and  the  old 
scholar  looked  from  one  to  the  other,  resting  his  eyes,  bent 
with  a  sort  of  wonder,  on  the  boy  he  had  brought  up. 

“  What  says  my  Ella  ?  ”  asked  Bayliss,  turning  to  the  girl. 

Frank  Perrymont  looked  sharply  at  her.  She  looked  at 
Jack  for  a  moment  and  blushed,  but  only  smiled  a  reply. 
Had  the  girl  found  any  words  and  dared  to  use  them,  she 
would  have  replied,  “  Life  means  love-making  with  Jack 
Armstrong.”  Paul  Bayliss  partly  read  her  thoughts,  because 
his  daughter  was  the  only  person  in  the  world  whose  interests 
he  cared  for,  except  his  own.  He,  too,  looked  at  Jack  for  a 
moment,  and  became  thoughtful. 

Occasionally  Paul  Bayliss  would  invite  Jack  to  his  own 
parties.  These  were  formal  receptions,  with  a  dinner  at 
which  there  was  a  great  quantity  of  silver  plate,  and  much 
conversation  over  the  wine,  of  which  Mr.  Bayliss  was  lavish. 
Hospitality,  at  least,  was  one  of  his  virtues.  After  dinner 
there  would  be  a  little  music  in  the  drawing-room,  where 
Ella  would  warble  a  few  ballads  at  her  father’s  request,  or 
play  an  elaborate  piece  with  perfect  execution  and  no  expres¬ 
sion.  And  then  the  father  would  talk  to  Jack  about  his 
progress,  and  hint  solemnly  at  possible  splendours  before 
him,  if  all  went  well.  Jack  laughed  when  he  thought  of  the 
pompous  air  of  patronage :  he  partly  saw  the  nature  of  the 
man,  how  selfish  he  was,  how  keen  after  his  own  interests, 
how  sharp  and  cunning,  how  ready  to  embrace  every  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  getting  something  more  for  himself.  He  only  con¬ 
fided  his  opinion  to  Mr.  Fortescue  and  to  Myles. 

u  Mr.  Bayliss,”  said  the  former,  “  is  a  self-made  man.  That 
means  that  he  has  had  to  assert  himself,  and  has  rubbed  off 
all  those  little  angularities  which  make  sensitive  men  loth 
to  push  themselves.  In  such  a  man  we  look  for  the  traces 
of  early  roughness :  we  expect  to  find  an  undue  estimate  of 
the  merits  of  success;  there  will  probably  be  a  little  self- 
assertion.  But  I  have  always  understood  that  Mr.  Bayliss  is 
an  honourable  and  an  upright  man.” 

“  I  daresay  he  is,”  said  Jack ;  “  but  he  seems  to  care  no 
more  for  the  hands  than  if  they  were  machines.” 
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“  Paul  Bayliss,”  said  Myles,  “  is  a  great  man,  Jack.  He’s 
made  all  his  money  himself.  It’s  beautiful  to  see  how  he  goes 
about,  like  a  cock-turkey,  bubbling  with  conceit.  And,  faith, 
he’s  got  plenty  to  be  conceited  about,  and  right  he  is  to 
bubble.  I  remember  when  he  used  to  sing  as  small  as  a  she- 
robin  on  a  frosty  day.  Paul  Bayliss  is  a  great  man.  And  as 
for  the  hands,  why,  Jack  asthore,  what  are  they  worth,  most 
of  them,  with  the  drink  and  the  waste  ?  Their  souls  are  not 
worth  the  trouble  of  damning  or  saving.  What  are  you  to 
do,”  he  went  on  grandly,  “  with  people  who  drink  ?  ” 

“  Captain  Perrymont  is  almost  as  bad,”  said  Jack.  “  He 
thinks  about  nothing  but  the  philosopher’s  stone.  He  came 
into  the  workshop  the  other  day  on  purpose  to  get  me  to  trans¬ 
late  a  passage  that  bothered  him.  I  never  saw  such  stuff  for 
a  sensible  man  to  read,  and  told  him  so.  What  do  you  think 
he  said,  Myles  ?  He  said  that  it  was  waste  of  time  and  trouble 
to  invent  and  make  machines,  smelting  furnaces,  and  the  rest 
of  it,  because  in  a  year  or  two  he  was  going  to  show  the  way  of 
transmuting  all  metals  into  gold,  silver,  or  anything  we  want.” 

“  That  would  be  grand,  too,”  said  Myles.  “  Think  of  being 
rich,  and  nothing  to  do  but  to  lie  on  your  back  and  talk  of 
ould  Ireland  !  ” 

Society  in  Esbrough  was  like  a  planetary  system  moving 
round  two  suns,  represented  by  Paul  Bayliss  and  Captain 
Perrymont.  The  planets,  that  is  to  say,  moved  in  their 
regular  ellipses,  with  these  two  for  the  foci.  Those  who 
respected  ancient  birth  owned  allegiance  to  Perrymont:  those 
who  affected  native  industry  and  the  power  of  success  wor¬ 
shipped  Paul  Bayliss.  And  the  two  suns  themselves,  with  no 
jealousy  or  envy  of  each  other,  accepted  the  position  thrust 
upon  them,  and  behaved  as  royally  as  the  two  kings  of  Brent¬ 
ford.  About  the  rest  of  Esbrough  society,  however,  Jack  was 
careless.  Frank  Perrymont  he  liked  whenever  he  could  find 
time  to  talk  to  him;  Paul  Bayliss  bored  him;  the  Captain 
irritated  while  he  interested  him  ;  Ella  Bayliss  he  hardly  ever 
noticed ;  and  the  quiet  parsonage  of  Croxwold  was  the  only 
place  where  he  turned  for  rest.  There  was,  however,  one  other 
house  in  Esbrough  at  which  he  was  a  weekly  visitor,  and  of 
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that  house,  strangely  enough,  he  never  spoke  to  Mr.  Fortescue. 
It  was  the  house  occupied  by  Mrs.  Merrion.  Mrs.  Merrion 
rented  a  villa  which  stood,  itself  of  considerably  better  standing 
in  villa  rank,  exactly  opposite  the  cottage  of  Myles  Cuolahan. 
She  was  a  widow ;  a  tall,  handsome  woman,  who  might  be 
any  age  from  thirty  to  forty ;  her  features  were  good,  but  too 
strongly  marked ;  her  eyes  full ;  her  lips  full ;  her  bust  full ; 
her  hands  white,  shapely,  and  rather  fat.  She  had  black  hair, 
and  plenty  of  it ;  black  eyebrows,  black  eyes,  and  the  rosiest 
of  lips :  everything  about  her  seemed  to  cry  out  for  very  ripe¬ 
ness,  like  some  rich  pear  that  waits  but  a  touch  to  drop.  She 
had  come  to  the  town  about  the  time  that  Jack  was  apprenticed 
to  Mr.  Bayliss.  She  wore,  then,  the  deepest  crape,  and  spoke 
in  solemn  whispers  broken  by  melancholy  sighs.  She  gave 
no  reference  to  the  landlord  of  the  house  she  rented,  but  paid 
her  rent  six  months  in  advance.  And  she  settled  down, 
accompanied  by  a  lady  who  was  none  other  than  Mrs.  Keziah 
Bastable.  Bastable,  as  we  have  hinted,  on  removing  himself 
out  of  sight,  neglected  to  furnish  his  wife  with  his  address  or 
any  portion  of  Paul  Bayliss’s  three  thousand  pounds.  Then 
Mrs.  Bastable  disappeared,  too,  from  Esbrough,  which  was 
her  native  town,  and  for  a  space  of  years  was  no  more  seen. 
When  she  came  back,  in  the  evident  capacity  of  humble  com¬ 
panion,  she  hunted  up  her  old  friends,  and  informed  them 
that  she  was  living  with  her  husband’s  second  cousin,  a  widow, 
Mrs.  Merrion.  From  the  same  source  the  Esbrough  people 
learned  that  the  late  Mr.  Merrion  had  died  in  some  foreign 
service,  the  nature  of  which  was  left  to  imagination.  Some 
averred  that  he  was  killed  in  the  army  of  Garibaldi ;  some 
said  he  fell  in  action,  being  an  officer  in  the  Indian  service ; 
while  others,  more  daring,  declared  that  they  knew  Mr. 
Merrion  to  have  been  a  scion  of  a  noble  house,  and  that  he 
was  a  general  in  the  Confederate  service.  And  presently  it 
became  known  that  this  was  the  correct  version  of  the  story, 
because  the  widow  herself  said  so. 

People  with  whom  Mrs.  Bastable  was  connected  by  rela¬ 
tionship  were  in  too  humble  circumstances  to  call  upon  the 
young  widow,  but  some  of  the  ladies  belonging  to  the  higher 
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social  rank  did  so.  Yet  the  acquaintance  never  ripened  into 
friendship  ;  there  was  something  wanting  in  Mrs.  Merrion ; 
she  lacked,  perhaps,  some  little  secret  indications  of  gentle 
breeding  which  only  ladies  notice ;  or  perhaps,  as  she  said 
herself,  she  made  the  husbands  discontented  with  their  wives. 
The  clergyman  and  the  clergyman’s  wife  called  and  received 
her  subscriptions  regularly  for  all  the  “objects.”  Mrs.  Merrion 
tossed  them  her  guineas  generally  with  a  contemptuous  remark 
and  the  threat  that  she  should  discontinue  for  the  future. 
But  the  year  came  round,  and  Mrs.  Merrion’s  annual  guinea 
appeared  again  in  the  list.  Why  she  did  it  she  could 
hardly  tell. 

“  It’s  a  sinful  waste  and  a  throwing  away,  Jenny,”  said  Mrs. 
Bastable,  who,  oddly  enough,  always  called  her  Jenny  when 
no  one  was  present,  and  Adelaide  “  before  company.”  “  It’s 
a  wicked  waste,  Jenny.” 

“  So  it  is,  Keziak,”  Mrs.  Merrion  replied.  “  So  it  is.  But 
when  they  come  with  their  stories  and  their  lamentations — I 
never  could  resist  giving  money  to  a  beggar,  and  never  shall. 
Lord  !  if  I  had  all  the  money  that  I’ve  given  away.” 

One  day  as  Mrs.  Bastable,  who  spent  most  of  her  time  at 
the  window  making  observations  on  the  passers-by,  was  in 
her  usual  place  of  observation,  she  saw,  to  her  great  astonish¬ 
ment,  Mr.  Myles  Cuolahan  dressed  in  clerk-like  fashion,  with 
black  coat  and  collar,  carrying  an  umbrella  instead  of  a  thick 
stick,  and  no  pack  on  his  back.  With  him  was  a  young 
gentleman  in  whose  features  Mrs.  Bastable  recognised,  with 
still  greater  amazement,  the  face  of  him  who  had  for  a  short 
period  acted  as  page  to  the  House  of  Divination. 

“Lord  bless  my  soul!”  she  cried  out,  waking  up  Mrs. 
Merrion,  who  was  taking  an  afternoon  nap.  “  If  it  isn’t  our 
Jack  and  that  limb  of  the  devil,  Myles  Cuolahan.” 

Mrs.  Merrion  started  up  with  a  curious  look  of  terror  on 
her  face,  and  rushed  to  the  window,  peering  carefully  behind 
the  curtains.  The  terror  instantly  subsided,  but  not  before 
Mrs.  Bastable  had  noticed  it. 

“  I  see  a  handsome  boy  of  twenty  or  so,”  said  Mrs.  Merrion, 
“  and  a  man  of  fifty.  Who  is  ‘  our  Jack  ’  ?  ” 
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“How  frightened  you  looked,  Jenny!”  said  Mrs.  Bastable 
softly.  “  It  isn’t  the  first  time  you’ve  looked  so.  Who  is  it 
you’re  afraid  to  see  ?  ” 

“  Those  that  ask  nothing,  Keziah,”  said  Mrs.  Merrion, 
“  are  certain  to  get  told  no  lies.” 

It  may  be  gathered  from  the  above  that  the  conversation 
of  the  ladies  in  their  strict  privacy  was  not  restrained  by 
those  fetters  of  politeness  which  hinder  the  flow  of  natural 
talk  in  society. 

“  Who’s  1  our  Jack  ’  ?  ”  repeated  Mrs.  Merrion.  “  Such  a 
vulgar  expression  !  as  if  he  was  your  son,  or  your  knife-grinder, 
or  your  commercial  traveller.  What  a  handsome  boy  !  Look 
at  him  turning  round.  I  don’t  think  I  ever  saw  such  a  hand¬ 
some  boy.  Oh,  you  curly-headed  darling!  I’d  like  to  take 
your  curls  in  my  hands  and  kiss  your  rosy  lips  for  you  till 
you  kissed  me  again,  I  would.” 

“Jenny,”  said  Mrs.  Bastable,  “at  least  be  respectable.  I 
may  be  vulgar,  but  I  never - ” 

“  You  never  what  ?  ”  cried  the  other,  flushing  all  over. 
“  Keziah  Bastable,  I’ve  shook  women  for  less !  ” 

“  Lord  bless  me,  Jenny  !  ”  replied  the  other,  “you  make  me 
all  of  a  flutter.  Look,  they’ve  gone  in  there.  Jenny,  it’s  no 
good  talking,  I  must  find  out  whether  Myles  Cuolahan’s  seen 
my  husband.  Myles  knows  everybody,  my  dear,  and  where 
to  find  everybody.” 

Mrs.  Merrion  was  back  in  her  easy-chair  by  the  fire,  with  her 
eyes  half  closed.  “  Go  and  call  upon  him,  then,”  she  answered, 
“  and  find  out ;  and  when  you  come  back  bring  me  handsome 
Jack.  Your  Jack,  indeed  !  He  ought  to  be  my  Jack.” 

Mrs.  Bastable  tossed  her  head  at  these  ill-regulated  words, 
and  went  to  put  on  her  “  things.”  She  found  Myles  taking- 
off  his  coat,  as  his  wont  was,  to  take  his  tea  in  comfort. 

“  It’s  nigh  upon  ten  years,  Mr.  Cuolahan,”  she  said,  “  since 
you  saw  me  last.” 

The  Irishman  surveyed  her  steadily  for  a  few  minutes ;  then 
he  recollected  her  face.  “  An’  a  fine  woman  still,”  he  said, 
rising  and  offering  a  seat ;  “  a  purty  woman  still,  Mrs.  Bastable. 
And  how’s  business  with  the  hanky-panky  ?  ” 
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“  I’ve  not  come  to  talk  about  my  good  looks,  Mr.  Cuola- 
Lan,”  replied  the  lady,  softened  by  the  compliment.  “  How 
are  you  ?  and  how’s  Jack  ?  ” 

At  that  moment  Jack  entered. 

“  It  is  Mrs.  Bastable,  Myles,”  he  said,  shaking  hands. 
“  How  are  you,  Mrs.  Bastable  ?  and  what  have  you  done  with 
all  the  spirits  ?  ” 

“  There  never  was  such  a  boy  for  fearlessness,”  she  answered. 
“  There,  Mr.  Cuolahan,  I  give  you  my  word  that  I’ve  gone 
up  the  stairs  at  night,  and  sat  down  and  screamed  with  the 
terror.  Voices  on  the  landings  were  nothing,  because  there 
was  voices  under  the  bed,  for  that  matter,  if  you  were  afraid 
of  voices.  But  you  don’t  like  fingers  in  your  hair,  and  at 
your  throat ;  it  isn’t  pleasant  to  have  your  legs  pinched  and 
your  face  slapped.  Some  people  ran  away  from  the  house 
when  they  heard  footsteps  tramping,  and  saw  marks  of  naked 
feet  on  the  sand ;  but  I  didn’t  mind  that.  Spirruts  that 
tramp  and  make  marks  in  the  sand,  and  talk  to  each  other 
night  and  day,  I  don’t  mind,  and  never  did ;  but  them  that 
play  tricks  I  do  not  like,  and  don’t  mind  saying  so.  Only 
that  boy  there,  he  never  feared  any  of  them.” 

“It  was  a  queer  house,”  said  Jack,  “and  some  day  I  mean 
to  ask  Bastable  how  he  did  it.  Where  is  Bastable  ?  ” 

“  Gone  !  ”  replied  his  wife,  taking  out  her  handkerchief. 

“Is  he  dead?”  asked  Myles.  “Well,  I’m  sorry;  but  the 
best  of  us  must  die.  Bastable  wasn’t  among  the  best,  certainly, 
or  else - ” 

“  He’s  left  me,”  she  sobbed  out ;  “  and  I  thought,  Mr. 
Cuolahan,  that  you  might  have  seen  him  on  the  road.” 

“  I  am  no  longer  on  the  road,”  replied  Myles  proudly ;  “  I 
am  collector  of  rents  and  receiver  to  Mr.  Paul  Bayliss,  Esquire 
and  Justice  of  the  Peace.  Mr.  Bayliss  is  not  too  proud  to 
give  a  lift  to  an  old  friend,  and  the  best  thing  the  old  friend 
can  do  is  to  sink  the  past,  take  the  favours,  and  do  the 
work.” 

“  And  what  is  the  boy  doing  ?  ” 

“Jack  has  been  educated,  Mrs.  Bastable,  since  he  went 
to  help  the  hanky-panky.  He’s  a  gentleman,  as  a  lady  of 
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your  penetration  must  have  found  out  by  this  time,  and  lie’s 
going  to  be  an  engineer.  Jack  Armstrong  is  a  gentleman.” 

“  Is  bis  name  Armstrong  ?  There  were  Armstrongs  once 
in  Esbrough,”  Mrs.  Bastable  said. 

“  And  so  there  will  be  again,  ma’am  ;  for  Jack  is  the  last 
of  the  ould  stock,  and  he  doesn’t  look  like  letting  the  breed 
die  out,  does  he  ?  ” 

Mrs.  Bastable  started  to  her  feet  and  caught  the  boy  by 
the  shoulders,  looking  at  his  face. 

“  Lord  !  ”  she  cried,  “  he  isn’t  Johnny  Armstrong’s  son  ?  ” 

“  That  and  nothing  else,”  said  Myles. 

“  I  thought  I  knew  his  face.  And  to  think  that  Johnny 
Armstrong’s  son  was  in  my  house  ten  years  ago,  and  me  not 
to  know  it !  Now,  look  here,  Myles  Cuolahan,  there’s  one 
thing  you’ll  please  to  remember ;  however  you  got  hold  of 
Johnny  Armstrong’s  son  you  know  best,  but  the  Armstrongs 
were  gentlemen  always,  though  Johnny  did  go'  down  in  the 
world.  Never  you  let  out  to  any  one  that  the  boy  here  was 
ever  .  .  .  ever  ...  in  my  house.” 

“  I  am  not  ashamed  of  it,  Mrs.  Bastable,”  said  Jack. 

“  Perhaps  not ;  and  you’ve  done  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of, 
nor  me  neither.  But  I  don’t  tell  people  that  I  can  bring 
ghosts  into  their  houses  by  swarms  if  only  the  right  man 
gets  hold  of  me,  nor  I  don’t  want  people  to  know.  You  are 
a  gentleman,  Mr.  Jack  Armstrong ;  I  know  all  about  your 
family,  though  who  your  mother  was  I  don’t  know.  She 
was  Cumberland  born,  she  was.  You  are  going  to  get  up 
in  the  world.  Don’t  let  out  by  even  a  whisper  that  you’ve 
ever  worn  a  page’s  dress,  and  I  shan’t.  Myles  Cuolahan, 
you’ll  remember.  As  for  my  husband,  I  think  he  must  be 
dead,  or  else  he’d  want  me  again,  because  he’s  the  greatest 
mesmerist  in  all  the  world,  and  I’m  the  greatest  clairvoyoug. 
If  he  were  not  dead,  he’d  be  back  again,  throwing  me  into 
my  old  trances.  But  he  is  either  dead  or  far  off,  for  I  never 

feel  him  as  I  used  to.  Oh  !  he’s  dead  !  he’s  dead  !  my  poor 
»  >> 

man  I 

“Don’t  take  on,”  whispered  Myles.  “There’s  plenty  of 
good  men  left  in  the  world  disconsolate  like  yourself,  more’s 
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the  pity.”  But  Mrs.  Bastable  refused  to  listen  to  the  voice 
of  gallantry,  and  retreated  across  the  road  to  Laburnum 
Villa. 

A  day  or  two  afterwards,  as  Jack  was  passing  on  his  way 
home  from  work,  he  met  a  lady  who  accosted  him  to  his 
great  astonishment. 

“  Mr.  Armstrong,”  she  said,  with  the  sweetest  of  smiles. 
“  It  surely  is  Mr.  Armstrong,  is  it  not  ?  I  thought  so.  We 
are  near  neighbours,  Mr.  Armstrong,  and  I  learn  that  you 
are  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Bastable — my  companion,  in  fact,” 
she  added,  with  a  charming  candour ;  “  her  late  husband  was 
my  second  cousin.  My  name  is  Merrion,  and  I  shall  be  very 
glad  if  you  will  come  over  any  evening  that  you  can  spare 
from  your  studies.” 

Jack  was  in  his  workman’s  dress,  but  in  Esbrough  these 
things  are  not  much  regarded. 

“  Come  this  evening,  then,  Mr.  Armstrong,”  continued  the 
widow.  “  Come  and  take  tea  with  us.  Go  home  and  make 
yourself  presentable,  and  we  will  wait  for  you.” 

She  smiled  and  nodded,  and  tripped  away  across  the  road, 
the  airiest  of  full-grown  sylphs.  Jack  turned  moodily  into 
the  cottage. 

“  Here  is  a  bore,  Myles,”  he  grumbled.  “  I’ve  got  to  go 
and  have  tea  with  Mrs.  Merrion,  to  meet  Mrs.  Bastable,  just 
when  I  wanted  a  long  evening’s  work.” 

“Never  mind  the  work,  Jack.  It’s  in  great  good  luck  ye 
are.  I  saw  her  go  by  yesterday.  Oh,  the  Saints  !  ”  Myles 
lifted  his  eyes  to  heaven,  and  went  on  preparing  his  coffee. 
“  Be  thankful,  Jack — ye  will  be  when  your  my  age — when  a 
purty  woman  speaks  to  you.  Go  ;  put  on  your  best  clothes 
— thim  as  ye  wear  at  Mr.  Bayliss’s — and  be  civil  to  thim 
both.  That  Mrs.  Bastable’s  not  bad-looking — I’ve  seen 
worse — for  an  Englishwoman  ;  but  too  much  jowl.” 

“  Why,  her  eyes  are  like  oysters,”  said  Jack. 

“  And  what  can  be  better  than  oysters,  tell  me  now  ? 
There’s  pearls  in  oysters,  too.” 

When  Jack  presented  himself,  he  found  Mrs.  Merrion 
dressed  to  receive  him :  overdressed,  a  little ;  but  the  heavy 
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folds  of  her  black  velvet  fell  gracefully  round  her  tall,  full 
figure,  and  the  gold  chains  and  bracelets  glittered  and  shone 
in  the  lamplight.  Jack  noticed  how  white  her  hands  were, 
though  rather  large ;  how  full  and  lustrous  her  eyes  were  : 
and  he  saw — for  Jack  was  observant — that  there  was  the 
slightest  suspicion  of  rouge  upon  her  velvet  cheeks. 

“  Is  it  not  provoking,  Mr.  Armstrong  ?  ”  she  cried.  “  Mrs. 
Bastable  has  got  one  of  her  headaches  this  evening,  and  you 
will  have  to  mope  yourself  to  death  with  me.  Do  you  think 
you  can  bear  my  company  for  a  whole  evening  ?  Stay  with 
me  an  hour,  and  then  you  shall  go  whenever  you  like.  And 
now,  if  you  will  ring  the  bell,  you  shall  have  some  tea.” 

Mrs.  Merrion’s  tea  meant  a  dainty  spread,  hastily  impro¬ 
vised  by  one  who  was  experienced  in  u  petites  surprises.” 
It  was  only  an  hour  or  so  since  she  had  invited  Jack ;  but 
there  were  delicate  cutlets,  a  little  curry,  pate  cut  in  slices, 
toast  covered  with  toothsome  little  fish,  and  a  bottle  of  French 
wine.  All  this  was  at  Jack’s  end:  at  her  own  was  a  little 
tray  with  coffee. 

“Now,  Mr.  Armstrong,  give  me  the  least  little  bit  of  curry 
— it  is  prawn  curry,  made  by  myself,  with  cocoa-nut  in  it ; 
and  you  may  give  me  a  single  glass  of  wine — it  is  Cos  Estour- 
nel ;  and  then  let  me  see  you  make  a  good  tea.” 

Jack  laughed,  and  had  as  good  a  dinner  as  he  had  ever  sat 
down  to — even  at  Mr.  Fortescue’s.  After  the  coffee,  Mrs. 
Merrion  placed  him  in  an  easy-chair,  and  sat  down  opposite 
to  him.  She  twisted  a  cigarette  for  him,  but  Jack  refused 
it ;  whereupon  she  looked  with  longing  at  it  for  a  moment, 
and  put  it  back  in  the  cigarette-box.  And  then  she  began 
to  ask  him  questions. 

She  had  a  wheedling  way,  half  of  flattery,  half  of  pretended 
interest,  under  which  this  innocent  Cherubin  succumbed  in  a 
moment,  and  bared  his  whole  life.  To  be  sure  there  was  no 
reason  why  he  should  not.  Then  she  played  to  him — gentle 
music,  with  the  passion  in  it  of  those  who  are  loved,  not  of 
those  who  love  ;  such  as  should  be  sung  in  some  island  where 
it  is  always  afternoon,  while  lovers  lie  in  arbours  and  gaze 
into  the  depths  of  each  other’s  eyes.  And  then  she  sang  in 
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a  low  and  soft  voice,  that  could  be  strong  and  swelled  up  at 
intervals,  as  if  the  depths  of  her  nature  could  find  expression 
in  trumpet  tones,  if  necessary.  And  then,  while  the  young 
man’s  nerves  were  all  quivering  with  excitement — for  what 
mechanician  or  mathematician  was  ever  deaf  to  music  ? — she 
came  back  to  her  chair,  turned  the  lamp  half  down  so  that 
the  light  of  the  fire  alone  was  reflected  back  from  the  pictures, 
and  brought  out  great  masses  of  red  colour,  with  deep  and 
black  shade  in  the  curtains.  And  then  in  a  murmurous  voice, 
she  began  to  talk. 

Jack  was  sitting — how  he  got  there  I  do  not  know,  nor 
did  he — on  the  low  stool  at  her  feet.  She  was  twining  her 
fingers  about  his  curly  locks,  and  dropping  out  her  silver 
stream  of  sentences — all  disjointed — as  if  she  wanted  no 
answer  to  any  of  them,  and  let  her  thoughts  glide  as  they 
would.  But  she  never  took  her  hand  from  him;  and  as  she 
spoke  her  fingers  stroked  his  cheek,  or  lightly  touched  his 
eyes,  or  played  with  his  curls. 

“  Jack  Armstrong  .  .  .  Jack  .  .  .  It’s  a  pretty  name  .  .  . 
you  know  I  liked  you  the  very  first  time  I  ever  saw  you  .  .  . 
My  poor  husband,  the  General,  always  said  that  if  we  had  any 
children  one  should  be  Jack.  But  we  never  had  anv — I  was 

V 

too  young,  or  he  was  too  old  ...  I  don’t  know  .  .  .  He  died 
two  years  ago.  You  are  a  very  handsome  boy,  Jack.  Let  me 
call  you  Jack ;  not  Mr.  Armstrong,  it’s  too  stiff.  And  you  shall 
call  me  by  my  name — Adelaide.  .  .  .  Do  you  like  Adelaide  ? 
Adelaide  Constance.  Call  me  Constance  if  you  like  it  better. 
Call  me  Sappho — call  me  Doris — call  me  Lalage  or  Chloris — 
only,  only  call  me  thine.  . .  .  What  nonsense! .  .  .  My  husband’s 
sister,  Lady  Susan — but  you  are  not  interested  in  me  and  my 
people.  .  .  .  You  are  a  very  handsome  boy,  indeed,  Jack,  and 
I  mean  to  be  very  fond  of  you.  ...  I  am  ever  so  much  older 
than  you,  though  you  are  so  big  and  strong.  How  old  are  you? 
Twenty  ?  Why  I  am  four-and-twenty— twenty-four  .  .  .  poor 
me !  getting  an  old,  old,  withered  woman !  You  men  only 
care  for  a  woman  so  long  as  she  has  got  her  early  freshness  of 
youth  and  good  looks.  When  they  are  gone,  your  love  goes 
too,  and  you  let  us  die — if  we  can  die — or  live,  if  you  call  it 
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life,  without  love.  Love  ? — your  time  is  not  come  yet,  Jack, 
but  it  will,  some  day  .  .  .  and  then  you  will  know.  Love  ? 
— Jack,  there  is  nothing  in  the  world  else  worth  living  for. 
You  may  invent  your  machines,  and  be  as  clever  as  you  can. 
But  they  are  only  good  for  one  thing — to  make  money,  and 
then  to  marry  and  spend  it  with  the  girl  you  love,  This  is  a 
beautiful  country.  There  are  always  some  men  slaving  and 
working  to  put  money  together ;  and  when  they  are  dead, 
there  are  always  their  sons,  spending  it  in  making  themselves 
happy.  Make  up  your  mind  to  save  money,  Jack,  and  spend 
it  yourself.  Invent  something  that  will  force  other  people  to 
pile  up  a  great  fortune  for  you  before  you  are  forty.  Then 
go  up  to  London  and  enjoy  it.  Flowers  are  nice,  and  so  is 
sunshine — so  is  champagne — so  is  music  ,  .  .  but,  Jack — 
Jack — remember — remember— remember  that  all  these  thing's 
are  nothing  without  a  wife  to  enjoy  them  with.” 

As  she  spoke  she  stooped  her  head,  and  lightly  kissed  him 
on  the  forehead. 

“  Go,”  she  said,  “  you  are  only  a  boy ;  and  they  would  tell 
you  I  have  been  corrupting  you.  That  is  nonsense.  You  are 
a  man  almost — quite— very  soon  you  will  know  that  I  am 
right.  Work,  Jack.  Make  money  as  fast  as  you  can,  because 
money  brings  love,  and  champagne,  and  feasts ;  it  brings 
bright  eyes  and  merry  voices ;  it  turns  the  earth  into  heaven." 

Jack  felt  giddy  and  ashamed  as  he  rose, 

“  Jack,”  Mrs.  Merrion  went  on  in  quite  a  different  voice, 
“  Mrs.  Bastable  is  a  shocking  pump.  There  is  no  good  coming 
here  to  meet  her.  Come  only  when  she  is  out,  and  you  and 
I  can  sit  here  and  talk  to  each  other.  My  Pauline  I  brought 
from  Paris.  She  will  not  talk,  you  know.” 

Jack  wondered  why  Pauline  should  not  talk  if  she  pleased  ; 
but  he  did  not  say  so,  and  presently  repaired  homewards. 
The  snoring  of  honest  Myles  pealed  loud  and  long  in  the 
cottage;  and  Jack  tossed  about  in  his  bed  with  troubled 
dreams  and  heated  thoughts. 

As  for  Mrs.  Merrion,  that  excellent  woman  went  to  her 
bedroom,  where  a  fire  was  burning ;  she  took  off  her  finery, 
certainly  looking  considerably  over  four-and-twenty  when  it 
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was  gone,  and  then  she  smoked  a  cigarette  with  a  hot  glass 
of  brandy  and  water.  Mrs.  Bastable,  who  had  indeed  spent 
the  evening  in  the  kitchen  with  Pauline,  had  neither  brandy 
and  water,  nor  cigarette,  nor  fire  in  her  room.  Perhaps  she 
had  the  blessings  of  a  calm  conscience.  I  have  long  sus¬ 
pected  that  people  who  ought,  considering  the  ways  of  their 
lives,  to  be  the  most  sleepless  and  dream-haunted,  pass  the 
most  innocent  and  refreshing  nights.  At  least,  whatever 
Mrs.  Merrion’s  conscience  might  have  been,  she  slept  like  a 
babe  of  six  months  old. 

That  was  the  beginning  of  Jack’s  periodical  visits  to 
Laburnum  Villa.  Henceforth  it  was  understood  that  on 
Friday  night  he  was  to  spend  the  evening  with  Mrs.  Merrion. 
It  must  not  be  supposed  that  this  lady  devoted  the  whole 
time  to  such  conversation  as  we  have  described.  Jack  found 
it,  after  a  time,  sugary,  and  would  have  no  more  of  it.  Her 
talk  about  flowers,  and  champagne,  and  music  bored  him, 
partly  because  he  did  not  understand  the  connection  of  these 
refinements  with  his  own  life.  Then  she  had  the  good  sense 
to  see  that  he  became  irritated  and  suspicious  when  she 
talked  about  the  kind  of  London  life  she  liked  best,  and 
changed  the  subject.  But  her  theme  always  came  round  to 
love,  only  now  it  was  love  in  the  country,  with  the  butter¬ 
cups  in  the  meadows,  and  the  factory  chimney  visible  in  the 
distance.  The  mind  will  only  assimilate  what  it  has  a  taste 
for,  and  what  it  already  knows  something  of,  and  Jack’s 
nature  threw  off  the  subtle  poison  of  Mrs.  Merrion’s  sugges¬ 
tions  as  he  washed  his  hands  of  the  oil  after  the  bell  struck 
six.  He  called  her  Adelaide  in  the  little  drawing-room. 
She  called  him  Jack,  or  sometimes  dear  Jack  ;  but  she  never 
kissed  him  now,  because  Jack  was  twenty-four,  bearded,  tali, 
and  manly  ;  and  he  never  even  dreamed  of  kissing  her. 

Youthful  England  is  so  wise  that  it  will  probably  think 
this  insensibility  of  Jack  to  proceed  from  stupidity;  yet  Jack 
was  not  stupid:  or  from  a  naturally  cold  heart;  yet  Jack 
was  full  of  possible  passion. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

IT  was  when  Jack  was  completing  kis  apprenticeship  that  a 
great  event  happened  to  Myles  Cuolahan.  He  got  back 
his  daughter.  Norah  came  home  to  live  with  him.  The  idea 
of  her  return  was  a  brilliant  thought  hit  upon  in  one  of  his 
visits  to  Bedesbury,  where  he  went,  now  that  his  life  was 
settled  instead  of  nomadic,  regularly  every  quarter.  The  same 
forms  were  always  gone  through,  with  coffee  and  cake,  save 
that  Nor  ah,  having  communicated  to  Miss  Ferens  a  larger 
idea  of  her  father’s  appetite,  the  refection,  though  the  same 
in  kind,  was  wonderfully  altered  as  regards  quantity. 

“And  now,  father,”  said  Norah,  always  anxious  to  know 
something  of  the  home  life  of  that  strange  house  where  Jack 
and  her  father  lived  in  bachelor  chummery;  “now,  father, 
tell  me,  please,  something  about  your  own  life — how  you  go 
on  every  day.” 

Myles  laughed.  He  could  not  understand  her  longing  to 
know  all  the  details,  even  the  smallest,  of  his  daily  life — a 
thing  which  seemed  so  simple  to  know.  Besides  he  had  told 
her  already  a  dozen  times. 

“How  we  live,  Norah?  Well,  then,  I’ll  begin  at  the 
beginning.  The  ould  woman,  she  comes  and  makes  break¬ 
fast.  All  the  morning  I  go  collecting,  and  Jack,  he  goes 
hammering.  We  have  our  dinner  at  one,  and  at  six,  when 
Jack  comes  home,  we  have  our  tea;  and  at  nine,  when  Jack 
has  done  his  work,  we  have  our  supper ;  and  then  we  go  to 
bed  at  ten.  That  is  how  we  live.” 

“  Tell  me  what  the  house  is  like.” 

Myles’s  face  brightened. 

“  ’Tis  a  jewel  of  a  house.  Norah,  darlint,  when  will  ye 
come  and  see  it  ?  Wait  till  I  tell  ye.  There’s  a  creeper  out¬ 
side  all  in  flower  now,  because  ’tis  June,  and  it  hangs  each 
side  of  the  porch.  There’s  a  garden  in  front,  with  a  lilac-tree  and 
flowers — roses  and  mignonette  ;  and  in  the  middle  of  the  bed 
a  raal  shamrock,  which  Jack  put  there  for  me.  And  there’s 
two  rooms  downstairs,  let  alone  a  lovely  kitchen  at  the  back, 
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where  I’d  like  to  sit  myself ;  but  it  isn’t  manners,  with  J ack 
a  gentleman.  One  of  them  rooms  is  mine,  an’  it’s  there  that 
we  have  our  dinners  and  our  teas;  and  the  other  is  Jack’s, 
where  he’s  got  his  lathe.  His  books  is  all  there,  too,  and  a 
mighty  lot  he’s  got  on  the  shelves.  Where  the  knowledge 
is  all  put  away  the  Lord  knows.  There’s  a  table  there  too, 
and  a  couple  o’  chairs ;  and  sometimes  I  sit  there  and  watch 
him  while  the  wheels  go  round — whir-r-r — and  he  stands 
over  it  quiet  and  grave,  like  a  praste  at  a  mass,  and  presently 
there  it  is,  finished  and  done,  neat  and  illigant.” 

It  was  at  this  point  that  the  idea  came  to  him.  “  Norah, 
my  rosebud — Norah,  asthore — Norah,  alaunah,  it’s  happy  I 
should  be  as  the  lark  in  the  sky  with  his  song  and  his  little 
wings  beating  time  to  his  tune,  if  we’d  got  you  with  us,  too, 
to  sing  of  an  evening  while  the  wheels  of  the  lathe  go  round 
and  round.  For  Jack’s  so  full  of  thought  that  he  cannot  talk 
to  me,  and  for  want  of  somebody  to  talk  to,  I  feel  sometimes 
as  if  I  must  get  the  pack  upon  my  back  and  go  off  upon  the 
road  again,  where  all  the  people  know  Myles  Cuolalian.” 
Norah  said  nothing.  u  Come  home  to  your  old  father,  darlint. 
Come  home.  Bring  him  the  smiles  upon  your  lovely  face, 
and  the  kisses  of  your  sweet  lips,  and  the  songs  that  come  all 
fresh  from  your  tender  young  heart.  It’s  hungering  and 
thirsting  I  am  to  get  my  Norah  back  again.  And  she  a  lady. 
And  Jack  a  gentleman.  And  me  a  proud  and  happy  man.” 

Norah  said  nothing.  Only  she  stroked  her  father’s  face, 
and  her  eyes  glistened. 

“  It’s  a  poor  place,  compared  with  this,  Norah.  The  furni¬ 
ture  isn’t  like  Miss  Ferens’.  There’s  no  pictures,  and  no 
books,  only  Jack’s,  filled  with  queer  figures  and  letters  that 
look  like  heathen  Hebrew.  And  there’s  no  reason  why  you 
should  leave  the  kind,  good  woman  that  brought  you  up, 
only  that  your  father  loves  you.  Don’t  cry,  mavourneen ; 
don’t  cry.  Why  should  your  purty  oyes  be  spoiled  wid  the 
tears  ?  Only  think  of  me.  And  if  you  see  the  way,  come 
home  and  make  me  happy.  And  now,  Norah,  I’ll  have 
another  cup  of  coffee,  and  I’ll  finish  the  cake,  and  be  off.” 

Norah  went  straight  to  Miss  Ferens  and  told  her  all.  It 
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was  in  the  twilight  of  the  June  day,  and  they  sat  in  the  garden 
while  the  noise  of  the  town  rolled  upon  their  ears  from  below, 
the  cries  of  the  boats  upon  the  river,  the  rolling  of  wheels, 
the  songs  of  the  streets,  as  of  some  unquiet  world  which  did 
not  belong  to  them.  Norah  lay  upon  the  grass  holding  Miss 
Ferens’  hand  while  she  told  her  tale,  and  laying  it  against 
her  cheek  while  she  spoke,  in  soft,  caressing  fashion. 

“  It  is  my  father,  dear,”  she  concluded. 

Miss  Ferens  kissed  her,  and  the  tears  dropped  upon  Nor  ah’s 
forehead  with  the  action. 

“  He  is  your  father,  child,”  she  repeated,  in  the  strange, 
harsh  voice  with  which  she  spoke  when  strongly  moved. 
“  He  is  your  father.  I  have  looked  for  this  for  many  years. 
No,  Norah  dear,  I  do  not  reproach  you.  I  do  not  feel  any 
bitterness  or  disappointment,  so  far  as  you  are  concerned. 
Thank  God !  I  know  now  that  we  love  each  other,  and  always 
shall,  in  this  world  and  in  the  next.  You  are  my  child,  my 
very  own  child :  you  have  made  my  life  happy ;  but  I  could 
not  hope  to  keep  you  for  ever.  Only  you  are  claimed  from 
me  in  a  way  which  I  did  not  look  for.  Norah,  I  will  tell  you 
all.  When  I  took  you  from  your  father  he  was — I  mean  his 
circumstances — were  such  that  I  expected  never  to  set  my 
eyes  on  him  again.  I  thought  he  would  go  away,  be  forgotten 
and  lost,  never  appear  any  more,  never  find  out  where  we 
were  gone,  and  that  you  would  be  mine  alone.  It  is  not  so. 
He  is  prosperous,  and  asks  for  his  daughter  back  again. 
What  can  we  say  or  do  ?  You  must  go,  Norah.” 

The  evening  breeze  sighed  as  Norah  looked  round  upon  the 
lovely  garden,  and  saw  the  great  square  cathedral  tower 
frowning  upon  her  against  the  dark-blue  summer  sky. 

“  You  must  go  ;  but  you  must  go  happily.  Only,  Norah, 
do  not  leave  me  quite  alone.” 

“  As  if  I  could  ever  forget  you,  dear !  ”  said  the  girl. 

“  No,”  replied  Miss  Ferens  in  her  deepest  tones,  “  you  will 
never  forget  me — that  I  know.”  It  was  exactly,  to  an  out¬ 
sider,  as  if  Dr.  Keate,  of  whipping  memory,  was  informing  a 
pupil,  after  his  seventy-times-seventh  flogging,  that  he  was 
not  likely  to  forget  the  flogger.  “You  will  not  forget  me. 
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We  have  learned  each  other  too  well.  Of  that  I  am  not  afraid. 
But  think  of  me,  dear,  alone  in  this  house,  and  come  to  see 
me  often.  Give  me  till  to-morrow  to  think.” 

She  rose  and  walked  about  the  gravel  walks  of  her  garden, 
holding  Norah  by  the  hand.  From  time  to  time  she  drew 
the  girl  nearer  to  her  and  kissed  her  forehead. 

“You  are  eighteen,  child — almost  a  woman — I  cannot 
bear — I  cannot  bear  to  think  that  you  should  be  thrown  into 
the  company  of  rough  and  coarse  men.  Tell  me  about — this 
— this  Jack.” 

Miss  Ferens  had,  from  the  very  beginning,  nursed  a  blind 
jealousy  of  poor  Jack. 

“Jack  is  a  gentleman.  He  was  educated  by  the  Eev.  Mr. 
Fortescue,  and  taught  all  sorts  of  things.  Jack  goes  to 
proper  people’s  houses.  His  ancestors  were  the  owners  of  all 
Esbrough,  and  Jack  is  going  to  make  his  fortune.  I  am 
proud  of  my  brother  Jack.” 

“  But  he  isn’t  your  brother,  dear  Norah.  That  is — yes — 
go  on  thinking  him  your  brother.  And  there  are  no  rough 
people  go  to  the  house  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  think  so.  If  there  are,  dear,  can  you  not  trust 
me  to  hold  my  own  ?  Besides,  I  mean  to  turn  them  out. 
Oh !  I  shall  be  very  brave.  And  then  I  am  to  come  and  see 
you  often.” 

They  went  indoors.  Miss  Ferens  was  excitable  and  nervous. 
She  took  down  books  from  the  cases  and  laid  them  in  piles. 

“You  will  want  your  Tennyson,  dear — and  here  is  Keats, 
though  I  am  not  sure  that  he  is  the  best  poet  for  a  young 
lady  to  read.  Here  is  the  ‘Christian  Year’  for  you.  You 
like  it,  though  I  think  it  is  sentimental.  And  here  are  all 
your  favourites.  You  must  take  them  all  away  with  you.” 

“  Indeed,  I  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort.  Do  you  think  I 
am  going  to  strip  your  beautiful  shelves  ?  And  what  shall 
I  read  when  I  come  to  see  you  ?  ” 

“  Norah,  let  me  have  my  own  way.  I’ve  never  given  you, 
I  do  believe,  a  single  thing  in  my  life.  And  now  I’m  going 
to  begin.  All  these  books  are  yours.  If  I  want  them  I  shall 
buy  them  again.  Now  for  a  piano.  Will  you  have  this  one, 
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that  you  learned  to  play  upon,  or  shall  I  buy  you  a  new  one 
altogether  ?  ” 

“  0  Miss  Ferens  !  ”  cried  Norah,  “  I  cannot  take  it.” 

“And  I  cannot  play  on  it  when  you  are  gone.  Norah, 
every  note  would  go  straight  to  my  heart.  Take  the  piano, 
and  I  will  get  another.” 

And  so  with  everything ;  Nor  ah  was  not  to  go  empty- 
handed  to  her  new  home.  Dresses,  music,  books,  pictures 
— she  was  to  take  all  that  could  make  her  life  brighter  or 
happier. 

It  was  late  when  they  went  to  bed.  In  the  night,  Miss 
F erens  was  lying,  sleepless  and  tearful,  thinking  of  the  lonely 
future  before  her,  when  a  figure  in  white  stepped  into  the  room 
and  knelt  down  beside  her,  clasping  her  round  the  neck. 

“  Tell  me  not  to  go,  Miss  Ferens,  and  I  won’t  go.  It  is  cruel 
and  hard  for  me  to  leave  you  all  alone.  Tell  me  not  to  go.” 

“  You  must  go,  darling  Norah !  You  must  go,  my  love, 
my  sweet,  the  only  joy  of  my  life !  Don’t  tempt  me.  It  is 
your  duty — our  duty.  Let  us  pray  to  be  guided  in  our  duty.” 

Through  the  open  casement  the  moon  shone  upon  the 
kneeling  figures  of  the  two :  withered,  unlovely,  harsh  the 
features  and  the  form  of  the  elder — fresh,  young,  bright,  and 
fair  those  of  the  younger.  Norah’s  long  black  hair  streamed 
down  her  back  and  lay  in  ringlets  on  the  floor  while  she 
knelt ;  her  fair  young  cheek  pressed  upon  the  hand  of  the 
other,  which  she  held  in  her  own,  looked  white  and  silvery 
in  the  bright  moonlight ;  the  folds  of  her  white  drapery 
showed  the  contour  of  her  shapely  figure ;  her  pretty  feet, 
bare  and  white,  lay  upon  the  carpet ;  her  eyes  were  full  and 
streaming  with  tears.  They  prayed  silently  for  help,  and 
help  came  as  it  always  does  to  those  who  do  not  mistrust  the 
Giver  of  all  good  things.  Presently  they  arose,  and  sitting 
together  on  the  bed,  they  talked  of  the  strange  outer  world, 
where  rude  rough  men  live,  and  uncouth  women  turn  Paradise 
into  Pandemonium.  Little  knew  Miss  Ferens  of  the  wicked¬ 
ness  and  dangers  of  the  world,  save  for  that  brief  time  when 
she  tried  district  visiting  in  Sheffield,  and  picked  up  in  its 
slums — Norah.  But  she  knew  it  was  something  beyond  her 
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ken,  for  wkick  Norah  had  been  insufficiently  prepared,  and 
she  trembled. 

“  I  do  not  know  much,  Norah,  but  I  know  something. 
There  are  always  wicked  men,  and  foolish  women.  Ah  ! '  — 
she  gave  a  great  gasp,  and  caught  the  girl  to  her  breast — “  if 
I  only  thought  that  your  father  was  watchful,  and — and — 
your  brother  good.” 

“  Jack  is  very  good,”  said  Norah  solemnly. 

“  And  presently  some  one  will  want  to  marry  you,  and  you 
will  give  him  all  your  heart — your  heart  of  hearts — and  think 
him  the  greatest  man  in  the  world,  when  very  likely  he  will 
be  the  least.  And  your  father  will  consent,  and  you  will  go 
away  with  him,  and  perhaps  find  your  hero  a  coward,  and 
worse,  and  have  nothing  to  pour  out  your  affections  on  but 
your  children.  0  Norah  !  and  we  might  have  been  so  happy 
—so  happy  here,  as  we  always  have  been.” 

“  But  I  am  not  going  to  marry,  dear — I  am  not  even  going 
to  think  about  marrying.” 

“  Yes — yes ;  so  all  the  girls  say.  But  they  do  marry,  when 
their  time  comes.  Women  are  weak,  dear.  They  cannot 
bear  to  say  no ;  and  when  men  get  foolish  and  talk  about 
happiness  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  their  good  resolutions  fly  to 
the  winds.  Nearly  all  the  women  that  were  girls  with  me 
are  married.  And  even  I — even  I — the  ugliest  and  the 

plainest  of  them  all -  No,  Norah,  I  always  knew  that  I 

was  ugly,  and  I  am  much  too  old  to  pretend  anything  else — 
even  I,  Susan  Ferens,  I  verily  believe,  would  have  married 
between  twenty  and  thirty,  if  any  one  had  asked  me — me, 
exactly  like  my  father.  And  he  was  so  ugly  that  when  he 
was  at  college,  the  men  used  to  call  him — they  did,  Norah — 
they  used  to  call  him — the — the — the  Devil.  Poor  papa  ! 
with  a  heart  like  Augustine,  and  a  voice  like  Chrysostom.” 

They  passed  the  night  so,  in  fond  and  encouraging  talk, 
and  as  the  morning  dawned,  Norak’s  eyes  grew  heavy,  and 
Miss  Ferens  laid  her  down  upon  the  bed,  where  she  slept  till 
nine.  But  Miss  Ferens  slept  not  at  all.  The  blow  that  had 
fallen  upon  her  seemed  to  crush  her.  She  was  thrown  into 
a  misery  that  left  her  no  room  for  lamentations  and  none 
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for  sleep.  God  gave  her  one  tiling  to  love,  and  that  was 
taken  away  from  her.  God  had  made  her  life  happy,  full, 
and  complete,  and  it  was  to  be  thrown  back  to  its  old  con¬ 
dition,  incomplete,  empty,  and  dreary.  She  wrote  to  Myles 
Cuolahan : — 

“  Your  daughter  has  told  me  of  your  wish  to  have  her  back 
with  you.  I  cannot,  much  as  I  would  desire,  stand  between 
a  father  and  his  only  child.  She  shall  go  to  you  whenever 
you  like.  I  only  stipulate  that  she  shall  have  such  of  the 
comforts  of  life  as  are  possible ;  that  she  shall  be  considered 
as  a  lady ;  that  no  unworthy  company  be  forced  upon  her — 
of  which  I  am  quite  sure  you  will  be  careful ;  that  you  shall 
be  watchful  of  her  good  name  in  the  slightest  particular ; 
that  she  shall  be  allowed  to  come  to  me  every  Friday  to  stay 
until  Monday,  and  that  her  own  rooms  at  least  shall  be  pro¬ 
perly  furnished.  I  send  you  a  cheque  for  the  last  purpose. 
If  it  is  not  enough,  let  me  know  ;  if  it  is  more  than  enough, 
give  the  rest  to  ISTorah.  And  for  all  the  other  things,  please 
understand  that  you  may  ask  for  as  much  as  you  please, 
provided  it  is  spent  in  making  Norak  happy.  I  know  that 
you  love  the  child.  I  know,  too,  that  you  have  risen  above 
the  besetting  sin  that  threatened  once  to  wreck  you.  But 
you  have  never  yet  had  a  young  lady  to  care  for,  and  it  is 
with  the  gravest  apprehension  that  I  let  her  go  out  of  my 
hands.  Be  watchful  and  prudent,  and  in  any  cases  of  diffi¬ 
culty  write  to  me.” 

Myles  received  the  letter  with  every  feeling  of  astonish¬ 
ment.  What  was  he  to  be  watchful  about  ?  Why  should  he 
be  prudent  ?  What  cases  of  difficulty  could  arise  ?  He 
showed  it  to  Jack,  who  read  it  thoughtfully,  and  was  silent 
for  awhile. 

“  You  see,  Myles,”  he  said  at  length,  “  FTorah  is  a  princess. 
She  has  been  brought  up  by  a  rich  woman,  and  accustomed 
to  little  refinements  that  we  can  hardly  offer  her.  We  shall 
have  to  make  a  clean  reformation  of  the  whole  house  before 
she  comes.  There  are  dozens  of  things  to  alter.” 

“  I  know — I  know,”  said  Myles,  thinking  of  furnishing 
FTorah’s  room.  “  Bless  you,  I've  thought  of  them  all.” 
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And  then,  as  bad  luck  would  have  it,  he  resolved  on  effect¬ 
ing  a  great  surprise,  managing  the  whole  furniture  himself, 
and  not  telling  Jack  when  she  was  to  come. 

Meanwhile  he  set  about  furnishing  her  room.  There  were 
three  rooms  on  the  first  floor:  Jack’s,  his  own,  and  a  small 
room.  He  turned  himself  into  the  spare  room  which  was  the 
smallest,  and  proceeded  to  repaper,  paint,  and  decorate  his 
old  bedroom  for  his  daughter.  First,  he  bought  a  large  and 
striking  paper,  in  which  sunflowers  formed  the  principal  part 
of  the  composition.  Then  he  bought  curtains,  choosing  a 
beautiful  bright  yellow  chintz.  He  saw  a  toilette-table  in  an 
upholsterer’s  shop,  and  bought  that,  but  would  have  nothing 
to  do  with  the  delicate  pink  hangings  offered  with  it,  select¬ 
ing  in  preference  a  stony-blue  stuff  which  he  thought  more 
likely  to  meet  his  daughter’s  taste.  He  purchased  a  large 
wooden  bed,  which  he  decorated  with  scarlet  curtains.  And 
he  laid  under  all  his  purchases  a  pea-green  carpet.  This 
combination  of  colours  he  heightened  by  hanging  up,  all 
round  the  room,  pictures  which  he  carefully  selected  for  their 
brightness  of  colour.  It  must  be  remembered  that  art  educa¬ 
tion  had  not  yet  reached  the  level  of  Myles  Cuolahan,  and  he 
had  never  seen  the  South  Kensington.  All  his  preparations 
completed,  he  wrote  to  Miss  Ferens. 

Jack  came  home  to  dinner  one  day  at  one  o’clock.  He 
entered  the  dining-room — which  was  also  the  sitting-room — • 
as  usual,  in  his  working  clothes,  oiled,  bedaubed  with  the 
spots  that  in  Esbrough  do  blamelessly  defile  the  robe  of  the 
earthly  saint.  He  had  not  yet  even  washed  his  hands  for 
dinner,  and  his  face  was  smirched  and  begrimed.  At  the 
table  sat  Myles,  in  his  shirt  sleeves,  pounding  away  at  a 
piece  of  cold  boiled  beef.  And  beside  him,  looking  bewildered, 
troubled,  and  pained,  stood— a  young  lady.  She  was  a  tall 
young  lady ;  she  had  hair  so  dark  that  it  might  almost  be 
called  black,  but  with  a  rich  lustrous  light  upon  it,  which 
covered  it  with  alternate  waves  of  splendour  and  shade.  She 
was  standing  by  the  table  looking  at  Myles,  in  an  attitude  of 
doubt  and  uncertainty.  She  was  gracieuse  to  look  upon.  Her 
features  were  perfectly  regular,  and,  unlike  most  regular 
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features,  they  were  touched  with  a  soft  look  which  turned 
beauty  into  loveliness,  and  make  a  figure  of  Diana  an  animated 
statue  of  Venus.  Her  lips  were  parted,  and  her  eyes,  full  and 
tender,  were  half  filled  with  tears. 

Jack  knew  her  at  once.  This  goddess  among  maidens,  this 
pearl  of  womanhood,  this  peerless  girl,  was  none  other  than 
Norah. 

The  door  was  open,  and  he  paused  in  the  doorway,  looking 
at  her. 

Myles  heard  his  step,  and  looking  up,  banged  the  table 
with  his  knife  and  fork  and  shouted  and  laughed. 

“  ’Tis  he — ’tis  Jack.  Jack,  ’tis  Norah — come  home  to  us 
both  at  last.  Kiss  her,  J ack — -kiss  her.” 

Norah  said  nothing.  She  looked  at  him  as  if  there  was 
something  she  did  not  understand.  She  had  not  been  pre¬ 
pared  for  a  rough  workman.  "Was  this  Jack?  Jack — a 
gentleman  ?  Why,  he  was  black  with  dirt ;  his  clothes  were 
black  with  dirt ;  he  was  a  common  man !  Her  heart  fell  like 
lead. 

“  I  would  shake  hands,  Norah,”  he  said,  “  but  I  am  fresh 
from  the  workshop.  Let  me  have  five  minutes  first.” 

He  hastened  to  his  room,  changed  his  apparel,  and  went 
back.  Norah  understood  still  less.  He  was  before  her  now, 
dressed  like  a  gentleman. 

“Now,”  he  said,  “if  you  are  really  little  Norah,  let  us 
shake  hands.” 

“  If  you  are  really  Jack,”  she  replied,  with  a  little  hesitation. 

“  I  did  not  know  you  were  coming  to-day,”  said  Jack, 
thinking  of  his  first  appearance. 

“  So  I  supposed,”  said  the  young  lady  a  little  coldly. 

“  ’Twas  myself,”  Myles  cried.  “  I  thought  I  would  sur¬ 
prise  you  both.  And  why  don’t  you  kiss  her,  J  ack  ?  Sure, 
it  is  little  Norah.” 

They  both  turned  red.  Then  Myles,  pushing  his  plate, 
now  empty,  into  the  middle  of  the  table,  called  to  the  old 
woman  to  bring  in  the  pudding ;  this  he  made  short  work  of. 
Then  he  took  down  his  pipe  and  filled  it.  Then  he  looked 
round  at  the  pair,  and  laughed  aloud. 
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“Myles,”  said  Jack,  “better  light  the  pipe  in  the  kitchen, 
and  smoke  it  in  the  garden.” 

Myles  looked  astonished,  but,  perceiving  at  once  that  reason 
was  in  the  injunction,  retired. 

“Pray,  Jack,”  said  Norah,  “do  you  always  have  dinner 
in  this  way  ?  ” 

“  It  is  not  dinner,  Norah;  it  is  only  a  mid-day  meal.  We 
stoke  at  one,  we  workmen.  And  we  shall  change  a  good 
many  things  now  you  have  come  back.” 

“  And  do  you  always  stoke,  as  you  call  it,  as  you  were  going 
to  do  to-day,  in  that  very  dirty  dress  ?  ” 

“Norah,”  said  Jack,  “we  shall  change  everything.  If  I 
had  known  you  were  coming  to-day,  I  should  have  ordered 
things  differently.” 

“  Did  you  furnish  my  room  for  me  ?  ”  asked  Norah. 

“  No.  Is  it  furnished  ?  ” 

“Jack,  I  have  always  been  told  that  you  are  a  gentleman, 
by  education  as  well  as  by  birth.  Could  you  not,  in  your  spare 
moments,  have  found  time  to  give  my  poor  father  some  of  the 
elements  of  what  we  call  polite  conduct  ?  ”  Jack  was  silent. 
“  I  looked  to  you  to  do  it.  My  father  is  quick  to  learn  and 
to  catch  things ;  he  only  wants  to  be  told.” 

“  Norah,  I  never  liked  to  tell  him.  When  I  first  began  my 
apprenticeship  I  had  not  the  courage ;  as  time  went  on  I  grew 
accustomed  to  things.” 

“  Tell  him  now,”  said  Norah,  with  a  firm  setting  of  her  upper 
lip ;  “  teach  him  now,  or  I  will  never  forgive  you.” 

She  left  him,  more  angry  and  hurt  even  than  Jack  had 
suspected,  though  his  conscience  smote  him  sore,  and  went  to 
her  own  room,  where  she  sat  down  and  cried  till  her  eyes  were 
red.  It  was  truly  an  unpromising  commencement.  Jack, 
whom  she  had  pictured  as  her  perfect  gentleman ;  Jack,  the 
chevalier  sans  reproche ;  Jack,  her  hero,  came  home  at  one 
o’clock,  in  the  dress  of  a  common  workman,  to  a  dinner  served 
on  a  bare  table  by  an  old  woman  who  made  no  pretence  even 
to  be  clean.  Her  father,  who  loved  her  so  much,  who  shed 
tears  of  joy  when  he  brought  her  to  his  cottage,  was  absolutely 
ignorant  of  the  simplest  rules  of  civilised  life ;  what  should 
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she  do,  how  should  she  live  in  such  a  barrack  ?  And  then  she 
looked  round  her  room  for  the  second  time.  Yellow,  gaudy- 
yellow  ;  red,  staring  red  ;  green,  a  ghastly  green ;  blue,  a  blue 
which  seemed  to  dance  before  her  eyes — all  the  colours  of  the 
rainbow,  the  colours  of  the  spectrum,  simple  and  unmistakable, 
drove  sharp  arrows  into  her  brain,  and  made  her  head  reel. 
Upstairs,  the  misery  of  the  colours;  downstairs,  the  misery 
of  a  room  which  was  little  better  than  a  parlour  in  a  pot-house. 
And  Jack  to  take  no  notice  of  it  all !  There  was  the  sting  of 
it :  no  trouble  or  care  about  it  at  all,  though  he  knew  better 
things.  Had  he  come  to  despise  them,  then  ?  Did  he  think 
that  things  could  go  on  anyhow  so  long  as  he  lived  with  Myles 
Cuolahan  ?  In  her  anger  the  young  girl  paced  up  and  down 
the  room,  wringing  her  hands  and  crying. 

All  the  afternoon  she  spent  upstairs,  for  she  did  not  dare 
to  face  the  old  woman  and  see  the  squalor  of  the  sitting- 
room.  At  six  Jack  and  Myles  came  home  together,  and  her 
father  called  cheerily  to  her  to  come  down  to  tea. 

She  dried  her  eyes,  brushed  her  hair,  and  descended. 
Myles  caught  her  by  both  hands  and  danced  round  her, 
laughing,  crying,  and  kissing  her  by  turns. 

“  Isn’t  she  the  real  jewel  ?  ”  he  cried.  “  Isn’t  she  the  picture 
of  her  grandmother,  the  purtiest  girl  in  all  Pettigo,  for  whose 
eyes  my  grandfather  gave  up  the  Church,  and  very  likely  got 
another  million  years  of  purgatory.  And  well  bought,  too ! 
Ye’re  like  my  own  mother,  alaunah,  and  I  love  you  all  the  better 
for  it.  Ye’ve  got  her  eyes,  and  her  sweet,  red,  purty  lips; 
and  when  you  laugh,  ye’ll  have  her  laugh  as  well.” 

He  held  her  at  arms’-length  and  looked  at  her  as  if  she 
was  a  picture.  Then  he  kissed  her  again.  But  she  was  like 
an  unreal  thing  to  him,  and  he  kissed  her  doubtfully  on  the 
forehead,  with  a  certain  reverence  upon  him,  as  if  it  was  not 
altogether  becoming  one  in  his  position  to  kiss  so  beautiful 
a  young  lady.  Then  he  placed  her  in  his  own  easy-chair 
and  sat  opposite  to  her,  with  his  hands  upon  his  knees.  Jack 
meanwhile  stood  awkwardly  at  the  doorway,  saying  nothing, 
but  wondering  how  they  were  going  to  manage.  What 
were  they  to  do  with  a  young  lady  ?  And  could  this  be  the 
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child  he  remembered  to  have  carried  about  ? — who  had  slept 
in  his  arms ;  whom  he  had  promised,  boy  as  he  was,  her 
dying  mother  to  protect  ? 

Nor  ah  made  tea.  In  his  delight  her  father  drank  as  many 
cups  as  she  would  give  him,  eating  up,  by  way  of  stay  before 
supper,  something  like  a  whole  loaf  of  bread.  Tea  despatched, 
he  swept,  by  a  desterous  movement  of  his  huge  hand,  all  the 
crumbs  on  the  floor — he  had  made  a  good  many.  Norah 
shrank  back  appalled.  Then  he  tossed  all  the  plates  and 
cups  together,  carried  them  out  of  the  room,  and  came  back, 
with  a  smile  of  ineffable  satisfaction,  to  finish  the  clearing-up 
by  wiping  the  table  with  his  own  handkerchief. 

“  And  what  will  we  do  with  you  now,  alaunah  ?  ”  asked 
Myles.  “  I’d  like  to  do  nothing  but  look  in  your  sweet  face 
all  the  day,  and  I’d  be  contented.” 

“  I  should  like,”  said  Norah,  “to  go  for  a  walk  with  Jack, 
and  see  the  place.” 

Jack  trembled,  because  he  anticipated  trouble ;  but  he 
said  nothing. 

“Will  you  take  me  somewhere?”  said  Norah,  when  they 
were  outside  the  house ;  “  anywhere,  if  we  can  be  quiet.” 

Jack  led  her  to  some  open  fields — it  was  in  early  summer 
— where  the  path  led  across  grass  that  the  breath  of  the  smelt¬ 
ing-furnaces  had  not  yet  spoiled.  Behind  rose  the  smoke  of 
the  town,  like  a  dome,  for  the  evening  was  still ;  before  them 
stretched  far  off  the  green  hills,  and  on  the  left  the  ocean, 
half  a  mile  away.  Norah  looked  round  and  drew  a  breath. 

“Your  town  is  hateful  and  ugly,”  she  said;  “your  country 
is  flat  and  ugly  :  why  do  you  live  here  ?  ” 

“We  live  where  our  work  forces  us  to  live,”  replied  Jack. 
“  It  is  not  like  Bedesbury.  Do  not  judge  us,  Norah,  by  your 
first  day.  I  did  not  know  that  you  were  coming,  or  I  should 
have  done  something  to  make  it  a  little  different.” 

“Jack,”  she  said,  “you  must!  It  would  drive  me  mad! 
You  know  what  I  want.” 

“I  know,”  said  Jack,  with  a  sigh.  “But  oh,  Norah!  he 
is  so  kind,  so  self-denying,  so  entirely  true,  that  I  never 
liked  to  say  anything.” 
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“  It  is  because  my  father  is  all  this  that  I  am  not  ashamed 
of  him.  But  I  must  have  more :  I  must  have  no  one  else 
ashamed  of  him.  When  I  went  away  to  live  with  Miss 
Ferens,  if  I  had  been  old  enough,  I  should  have  said,  ‘  Jack, 
take  care  of  my  father.’  ” 

a  It  was  what  your  mother  said,  Norah.  I  have  taken  some 
care  of  him,  perhaps  ;  forgive  me  if  I  have  not  done  more.” 

u  I  cannot  bear  it !  ”  said  the  girl  passionately.  “  Jack,  it  is 
your  fault ! — your  fault !  Remember,  you  were  taken  from 
the  gutter  like  me.  We  are  both  of  11s  children  of  the  streets. 
And  now  you  are  a  gentleman,  and  you  despise  my  poor 
father,  and  have  not  thought  it  worth  your  while  even  to  try 
and  teach  him  the  things  he  ought  to  know.  It  is  cruel ! — 
it  is  cruel !  Did  you  never  think  of  me  ?  And  if  you  ever 
gave  me  a  thought,  did  you  picture  me  brought  up  in  a 
hovel,  and  living  anyhow?  My  poor  father!  my  dear  father ! 
my  kind  and  affectionate  father !  0  Jack  !  how  could  you  ? 

— how  could  you  ?  ” 

She  stopped :  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and  her  voice 
broke  down.  Jack  could  say  nothing. 

“  Give  me  back  my  father,”  she  said,  “  as  he  ought  to  be  ! 
Remember,  J ack,  if  you  do  not  help  me  now,  I  will  never  for¬ 
give  you  !  — never !  ” 

“  Norah  ! — dear  Norah  ! — forgive  me  and  have  patience.” 

“  0  Jack !  there  are  three — only  three  of  us  together  in 
the  world — you  and  he  and  I ;  and  I  don’t  know  which  of  us 
two  he  loves  the  best.  But  I  cannot  speak  to  him :  and  you 
must !  ” 

“  Norah  !  trust  me  a  little.  I  can  hardly  realise  yet  that 
you  are  the  little  girl  I  used  to  run  about  with.  Give  us  a 
little  time — a  few  days.  To-night  your  father  shall  do  as  he 
pleases ;  and  to-morrow  you  shall  see  a  difference.” 

They  went  back.  Myles  was  sitting  in  his  shirt-sleeves, 
smoking  a  pipe.  He  began  to  sing  when  they  came  in.  It 
was  growing  dark,  and  one  lighted  candle  stood  on  the  table. 
Everything  looked  squalid.  There  were  no  pictures  ;  nothing 
on  the  mantelshelf;  above  all,  no  flowers.  The  curtains 
were  dingy ;  the  carpet  was  dirty. 
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“  Come  and  see  my  lathe,  Norah,”  said  Jack. 

She  followed  him  into  a  room  which  was  a  perfect  contrast 
to  the  other.  Jack  lit  the  lamp,  and  showed  her  his  books 
on  the  shelves,  the  lathe  at  which  he  worked,  the  cunning 
things  he  had  made  out  of  it,  the  designs  which  he  had  drawn, 
and  all  with  a  gentle,  deferent  air,  patiently  explaining  one 
thing  after  the  other,  which  went  to  the  girl’s  heart.  She 
looked  him  frankly  in  the  face  with  her  two  deep  black  eyes, 
at  length  holding  out  both  her  hands,  and  saying  softly, 
“  Jack,  I  forgive  you.” 

Jack  laughed  and  took  her  hands.  Why  did  he  not  kiss 
her  ?  It  troubled  Norah ;  but  still  it  was  something  to  be 
on  good  terms  again  with  Jack.  In  this  room  he  was  her 
hero  again.  Here  he  was  strong,  clever,  brave  ;  in  the  other 
...  You  see,  it  was  not  till  that  day  that  Jack  even  realised 
the  true  discomforts  of  his  life,  and  with  his  thoughts  full  of 
his  work,  he  never  noticed  those  little  eccentricities  of  be¬ 
haviour  which  Norah’s  presence  brought  out  so  vividly.  So 
that  he  was  sheepish,  silent,  and  abashed.  Then,  hand  in 
hand,  they  went  back.  It  was  Norah  who  took  Jack’s  hand, 
as  if  it  belonged  to  her  ;  not  J ack,  who  would  not  have  dared 
to  take  hers.  Jack  brought  his  little  oil-lamp  with  him,  which 
at  least  made  the  room  look  brighter. 

“  It  does  my  heart  good,  children,”  said  Myles,  filling 
another  pipe,  the  room  already  being  heavy  with  smoke,  and 
Norah  trying  hard  not  to  cough;  “it  does  me  good  to  see 
you  together,  just  as  you  used  to  be.  Lord  !  Lord  !  if  only 
Biddy  could  see  you  now !  But  she  does  av  coorse  from 
heaven,  where  they’ve  got  eyes  like  magnifying-glasses  and 
telescopes.  She  was  a  Homan,  poor  Biddy.  I’m  a  Pro- 
desdan,  you  know,  alaunak,  like  your  purty  self.  I’ve  been 
a  Prodesdan  since  the  day  when  I  ate  up  Larry  M‘Breaty’s 
collops.  ‘Ye  murdherin’ black  Prodesdan,’  said  my  father, 
powdherin’  away  with  his  walkin’-stick,  ‘  I’ll  tache  ye  to  be 
a  Roman.’  ‘  If  that’s  the  way,  father,’  says  I,  ‘  I’ll  be  a  Pro¬ 
desdan.’  And  I  bolted,  and  never  seen  him  since.  Norah,  me 
darlin’,  can  you  sing  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  father,  I  will  sing  to  you  some  day ;  not  to-night, 
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please.”  For  her  heart  was  so  full  and  so  troubled  that  she 
could  not  trust  her  voice. 

“  Your  grandmother  had  a  sweet  voice,”  said  Myles.  “  I 
should  like  to  hear  you  sing  like  her.  But  you’ll  sing  better, 
no  doubt.  Would  you  like  to  hear  the  song  of  the  Colleen 
Hue,  such  as  the  poor  old  lady  used  to  croon  it  out  ?  ” 

“  Sing  it,  Myles,”  said  Jack. 

Myles  put  down  his  legs  to  the  ground,  sat  bolt  upright, 
and  fixing  his  eyes  upon  a  black  spot  in  the  paper,  began 
to  sing  more  Hibernico,  that  is,  with  many  and  lengthened 
nourishes,  the  following  classical  ditty,  an  amcebasan  strain, 
reminding  the  reader  of  Theocritus  : — 

“  As  I  roved  out  one  summer  morning,  a-speculating  most  curiously, 

To  my  surprise  I  soon  espied  a  charming  fair  one  approaching  me  ; 

I  stood  a  while,  in  deep  meditation,  contemplating  what  I  should  do, 

But,  recruiting  all  my  sensations,  I  thus  accosted  the  Colleen  Rue. 

“  ‘Are  you  Aurora,  or  the  goddess  Flora,  Cleopatra,  or  Venus  bright, 

Or  Helen  Fair  beyond  compare  that  Paris  stole  from  the  Greeks  by  flight  ? 
Thou  fairest  creature,  you  have  enslaved  me :  I’m  in  indicatives  by 
Cupid’s  clue, 

Whose  Gordian  Knot  and  infatuations  deranged  my  ideas  for  you,  dear 
Colleen  Rue.’ 

‘  ‘  ‘  Kind  sir,  be  aisy,  and  do  not  taize  me  wid  your  false  praises  most 
jestingly, 

Your  dissimulations  and  insinuations,  your  fantastic  praises  seducing  me  : 

I  am  not  Aurora,  nor  the  goddess  Flora,  but  a  rural  damsel  to  all  men’s 
view  : 

That’s  here  condoling  my  situation :  and  my  appellation  is  the  Colleen 
Rue.’ 

“  ‘Was  I  Hector,  that  noble  victor  who  died  a  victim  to  a  Grecian’s  skill 
Or  was  I  Paris,  whose  deeds  were  various,  as  an  arbitrator  on  Ida’s  hill, 

I  should  rove  through  Asia  and  Arabia,  and  sweet  Pennsylvania,  seeking 
you, 

And  the  burning  regions,  like  famed  Orpheus,  for  one  embrace  of  the 
Colleen  Rue.’ 

‘  ‘  1  Sir,  I  am  surprised  and  dissatisfied  at  your  tantalising  insolence  ; 

I  am  not  so  stupid,  nor  enslaved  by  Cupid,  as  to  be  duped  by  your 
eloquence  ; 

Therefore  desist  from  your  solicitations,  as  I’m  engaged,  I  declare  ’tis  true, 
To  a  lad  I  love  beyond  all  earthly  treasure,  and  he’ll  soon  enjoy  his  Colleen 
Rue.’ 
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“  Now  all  you  deities  whose  power  is  prevailing,  I  pray  to  my  feeble  theme 
give  ear ; 

Likewise,  ye  Muses,  who  never  refuses,  the  wounds  of  Cupid  I  pray  you 
hear  ; 

In  emigration  to  some  foreign  nation,  is  my  determination,  the  world  through 

In  search  to  find  a  maid  more  kind  than  the  blooming  fair  one,  sweet 
Colleen  Rue.” 

Myles  finished  at  length,  a  little  hoarse  with  the  effort 
used,  and  looked  round  for  applause.  None  came;  only 
presently  Norah  asked,  blushing,  “  Did  my  grandmother 
sing  like  that,  father  ?  ” 

“When  she  sang  English  songs,  alaunah.  We  had  a 
different  style  for  the  Irish.  Listen  now.” 

With  a  changed  voice,  and  in  a  sweet  and  simple  way, 
Myles  sang,  to  Irish  words,  the  plaintive  air  that  has  been 
hammered  on  so  many  pianos  and  ground  out  by  so  many 
organs  that  we  have  ceased  to  feel  how  beautiful  it  is,  “  The 
Harp  that  once  in  Tara’s  halls.”  But  it  was  an  old  old 
Irish  ballad  long  before  Moore  got  hold  of  it. 

“  Sing  like  that,  father,”  said  Norah ;  “  always  sing  like 
that,  and  never  like  the  other  song.  Do  you  know  any  more 
Irish  songs  ?  ”  He  sang  one  or  two  more  that  he  remem¬ 
bered,  which  are  in  the  “  Irish  Melodies,”  and  then  he 
remembered  no  more,  and  began  to  fill  his  pipe  again.  Jack 
significantly  took  out  his  watch,  and  Norah  rose. 

“  It  is  almost  bed-time,”  she  said.  “  What  time  do  you 
have  prayers,  father  ?  ” 

Myles  looked  astonished.  Jack  hung  his  head  guiltily. 

“When  you  lived  with  Mr.  Fortescue,  Jack,”  the  girl  said 
severely,  “  you  had  prayers,  I  am  sure.” 

«  Yes,  Norah.” 

“  Where  do  you  go  to  church,  father  ?  ” 

“  I  never  go  to  church,  Norah.” 

“  When  you  were  living  with  Mr.  Fortescue,  Jack,  you 
went  to  church  ?  ” 

“Yes,  Norah.” 

“  Father,  as  we  cannot  have  prayers  to-night,  I  suppose, 
I  will  sing  you  the  Evening  Hymn.” 

She  took  her  father’s  hand  in  her  own  two  hands — such 
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an  immense  great  rough  paw  in  hands  so  tiny  and  so  delicate 
— and  began  to  sing,  in  low  voice  first,  that  swelled  and 
grew  in  tone  and  richness  till  it  was  as  the  voice  of  one 
inspired,  the  dear  old  Evening  Hymn.  Jack  stood  with  bent 
head ;  Myles,  his  impressionable  heart  pierced  by  her  voice, 
dropped  tears  upon  his  daughter’s  hand.  When  she  had 
finished,  while  the  air  yet  vibrated  with  the  tones  of  her 
voice,  she  kissed  her  father  lightly  on  the  forehead  and 
was  gone.  A  minute  elapsed,  during  which  neither  spoke. 
“Myles,”  said  Jack. 

“  Jack,”  said  Myles. 

“We  shall  have  to  alter  a  good  deal.” 

“  So  we  shall,  Jack.  It  isn’t  every  one  that  gets  an  angel 
from  heaven  to  live  with  them.  What  will  we  do  with  her 
at  all — and  what  will  we  do  with  ourselves  ?  ” 

Jack  explained  a  few  things  which  he  thought  required  to 
be  done  to  the  internal  arrangements  of  the  house,  and  then 
he  turned  to  the  more  delicate  subject  of  personal  behaviour. 
Myles  understood  directly.  “  I  knew  it,”  he  said ;  “  I  knew 
that  I  was  only  a  rough,  common  man.  Tell  me  what  to  do, 
Jack;  don’t  spare  me — tell  me  all.” 

Jack  took  him  at  his  word.  When  he  had  gone  on  for 
some  ten  minutes,  trying  to  give  Myles  as  complete  a  treatise 
as  possible  on  the  nature  of  good  breeding,  his  pupil  stretched 
out  both  hands  in  dismay.  “  0  Jack,  Jack  !  I’ll  never  learn 
it !  I’ll  never  learn  it  at  all — it’s  impossible !  What  will  I 
do?” 

Jack  laughed  and  sent  him  to  bed.  ISTorah  came  down 
at  eight.  Jack  was  gone  to  his  work.  The  father  received 
her  with  a  guilty  look,  as  of  one  who  has  sinned,  been  found 
out,  and  is  sorry. 

“  ISTorah,”  he  said,  “  give  me  a  month.” 

“  Give  you  a  month,  father?  What  for?  ” 

“  To  learn  not  to  disgrace  you :  to  make  myself  less 
common— so  that  you  needn’t  be  ashamed  to  sit  in  the 
same  room  with  me.” 

“  Father !  ” 

“No,  child,  I’ll  take  a  month.  And  now,  Norah,  Jack 
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has  told  me  all  that  you  want,  and  you  shall  have  it.  The 
workmen  are  coming  to-day  to  make  this  room  proper  for 
you  ;  and  there’s  a  maid  Jack  has  got  already  for  you ;  and 
I’m  going  to  smoke  my  pipe  in  Jack’s  room ;  and — and — 
What’s  the  rest  of  it  ?  Oh  !  you  are  to  have  the  keys — here 
they  are,  and  nothing  locked  up — and  to  order  everything 
the  same  as  you  are  accustomed  to.” 

“  You  won’t  mind  dining  at  six  instead  of  having  tea, 
father  ?  ” 

“  Not  the  laste  in  the  world,  Norah,  if  you’ll  give  me  my 
tea  at  one.  And  I  can  have  supper  in  the  kitchen,  so  as 
not  to  disturb  you.  And  you’ll  sing  to  me,  Norah,  dear, 
won’t  you,  every  evening  ?  ” 


CHAPTER  V. 

“  T  AM  here,”  Norah  wrote  to  Miss  Ferens,  a  few  days  later, 
J-  “  in  an  atmosphere  very  different  to  that  of  dear  old 
Bedesbury.  My  dear,  I  never  guessed  before  how  wise  you 
are,  and  what  a  lot  of  things  you  know.  Everything  is  just 
as  you  said  it  would  be,  and  exactly  what  you  did  not  say, 
but  what  you  meant,  and  what  I  understand  now.  My  father 
and  Jack  have  been  living,  not  nicely  at  all,  as  I  expected, 
but  anyhow.  I’ve  no  other  word  for  it.  It  was  too  bad  of 
Jack,  who  knew  how  people  ought  to  live,  and  I  have  hardly 
forgiven  him  yet  for  it.  My  father  showed  me  what  he  calls 
his  bank-book,  the  book  you  have  kept  for  him  for  so  many 
years.  He  has  never  looked  at  it  once,  poor  fellow,  because 
he  says  the  sight  of  figures  makes  him  ill,  and  was  astonished 
when  I  told  him  how  rich  he  was.  I  have  had  a  spare  room 
furnished  as  a  dining-room,  so  that  we  are  now  able  to 
conduct  ourselves  in  a  decent  manner.  As  for  my  bed¬ 
room — oh,  my  dear,  if  it  did  not  give  me  the  headache  every 
time  I  go  into  it,  and  if  my  father  was  not  so  proud  of  it,  I 
should  laugh  all  day  long  over  it.  Poor  dear  father !  It  is 
only  to  you  and  to  Jack,  of  course,  that  I  can  write  or  say 
anything  that  may  seem  to  look  like  laughing  at  him.  If  I 
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try  to  laugh  I  begin  to  cry.  The  furniture  and  hangings  are 
all  colours — yes,  all  colours — red,  yellow,  blue,  green,  pink, 
rose,  and  purple,  and  every  one  a  separate  lump  of  colour,  so 
that  each  in  turn  strikes  you  full  between  the  eyes  like  a  blow 
from  Jack’s  great  hammer  which  he  keeps  in  his  work-room. 
Of  course  I  put  out  the  light  directly  I  go  upstairs  at  night, 
and  dress  as  quickly  as  ever  I  can  in  the  morning  to  get  out 
of  it.  When  you  come  to  see  me,  dear,  please  not  to  laugh. 

“  There  is  no  cathedral  at  Esbrough,  but  only  two  or  three 
churches,  which  I  have  not  seen  yet.  I  look  forward  with 
such  longing  as  I  cannot  tell  you  to  a  Sunday  and  a  talk  in 
quiet  Bedesburv.  These  two  wicked  men — only  it  was  all 
Jack’s  fault,  who  ought  to  have  known  better — never  had 
prayers  even  till  I  came.  In  the  morning  Jack  is  at  work 
at  six,  and  my  father  and  I  have  them  together,  but  in  the 
evening  we  all  three  worship  together  and  sing  a  hymn. 
Jack  has  got  a  beautiful  voice,  and  my  father,  when  he  can 
be  persuaded  not  to  ‘  humour  ’  the  air,  has  a  very  good  ear, 
and  perhaps  will  be  got  to  sing  some  day.  Do  you  know 
what  ‘humouring’  the  air  is?  Wait  till  you  come  here,  and 
I  sing  yon  the  ‘  Colleen  Bue.’  Only,  I  must  sing  it  before 
my  father,  or  else  I  shall  feel  guilty  of  laughing  at  him.  He 
sings  all  by  himself  when  he  thinks  no  one  is  listening.  This 
morning  early  I  caught  him  singing  this  pretty  composition 
in  the  garden  : — 

‘  The  sun  on  the  streamlet  was  playing, 

The  dewdrop  still  hung  on  the  thorn, 

When  a  beautiful  couple  was  straying 
To  taste  the  mild  fragrance  of  morn. 

He  sighed  as  he  breathed  forth  his  ditty ; 

And  she  felt  her  breast  softly  glow : 

O  look  on  your  lover  with  pity, 

Sweet  colleen  dhas  cruiskeen  ra  mo.’ 

He  ‘humoured’  the  air,  and  was  enjoying  himself  tremen¬ 
dously,  when  I  put  my  head  out  of  the  window.  ‘  Is  it  you, 
alaunah?’  he  cried,  turning  very  red,  for  the  poor  dear  is 
always  afraid,  since  Jack  told  him  things,  that  he  should  do 
something  not  quite  right.  ‘  I  was  forgetting  where  I  was, 
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and  tli  in  Icing  I  was  on  the  road  again,  where  if  you  don't  sing, 
you  feel  lonely.  And  are  ye  happy,  Norah,  darlin’  ?  ’ 

“That  is  always  his  refrain  to  whatever  he  says — £  Are  ye 
happy,  Norah,  darlin’  ?  ’  It  makes  me  sad  to  think  that  he 
loves  me  so  much,  and  I  try  to  find  out  something  to  do  for 
him  more  than  I  have  done — in  fact,  I  have  done  nothing — to 
deserve  it. 

“  The  day  before  yesterday  came  your  piano,  and  the 
pictures,  and  the  books.  I  had  to  explain  all  the  pictures 
one  after  the  other  to  my  father,  who  sat  in  wonder  while  I 
told  the  stories  as  well  as  I  could.  Then  he  looked  at  the 
books,  and  expressed  his  intention  of  reading  them,  every  one. 
And  then  he  wanted  me  to  play.  I  refused,  telling  him  to 
wait  till  after  dinner — we  dine  when  work  is  done,  now.  So 
he  went  to  his  work  of  collecting,  which  Jack  says  is  mostly 
talking  to  his  friends — £  Every  one,’  Jack  says,  £  loves  Myles 
Cuolahan.’  I  think  it  is  a  great  thing  to  be  loved  by  every 
one,  and  am  proud  of  my  father  for  it.  And  at  six  they  came 
home  and  we  had  dinner.  I  order  dinner  now,  of  course,  and 
the  old  woman  is  helped  by  my  little  maid,  a  good  girl  whom 
Jack  found  for  me  among  his  workpeople.  After  dinner, 
when  my  father  was  going  to  smoke  his  pipe  in  Jack’s  room, 
I  told  him  to  stay  and  I  would  play  something  for  him.  So 
he  stayed,  and  Jack  stayed,  and  I  played  first  of  all,  ‘  The 
Harp  that  once ;  ’  and  then  I  sang  as  many  of  the  Irish 
melodies  as  I  knew,  and  my  father  danced  and  cried.  Ah ! 
the  Irish  are  the  people  who  feel  the  strongest,  after  all.  I 
think  even  the  lovely  Scotch  airs,  which  are  like  the  most 
perfect  expression  of  sadness,  must  have  come  from  Ireland, 
and  if  I  were  a  learned  person  I  would  write  a  book  to  prove 
it.  You  can  prove  everything  so  nicely  in  a  book  ;  and  then 
people  write  long  articles  to  show  how  clever  you  are.  When 
will  you  write  a  book,  dear  ?  I  made  Jack  sing.  He  blushed 
very  prettily,  and  sang  to  my  accompaniment.  I  tried  him 
with  one  or  two  German  songs,  and  he  caught  them  at  once. 
He  knows  German,  and  French,  and  Italian,  besides  a  great 
quantity  of  those  perfectly  useless  things  which  men  learn 
in  order  to  make  themselves  out  superior  to  women,  such 
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as  Latin,  Greek,  mathematics,  Euclid — whatever  Euclid  may 
be — and  things  that  end  in  ology.  Jack  is  a  very  handsome 
boy,  I  think;  at  least  he  is  handsome  to  me ;  and  he  is  a  boy 
to  me,  though  he  is  nearly  six  feet  high,  and  has  got  those 
ornaments  to  his  face  which  men  get  when  they  are  twenty- 
one,  and  which  must  be  extremely  uncomfortable  things  to 
wear.  As  for  his  blushing,  I  like  Jack  the  better  for  it.  Do 
you  know,  dear — let  me  whisper — I  think  the  sex  that  blushes 
most  is  not  ours.  Just  give  your  attention  to  this  point,  and 
let  me  know  your  experience.  I  do  not  blush :  I  do  not 
know  any  woman  who  does :  as  for  raising  a  c  blush  to  the 
maidenly  cheek  of  innocence,’  that  is  all  nonsense,  for  if  the 
maiden  was  innocent  what  should  she  blush  for  ?  I  do  not 
believe  in  blushing,  except  in  a  man.  Now,  Jack  blushed 
when  I  praised  his  funny  things  in  boxwood  and  metal,  which 
he  makes  out  of  a  machine  all  wheels  and  whirr  and  oil. 
Also  he  blushed  when  he  began  to  sing,  and  he  blushed  when 
I  asked  him  about  prayers.  All  this  shows  three  things : 
that  men  who  are  not  past  the  age  of  shame  blush  when  they 
are  guilty — that  is  when  they  have  neglected  prayer;  also 
when  they  are  afraid  they  are  going  to  be  ridiculous — that  is 
when  you  ask  them  to  sing ;  also  when  you  praise  them  for 
things  they  are  ambitious  to  do  well — that  was  when  I  told 
Jack  how  clever  he  is  at  wheels  and  whirr.  But  they  do  not 
blush  over  things  about  which  they  are  indifferent — as  when 
Jack  reads  German  and  French  like  English  and  cannot  see 
that  he  is  a  good  linguist.  He  is  out  of  his  apprenticeship, 
and  is  working  on  at  the  factory,  waiting  to  see  what  will 
turn  up.  My  father  has  a  very  good  salary  for  his  collecting 
work,  and  as  he  is  the  most  inexpensive  of  men  in  his  personal 
habits,  we  do  very  well.  My  dear,  my  father  is  a  gentleman. 
Remember  that.  He  has  been  a  hawker,  and  is  a  collector, 
so  he  will  never  be  a  gentleman  to  any  one  except  to  Jack 
and  to  me.  You  will  promise  to  burn  this  letter,  please, 
and  then  I  will  go  on.  You  have  promised,  because  you 
always  do  anything  I  ask  you,  like  the  kindest  of  dears. 
Well,  you  know  there  are  certain  little  points  in  which — in 
which  a  canon  is  superior  to  a  cobbler  and  a  prebendary  to  a 
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pedlar.  Jack  lias  undertaken  the  management  of  these,  and 
the  result  in  two  days  is  surprising.  But  that  is  very  little 
of  itself :  my  father  is  a  gentleman  in  his  forbearance,  his 
self-denial,  his  anxiety  to  sink  himself,  and  his  activity  to 
amuse  you  when  he  thinks  you  ought  to  be  amused.  My 
dear,  he  is  a  gentleman. 

“  Yesterday  Jack  took  a  holiday,  and  drove  me  over  to  call 
on  Mr.  Fortescue.  He  is  the  nicest  of  old  clergymen.  He 
knows  you,  Miss  Ferens,  and  knew  your  father.  What  I  like 
him  best  for,  next  to  his  courtly  behaviour  and  really  perfect 
manner,  is  the  love  he  has  for  Jack.  He  looks  at  him  as  he 
moves  about  the  room ;  he  asks  him  questions  ;  he  makes  him 
talk ;  he  fusses  about  his  health ;  and  yet  he  never  seems  to 
weary  one  with  it,  and  talked  to  me  as  to  an  old  friend.  When 
we  came  away  he  kissed  me,  saying  he  was  an  old  man  and 
took  the  privilege  of  age.  Why  do  men  want  to  kiss  girls  ? 
It  seems  to  me  a  curious  mental  deformity,  something  like  the 
pig’s  tail,  which  is  too  short  to  answer  any  practical  purpose. 
What  gratification  do  they  find  in  it  ?  Of  course  I  like  my 
father  to  kiss  me,  because  it  shows  me  how  much  he  loves  me ; 
but  as  for  other  men,  it  is  quite  ridiculous.  However,  Mr. 
Fortescue  took  my  face  in  his  two  hands  and  kissed  me  on 
the  forehead  and  on  the  lips,  and  said,  c  God  bless  you,  my 
dear,’  in  a  soft  voice.  And  then  he  looked  at  Jack.  Why  was 
he  moved?  And  why  did  he  look  at  Jack?  And  wThy  did 
Jack  blush  ?  I  am  to  go  again  and  see  him.  He  asked  me 
to  go  and  stay  with  him ;  would  it  be  right  or  wrong  ?  Pray 
tell  me,  because  there  are  some  things  which  one  never  knows. 
There  is  right  and  wrong  in  the  Commandments,  but  there  is 
nothing  said  about  going  to  stay  a  week  in  the  house  of  an  old 
clergyman.  He  has  a  housekeeper,  a  fat,  motherly,  soft  sort  of 
woman — you  know — one  of  the  kind  that  makes  you  think  of 
jam,  and  puddings,  and  perhaps  veal  cutlets.  She  asked  me 
after  my  father,  saying,  with  a  funny  sort  of  a  sigh,  that 
he  was  a  most  superior  person.  I  think  she  expected  me 
to  be  a  sort  of  gipsy  fortune-teller  by  the  way  she  looked 
at  me. 

“We  had  the  most  lovely  luncheon,  with  strawberries  and 
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cream,  and  some  curious  wine  out  of  a  long  bottle  of  brown 
glass — German  wine — but  I  forget  the  name.  Jack  drinks 
wine  with  Mr.  Fortescue,  but  very  little.  I  think  the  dear 
old  gentleman  likes  wine  very  much,  for  he  held  his  glass 
up  to  the  light  and  rolled  it  about,  and  then  he  tasted  it,  and 
then  he  rolled  it  in  the  light  again,  and  then  he  turned  up 
his  eyes,  and  said  to  me  solemnly,  ‘Young  lady,  we  have 
much  in  this  world  to  be  thankful  for — much  to  be  thank¬ 
ful  for.’ 

“  After  luncheon  a  carriage  drove  up  to  the  door,  and  the 
formidable  Mr.  Bayliss  got  out  of  it,  with  his  daughter,  Miss 
Ella  Bayliss.  Jack  introduced  me,  and  Miss  Bayliss  looked 
at  me  in  a  way  that  I  have  not  yet  made  up  my  mind  about. 
I  mean  whether  it  was  curiosity  or  surprise.  ‘  Miss  Cuolahan,’ 
Jack  said,  ‘the  daughter  of  my  old  friend  and  guardian,  Mr. 
Myles  Cuolahan.’  ‘  And  the  ward  of  my  old  friend,  Miss  Ferens, 
of  Bedesbury,’  said  Mr.  Fortescue.  That  was'  very  kind  of 
him.  ‘  Perhaps  you  remember  Prebendary  Ferens,  of  Bedes- 
bury,  Mr.  Bayliss,  who  wrote  the  commentary  on  Kabakkuk.’ 
‘  Ho  !  ho  !  ’  laughed  Mr.  Bayliss,  rolling  himself  about,  ‘  as  if 
I  ever  read  a  commentary  on  Habakkuk.’ 

“  However,  then  we  began  to  talk.  And  then  we  had  archery 
on  the  lawn,  Miss  Bayliss  and  Jack  and  I.  Of  course,  I  beat 
them  both  ;  but  Miss  Bayliss  beat  Jack,  who  is,  like  all  men, 
curiously  deficient  in  things  which,  like  archery,  require  real 
skill  and  serious  thought.  Do  you  know,  Miss  Ferens — do 
not  think  me  a  gossip— but  I  am  certain — certain  that  Miss 
Bayliss  is  in  love  with  Jack.  I  saw  her  looking  at  him,  and 
he  is  not  in  love  with  her,  because  I  saw  him  looking  at  her, 
and  oh !  there  was  such  a  difference.  Mr.  Fortescue  asked 
them  to  stay  to  dinner,  and  they  stayed.  And  then,  for  it 
seems  that  the  day  is  a  sort  of  open-house  day  with  Mr.  For¬ 
tescue,  and  that  everybody  calls  upon  him  on  Wednesday, 
another  arrival.  A  gentleman,  this  time,  who  rode  out.  Mr. 
Frank  Perrymont,  son  of  Captain  Perrymont,  the  other  great 
man,  Mr.  Bayliss  being  the  first  great  man. 

“  He  was  pleasant  to  me,  and  said  a  great  many  things  which 
he  intended  to  be  complimentary ;  of  course  I  received  them 
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with  great  gravity.  He  is  not  handsome,  like  Jack,  nor  so 
tall  and  strong,  but  he  is  pleasant-looking.  He  has  dark  hair, 
bright  eyes,  and  sharp,  delicate  features.  He  was  carefully 
dressed,  and  he  wears  a  little  moustache.  He  is  an  Oxford 
man,  asked  after  two  or  three  of  the  Bedesbury  curates,  the 
latest  arrivals  among  your  poor  despised  £  innocents,’  and  then 
began  to  quote  poetry.  As  he  is  no  good  at  archery,  I  suppose 
poetry  is  his  strong  point.  I  am  not  quite  certain,  but  I  think 
that  when  we  went  away  at  tea  he  squeezed  my  hand  as  I 
got  into  the  carriage.  I  shall  wait  till  I  see  him  again  before 
I  say  anything  about  it.  What  would  you  do  if  your  hand 
was  squeezed  ?  You  see  it  is  a  difficult  question,  because  a 
man  can  always  say  that  he  only  shook  hands  with  you  like 
everybody  else,  and  then  what  are  you  to  say  in  reply  ?  I 
did  not  like  to  ask  Jack  as  we  drove  home.  Such  a  pleasant 
drive,  dear,  in  Mr.  Fortescue’s  dog-cart,  with  no  servant 
behind.  The  bright  moonlight,  and  the  soft  summer  air,  and 
the  cry  of  the  grasshoppers,  and  before  us  the  long  stretch  of 
the  sea — it  was  almost  too  beautiful.  I  think  we  hardly 
spoke  a  word  all  the  way.  ‘  What  have  you  been  thinking 
of,  Norah  ?  ’  asked  Jack  when  we  got  home.  ‘  What  have 
you,  Jack?’  I  replied.  ‘You  have  said  nothing  to  me  all 
the  way.’  ‘  I  was  thinking  of  my  new  valve,’  he  said,  ‘  and  I 
believe  I  have  got  over  the  difficulty.’ 

“There  is  a  wretch  for  you — and  I  thought  he  was  enjoy¬ 
ing  the  beautiful  summer  air.  At  least,  however,  he  was  not 
thinking  of  Ella  Bayliss. 

“  At  present  I  have  had  but  one  caller,  a  lady  named  Mrs. 
Merrion  from  a  house  across  the  road.  I  wish  you  were  here 
to  advise  me,  dear,  for  I  do  not  like  her.  She  is  a  widow ; 
and  she  put  her  handkerchief  up  to  her  eyes,  though  I  do  not 
know  why,  because  there  were  certainly  no  tears  to  wipe 
away.  She  is,  I  should  think,  about  thirty ;  but  she  may  be 
more,  because  she  paints.  Her  voice  is  soft,  and  her  eyes  are 
large  and  soft,  and  she  is  soft  all  over ;  but  so  is  a  tiger-cat, 
my  dear.  I  may  be  wrong,  and  perhaps  I  shall  write  quite 
the  other  way  next  week,  but  that  is  what  I  think  now.  I 
do  not  like  her.  Jack,  she  says,  she  has  known  a  long  time. 
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‘  He  is  almost  my  own  boy/  she  said  with  a  sigh — why  did 
she  sigh  ? — c  though  I  am  certainly  not  quite  old  enough  to 
be  his  mother.  And  you  are  his  sister,  dear  Miss  Cuolahan.’ 
c  No/  I  said,  rather  snappishly.  1 1  am  not  his  sister  at  all. 
We  are  not  relations.’ 

“  Now  to  anybody  else  I  always  say  that  Jack  is  my  brother, 
as  of  course  he  is.  But  I  was  out  of  temper.  I  do  not  know 
why.  £  Oh  !  ’  she  said  ;  she  always  said  ‘  oh  !  ’  to  everything. 
‘  Jack  always  speaks  of  you  as  his  sister.’ 

“  And  then  she  asked  me  to  go  over  with  Jack  and  have 
dinner.  I  suppose  I  shall  have  to  go.  But  of  one  thing  I 
am  quite  certain,  that  I  will  not  make  that  woman  a  friend. 
Why  does  Jack  go,  then,  as  she  says  he  does,  every  week  ? 
After  she  had  gone  away,  another  woman  came — Mrs. 
Bastable — such  a  funny  woman.  Mrs.  Merrion’s  companion. 
I  like  her  better.  ‘  I  came  to  look  at  you,  my  dear.  Lord 
bless  my  heart !  You  are  a  young  lady.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  of 
course  Jack  is  a  gentleman.  That’s  only  right  and  proper 
for  an  Armstrong.’ 

“  Then  I  got  half  angry  and  half  inclined  to  laugh,  and  I 
said,  ‘  If  it  is  proper  for  an  Armstrong,  it  is  proper  for  a 
Cuolahan  of  Connaught.’  ‘  I  knew  your  father,  my  dear, 

when  he  ’ -  ‘  But  you  did  not  know  my  grandfathers, 

Mrs.  Bastable,  when  they  were  princes  of  Ireland.’ 

“  Now,  there  was  a  pretty  thing  for  me  to  say,  was  it  not? 

“Mrs.  Bastable  wagged  her  comical  head,  which  had  a 
bonnet  stuck  upon  it  all  askew.  ‘  Let  me  set  your  bonnet 
right  for  you,  Mrs.  Bastable/  I  said.  And  so  I  put  that 
straight,  and  then  I  pulled  her  shawl  round  and  tied  her 
bow  properly,  and  she  really  looked  a  respectable  woman. 

1  Who  are  you,  Mrs.  Bastable  ?  ’  ‘  I’m  Mrs.  Merrion’s  com¬ 

panion/  she  said ;  and  then,  looking  all  round,  she  whispered, 
1  I’m  her  second  cousin  when  anybody  calls  and  I’m  caught 
with  her.  When  I’m  alone  with  her  I  amuse  her.  When 
Jack  comes  to  dinner  I’m  the  cook,  and  she  says  I’ve  got 
a  sick  headache,  or  else  that  I  am  gone  out  to  have  tea. 
When  we  go  to  church  I’m  the  companion.  Oh !  ’ 

“  It  was  a  very  different  c  oh  ’  to  that  of  Mrs.  Merrion’s. 
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‘  Don’t  yon  say  anything,  my  dear/  she  went  on,  in  a  nervous 
and  agitated  manner.  1  Your  father  was  a  friend  of  my 
husband’s.  He’s  a  good  man :  my  husband  was  not.  My 
dear,  never  you  marry  a  man  that  can  mesmerise  you, 
because  if  you  do,  and  he  finds  out  that  you  are  a  clair- 
voyong,  all  your  happiness  is  gone.  I  like  your  face,  my 
dear.  You  are  a  little  like  your  father;  but  where  did  you 
get  your  small  hands  from  ?  Let  me  come  over  and  talk  to 
you  sometimes.  It  will  be  a  charity.  Do  let  me.  There’s 
things  going  on — oh !  I  know,  and  I  won’t  have  Johnny 
Armstrong’s  son  ruined  for  life.  But  don’t  you  talk,  my 
dear ;  and  let  me  come  over,  and  I’ll  tell  you  when  the  time 
comes.’ 

“Well,  you  know,  this  is  all  very  mysterious,  and  I 
suppose  she  will  come.  I  think  she  must  be  rather  mad, 
judging  from  her  bonnet,  and  the  way  she  rambles  from  one 
subject  to  another,  and  her  talking  about  clairvoyance. 

“  And  now  I  must  stop ;  for  I  have  spent  all  the  afternoon 
writing,  and  my  head  aches. 

“Oh! — as  Mrs.  Merrion  would  say — there  has  just  come 
a  superb  footman  with  a  letter.  My  little  maid  Ruth  opened 
the  door  and  brought  it  to  me.  ‘  Mr.  and  Miss  Bayliss 
request  the  pleasure  of  Miss  Cuolahan’s  and  Mr.  Armstrong’s 
company  at  dinner  on  Thursday  the  20th,  at  half-past  seven,’ 
and  a  note  from  Miss  Bayliss — 

“‘Dear  Miss  Cuolahan, — Forgive  the  unceremonious  invita¬ 
tion,  and  do  come  with  your  brother.’  That  is  Jack,  I  sup¬ 
pose,  and  I  must  say  it  is  a  little  impertinent.  c  We  shall 
have  only  the  Perrymonts  and  a  friend  of  yours  from  Bedes- 
bury.’  Who  is  my  friend  from  Bedesbury?  Write  to  me, 
dear,  a  great  long,  lovely  letter. — Your  own  Norah,” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

IT  was  two  days  after  Norah’s  visit  to  Mr.  Fortescue,  and 
breakfast-time  with  Mr.  Bayliss.  The  great  man  had 
eaten  his  great  breakfast,  for  he  was  gifted  with  a  noble 
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appetite,  and  was  preparing  to  drive  into  town.  His  daughter 
Ella,  as  fresh  and  rosy  a  young  lady  as  might  be  seen  any¬ 
where  in  the  three  Hidings,  had  poured  out  his  coffee  and 
finished  her  own,  and  was  now  sitting  in  a  meditative 
attitude.  In  the  depths  of  those  blue  eyes  lay  the  thoughts, 
unspoken,  that  contained  the  whole  of  divine  philosophy. 
Never  were  eyes  so  deep,  so  lustrous,  so  full  of  secret  and 
hidden  meanings.  Only  the  eyes  were  silent. 

“  Papa,”  said  Ella,  reflecting,  “  I  was  thinking  last  night 
about  Miss  Cuolahan.” 

“  Ay,  ay,  Ella,  what  about  her  ?  As  pretty  a  girl  as  I 
ever  saw.” 

“  Do  you  know  that  she  belongs  to  the  very  first  set  in 
Bedesbury  ?  All  the  county  people  visit  Miss  Ferens,  and 
all  the  cathedral  people.  The  Dean  goes  there  at  least  twice 
a  week.  The  Bedesbury  men  are  all  raving  about  her — 
how  absurd ! ” 

“  The  daughter  of  my  collector,”  said  Bayliss,  with  a  little 
glow  of  satisfaction.  “Yes;  the  daughter  of  a  man  who 
was  once  a  common  hawker,  till  I  took  him  in  hand.  One 
of  the  privileges  of  wealth,  Ella,  is  the  power  of  lifting 
other  people.  Myles  Cuolahan  is  an  honest  fellow,  but  com¬ 
mon,  very  common.  His  daughter  seemed  to  me  ladylike. 
I  don’t  know  how  women  look  upon  her.” 

“  She  is  ladylike,  papa,  and  I  think  we  should  take  her  up.” 

“  Do  you  mean  that  we  should  call  upon  her  and  ask  her 
to  the  house  ?  After  all,  Ella,  we  must  observe  some  of  the 
distinctions  of  rank.” 

“I  do  not  know  that  we  need  call,  papa,  but  we  might 
ask  her  to  come  with — with  her  brother,  Mr.  Armstrong.” 

“  Different  thing  about  Armstrong.  He  is  the  son  of  my 
old  unfortunate  partner ;  and  everybody  in  Esbrough  knows 
the  Armstrongs.  And  she  is  not  his  sister,  you  know, 
whatever  people  say.” 

“  No,  papa,  but  she  is  exactly  the  same,  as  she  told  me. 
And  it  is  romantic  of  her  giving  up  the  beautiful  life  she  had 
at  Bedesbury  and  all  the  county  society  to  come  and  live  with 
her  father.  I  think  we  might  ask  her.” 
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“Well,  Ella,  have  it  your  own  way.  Only  mind,  Norah 
Cuolahan  is  what  people  call  a  beautiful  girl.  Some  girls 
would  be  jealous  of  her.” 

Ella  laughed.  “  I  shall  not  be  jealous  of  her.  People  will 
not  compare  us.  We  contrast,  you  see;  she  is  dark,  and  I 
am  fair.  She  sings  contralto,  and  I  sing  soprano.  She  is 
animated,  and  I  am  quiet.  Oh !  I  am  not  jealous  at  all 
about  her.” 

“  But  perhaps  Frank  Perrymont  ”■ - - 

“  Oh  !  ”  cried  Ella,  a  little  impatiently,  “  Frank  Perrymont 
is  a  donkey,  with  his  poetry  and  nonsense.  I’m  sure  I  don’t 
care  what  Frank  Perrymont  thinks.” 

“  Then  I  do,  Ella.  However,  you  shall  have  your  own  way, 
whatever  happens.  Ask  them  whenever  you  like.  Let  them 
come  to  dinner.  And  get  a  few  people  to  meet  them.  I  hate 
your  half-and-half  dinner  parties,  with  four  people  at  a  long 
table,  and  your  voice  sounding  hollow  in  the  big  room.  Get  a 
dozen  people  at  least.  The  Captain  hasn’t  been  for  a  long  time, 
ask  him — and  Frank,  of  course ;  and,  Ella,  you  won’t  be  unkind 
to  Frank  if  he  should  spout  a  little  of  his  poetry,  will  you  ?  ” 

Ella  coloured.  She  knew  what  her  father  wanted.  “  I 
shall  not  be  unkind,  papa.  Then  we  will  fix  next  Wednes¬ 
day,  and  I  will  write  the  notes  this  morning.  I  think  it  will 
look  well,  papa,  taking  up  Nor  ah  Cuolahan.  I  shall  make  a 
friend  of  her,  and  the  Esbrough  girls  will  tear  their  eyes  out 
for  rage  and  spite.  It  is  a  pity  that  we  cannot  suppress  her 
father  altogether.  But  he  does  not  expect  to  be  asked,  I 
suppose  ?  ” 

“ He  expect ?”  said  Bayliss.  “The  collector  of  my  rents 
expect  to  be  asked  to  my  table  ?  Hardly,  I  should  think. 
But  Cuolahan  is  a  very  sensible  fellow.  We  need  have  no 
fear  about  that.  I  knew  him  years  ago — that  is,  I  was  able 
to  be  useful  to  him  on  more  than  one  occasion.” 

That  was  true,  inasmuch  as  Paul  Bayliss,  Johnny  Arm¬ 
strong,  and  Myles  Cuolahan  had  frequently  propped  each 
other  up,  on  the  way  home,  arm  in  arm,  after  a  convivial 
night.  But  these  things  Ella  Bayliss  did  not  know.  She 
had  learned,  with  great  readiness,  the  lesson  that  there  are 
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some  tilings  important  to  be  forgotten,  and  chief  among  them 
the  small  beginnings  of  the  Bayliss  family.  Also  the  de¬ 
sirability  of  lifting  the  Bayliss  connection  into  county  rank,  a 
task  as  yet  not  achieved.  She  met  these  magnates  at  Cap¬ 
tain  Perrymont’s,  but  with  all  their  superior  wealth,  and  the 
attractions  of  her  own  blue  eyes  and  faultless  features,  she 
had  not  yet  succeeded  in  making  them  call  at  the  Hall. 
Perhaps  Norah  Cuolahan  would  help.  Jack  Armstrong  had 
brought  Mr.  Fortescue,  a  man  of  undoubted  good  family.  At 
Mr.  Fortescue’ s  there  was  the  chance,  sometimes  realised,  of 
meeting  with  people  a  little  above  the  Esbrough  folk,  who 
thought  and  talked  about  nothing  but  money,  and  did  kotoo 
to  her  father  as  to  the  Mikado  of  Japan.  For  he  was  the 
incarnation  of  success. 

“  I  had  a  curious  report  brought  to  me  last  night,”  said 
Mr.  Bayliss,  as  his  carriage  drew  up  to  the  door,  “about 
young  Armstrong.”  Ella  coloured. 

“  He  stays  sometimes  in  the  engine-room  after  hours,  and 
he  has  got  to  work  by  himself — I  always  said  he  was  a  genius 
— and  the  men  are  suspicious.” 

“  What  are  they  suspicious  about,  papa  ?  ” 

“  What  are  hands  always  suspicious  about  ?  They  are 
afraid  he  is  inventing  something.  You  know  he  has  already 
invented  two  or  three  little  things.  Hodder,  the  foreman, 
told  me  of  it ;  says  the  men  are  talking  it  over ;  they  think 
he  has  got  hold  of  a  contrivance  that  will  lessen  the  number 
of  hands  and  the  price  of  labour — confound  them !  I  only 
wish  he  would.  Hodder  says  there  is  a  strange  man  among 
them,  who  has  always  plenty  to  say  when  they  meet  in  the 
evenings.  We  can’t  afford  a  row,  with  prices  what  they  are 
and  orders  plentiful.  But  I  suppose  it  is  no  matter  of  mine.” 

“  But  if  Mr.  Armstrong  has  invented  something,  papa  ? 
Would  it  not  be  a  great  thing  for  him  ?  ” 

“For  him?  Well,  I  don’t  know,  Ella.  As  things  go, 
great  things  fall  to  those  who  have  the  money  to  use  them. 
The  capitalist,  my  dear,”  he  continued,  with  a  roll  of  the 
tongue,  “  commands  the  markets.  He  buys  the  labour  of  the 
hands  as  cheap  as  he  can  get  it ;  and  he  buys  the  genius  of 
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mechanicians  as  cheap  as  he  can  get  that.  If  young  Arm¬ 
strong,  which  I  very  much  doubt,  has  invented  anything 
worth  having,  I  dare  say  I  shall  hear  of  it.  And  then  I 
shall  buy  it  of  him.” 

If  it  had  been  said  of  any  one  else,  Ella  Bayliss,  trained  in 
the  school  of  capital,  would  have  thought  nothing.  As  it 
was,  she  had  a  faint  fluttering  of  doubt,  as  if  something  was 
not  quite  right.  “If  Mr.  Armstrong  is  clever  and  invents 
things,  surely  he  ought  to  get  rich,”  she  said,  turning  rather 
red. 

“  Ella,  my  dear,”  said  her  father,  turning  sharply  upon 
her,  “you  may  admire  Jack  Armstrong  as  much  as  you  like ; 
and  you  may  amuse  yourself  with  him.  All  the  same  he  will 
be  my  servant  all  his  life,  and  he  is  a  pauper,  unless  Mr. 
Fortescue  leaves  him  his  money.  My  daughter  is  not  going 
to  marry  a  pauper.  And  when  the  time  comes,  my  dear,  I’ve 
got  the  right  husband  for  you.”  Then  he  strode  out  of  the 
room,  swore  at  the  grooms  in  the  porch,  and  drove  away. 

Ella  sighed,  sat  a  little  longer  reflecting  on  the  parental 
admonition,  which  was  not  the  first  of  the  kind  she  had 
heard,  and  then  wrote  her  prettiest  notes  of  invitation.  Mr. 
Bayliss  walked  straight  to  the  engine-room,  where  he  found 
Jack  as  usual. 

“  Come  into  the  office.  I  want  to  say  a  word  to  you, 
Armstrong,”  he  said. 

Jack  followed  him.  Bayliss  took  up  a  few  papers,  looked 
at  them,  and  then  turned  to  his  apprentice. 

“  What  is  this  I  hear,  Armstrong  ?”  he  asked.  “Hodder 
tells  me  the  men  are  suspicious  of  you.  They  think  you  have 
invented  something.  Is  that  so  ?  ” 

“Yes,  Mr.  Bayliss,  that  is  so.” 

“They  think  you  have  devised  a  means  of  lessening  the 
number  of  hands.  Is  it  true  ?  ” 

“  Partly  true.  At  all  events,  the  cost  of  production.” 

“Well,  that  is  something,  at  least  for  owners.  I  am  on 
the  side  of  the  owners,  Armstrong,”  he  said,  laughing  frankly. 
“  Come  now,  let  us  hear  it,  this  secret  of  yours ;  and  I  shall 
be  able  to  tell  you  if  it  is  worth  anything.” 
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Jack  drew  himself  a  little  together.  “It  is  because  it  is 
my  secret,  Mr.  Bayliss,  that  I  cannot  tell  you.  I  have  been 
at  work  on  it  every  day  for  the  last  three  years.” 

“  Every  day  in  my  engine-room  and  with  my  machinery, 
Mr.  Armstrong,”  said  Bayliss. 

“  No  ;  every  evening  in  my  own  workshop,  and  on  my  own 
lathe,”  said  Jack. 

“  Young  man,”  said  his  employer  sententiously,  “  I  hope 
you  are  not  ambitious.” 

“  Mr.  Bayliss,”  said  Jack,  “  do  you  consider  that  you  have 
done  well  in  the  world  ?  But  of  course  you  do.  Pray,  were 
you  not  ambitious  ?  ” 

Bayliss  shifted  his  ground.  “Well,  well,  we  are  all 
ambitious,  perhaps.  And  you  have  your  way  to  make.  Still, 
as  an  old  friend  of  your  father,  and  your  own  friend,  too, 
Armstrong,  I  might  have  expected  to  find  a  little  confidence.” 

“  I  am  not  insensible,  sir,”  said  Jack.  “  And  to  show 
you  that  I  am  not,  you  shall  have  the  first  offer  of  my  new 
machinery,  as  soon  as  the  patent  is  taken  out.” 

“  You  are  going  to  take  out  a  patent,  then  ?  ” 

“  Mr.  Fortescue  takes  it  out  for  me.  I  am  not  at  all  afraid 
that  the  secret  will  be  guessed.  Only  I  am  sorry  that  any 
suspicion  of  it  has  got  into  the  heads  of  the  men.  Some  one, 
I  do  not  know  who,  has  filled  them  with  all  sorts  of  suspicions. 
Yesterday  I  was  attacked,  going  home  at  night,  by  a  fellow 
who  fired  at  me.  But  I  think  it  was  only  blank  cartridge. 
The  day  before  I  had  stones  thrown  at  me.  To-day  none  of 
the  men  will  speak  to  me.  What  am  I  to  do  ?  ” 

“  Confidence,  Armstrong,  might  enable  me  to  advise.  Are 
you  afraid  ?  ” 

“  No,  I  am  not  afraid.  It  is  not  pleasant  to  have  stones 
thrown  at  you,  and  pistol-shots,  perhaps,  whistling  about 
your  ears  after  dark.  But  I  am  not  afraid.  The  hands  will 
come  round — only  I  want  to  find  out  who  has  set  the  men 
upon  me.” 

“  Pistol-shots  are  something ;  stones  are  nothing.  Young 
man,  I  have  had  stones  thrown  at  me.  It  was  when  I  was 
twenty  years  younger  than  I  am.  And  I  caught  the  man 
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wlio  did  it.  I  gave  him  a  hiding,  and  next  morning  he  was 
picked  up  with  two  ribs  and  an  arm  broken.  But  pistol- 
shots - ”  Bayliss  rang  the  bell. 

“  Send  Hodder.”  The  foreman  came. 

“  Now,  Hodder,  what  the  devil  is  all  this  ?  Here’s  Arm¬ 
strong  been  shot  at,  and  the  men  won't  speak  to  him.  Who’s 
at  the  bottom  of  it  ?  By  George,  if  I  knew  I’d  make  short 
work  of  him !  ” 

“  I  don’t  know,  sir.  I’ve  tried  to  find  out.  The  men  are 
very  angry.  There’s  a  strange  fellow - ” 

“  What  the  devil  has  a  strange  fellow  got  to  do  with  me 
and  my  men  ?  ” 

“  Nothing,  sir.  But  then  he  is - ” 

“  Then  go  and  fetch  him.  Bring  him  to  me — do  you 
hear  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know  who  he  is,  nor  where  he  lives,  nor  any¬ 
thing  about  him.  But  the  men  have  got  hold  of  him,  and  he 
knows  them  all.  He  has  filled  them  with  stories  of  new 
machinery  and  young  Jack  Armstrong — beg  your  pardon, 
Air.  Armstrong.” 

“  Who  is  the  stranger,  Armstrong  ?  ”  asked  Bayliss. 

“I  do  not  know,  sir,”  answered  Jack.  “  I  know  of  no 
stranger.  And  as  for  the  invention  that  is  in  my  mind,  it 
need  not  lessen  the  number  of  hands  a  single  one.” 

“  But  it  will  lessen  the  cost  of  production?”  asked  Bayliss. 

“  Yes — the  cost  of  production.” 

“.Hum !  Hodder,  look  after  Air.  Armstrong.  See  that  he 
is  not  exposed  to  any  attacks.  Tell  the  men  that,  if  neces¬ 
sary,  every  hand  shall  be  dismissed,  and  may  go  to  the  devil, 
if  they  don’t  keep  quiet  and  hush  up  their  absurd  rumours. 
Do  you  hear  ?  And,  Hodder,  you  are  a  sensible  fellow  :  find 
out  this  stranger,  and,  by  gad  !  I’m  a  justice  of  the  peace,  and 
I’ll  cool  his  heels  in  chokee  for  a  month,  and  warm  them  on 
the  treadmill  afterwards.  We’ll  talk  about  this  matter  a^ain, 
Armstrong.  I  confess  I  don’t  greatly  believe  in  your  inven¬ 
tion  ;  but  there  may  be — yes,  there  may  be  something  in  it. 
I’m  not  going  to  have  my  factory,  anyhow,  turned  into  a 
bear-garden.  Perrymont  may  do  as  he  likes  in  his,  but  I 
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am  master  here,  and  I  will  be  obeyed,  by  gad !  And  the 
hands  shall  find  out  that !  ”  So,  with  more  swelling  words, 
the  potentate  dismissed  them. 

Jack  returned  to  the  engine-room.  On  leaving  the  works 
at  six,  he  found  the  hands  drawn  up  in  a  double  row  outside 
the  gates.  They  allowed  him  to  pass  through  them  in  silence, 
save  for  threatening  looks  and  a  few  hisses.  He  was  followed 
by  Hodder,  the  foreman,  who  kept  looking  round  him  as  if 
in  search  of  some  one  commencing  an  overt  act  of  violence. 
“  What  does  it  mean,  Hodder  ?  ”  asked  Jack,  as  they  came 
to  the  end  of  the  lane  of  threatening  faces.  “  What  have  I 
done  to  them  ?  ” 

“  Lord  knows,  if  you  don’t,  Mr.  Armstrong.  Sure  you 
ought  to  understand  the  hands  by  this  time.  You’ve  been 
one  of  us,  so  to  speak,  for  seven  years,  though  a  gentleman 
born  and - ” 

“  Never  mind  that,  Hodder.  What  does  it  mean  ?  ” 

“  It  means  some  one — I  think  it’s  that  fellow  down  from 
London — has  been  egging  them  on.  The  hands  are  suspicious, 
always.  They  can’t  bear  the  sight  of  machinery.” 

“  Well,  if  it  wasn’t  for  machinery  where  would  they  be?” 

“  Old  machinery  they  don’t  mind,  because  they’re  used  to  it ; 
but  it’s  the  new  machinery  that  they’re  afraid  of.  You  see, 
Mr.  Armstrong,  they’re  afraid  of  you.  It’s  got  about  that 
you’re  clever;  they  say  that  you  spend  your  evenings  over 
books,  and  that  you  are  for  ever  at  work  with  your  lathe  at 
night.  They  remember  the  improvement  you  effected  two 
years  ago.” 

“  Why,  you  old  idiot,  the  improvement  saved  the  life  of  a 
boy  every  year  at  the  very  least.  Perhaps  my  own  life.” 

“  They  don’t  want  their  boys’  lives  saved,”  replied  Hodder. 
“  They’ve  all  got  large  families.” 

“  Do  you  mean  to  say  they  would  like  their  children  killed, 
when  a  little  care  would  save  them  ?  ” 

“  Don’t  put  it  that  way,  Mr.  Armstrong.  Say  that  they’ve 
taken  the  chance  themselves,  and  they  can’t  be  got  to  see  why 
their  children  shouldn’t  do  the  same.  Then  there  was  the  new 
bucket  for  carrying  the  metal.  Whose  invention  was  that  ?  ” 
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“  Mine,  I  suppose.” 

“  Yours.  Ancl  two  men  can  do  now  what  it  took  six  men 
to  do  before.  One  word  more.  Do  you  know  this  man,  a 
man  from  London,  who  hangs  about  the  public-houses  where 
the  hands  go,  and  drinks  with  them,  and  makes  speeches  to 
them  ?  ” 

“  No.” 

“You  ought  to  know  him,  because  he’s  your  enemy.” 

“I  learned  when  I  was  a  boy,”  said  Jack,  “that  the  Latin 
word  for  enemy  meant  stranger  at  first.  Do  you  think  that 
the  English  word  for  friend  means  enemy  ?  ” 

“Well,  a  man  wouldn’t  hate  you  if  he  didn’t  know  you,” 
replied  the  other.  “  That  man  hates  you,  so  he  knows  you. 
I  saw  him  just  now  behind  the  rest,  pointing  at  you  with  his 
long  finger,  and  trying  to  hide  his  face  with  his  pocket-hand¬ 
kerchief.  He’s  got  a  queer  face,  that  doesn’t  seem  to  fit  with 
his  black  hair,  all  puckered  and  crowsfooted  like.  I  doubt 
him,  Mr.  Armstrong — I  doubt  him.  And  I  shall  keep  my 
eyes  upon  him.  And,  Mr.  Armstrong,  you’re  a  young  man, 
sir;  don’t  breed  bad  blood  in  the  hands.  Mr.  Bayliss  is  a 
masterful  man — terrible  masterful  he  is.  If  the  hands  do 
you  a  mischief,  they’ll  all  be  turned  off — every  chap  will  be 
turned  off.  And  the  starvation  will  be  on  your  back,  not 
mine.  I’ve  warned  you,  Mr.  Armstrong.  Be  as  clever  as 
you  like,  but  don’t  make  any  more  inventions,  or  it  will  be 
the  worse  for  all  of  us.  You  see,”  he  added  in  a  plaintive 
sort  of  way,  “  its  all  we’ve  got  to  go  upon.  I  shan’t  suffer, 
because  I’m  an  old  hand  and  there’s  hundreds  under  me. 
But  it’s  for  the  rest  to  cry  out.  The  orders  come  thick 
and  plenty,  God  be  thanked !  There  never  was  such  a 
time  for  the  iron  trade.  There  never  was  such  a  house 
as  Mr.  Bayliss’s  ;  but  the  profit  all  goes  into  his  hands. 
Prices  go  up,  and  work  gets  brisker,  but  wages  don’t 
increase — wages  don’t  increase,  sir.  And  all  the  profits  go 
to  the  owner.  Think  of  this,  Mr.  Armstrong.  Don’t  cut 
down  the  hands.” 

“  Hodder,”  said  Jack,  “  you’re  a  good  fellow.  I  declare 
to  you,  upon  my  honour,  that  the  invention  I  am  going  to 
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patent  will  not  lessen  the  number  of  hands,  so  far  as  I  can 
see,  by  one.  It  will  lessen  the  cost  of  production.” 

“  The  cost  of  production — eh  ?  ”  said  the  other.  “Well,  we 
are  not  interested  in  that.  Now,  I’ll  give  you  a  word  of 
advice,  Mr.  Armstrong.  Don't  tell  him”  He  looked  up  and 
down  the  empty  street.  “  Don’t  tell  him.  He’ll  take  it  and 
use  it  for  himself  if  you  do.  Sell  it  him,  and  he’ll  give  you 
the  best  price  of  any  man.  Paul  Bayliss  is  the  cleverest 
man  out.  What  he  can’t  get  for  nothing  he  buys.  And 
when  he  buys,  he  gives  more  than  any  other  man,  because  he 
never  buys  unless  he  knows  that  it  will  be  worth  his  while. 
Good-night  to  you,  Mr.  Armstrong.” 

Jack  went  home,  perturbed.  But  Norah  was  waiting  for 
him,  fresh,  bright,  and  gay  as  a  rosebud,  and  they  had  tea 
and  music.  And  after  tea  Norah  came  and  sat  with  him,  as 
she  did  most  evenings,  amid  his  “  wheels  and  whirr,”  talk¬ 
ing  about  Bedesbury  and  telling  her  pretty  stories  of  Bedes- 
bury  life  and  the  quiet  cathedral  close. 

Enemy  ?  Who  could  be  the  enemy  ?  For  Jack  had  almost 
forgotten  the  summer  night  spent  floating  down  the  German 
Ocean,  and  the  wild  eyes  of  Cardiff  Jack.  He  went  to  bed 
at  the  usual  time.  While  he  was  undressing  a  great  stone 
came  crashing  through  the  window,  and  fell,  caught  by  the 
blind.  He  picked  it  up.  Bound  it  was  tied  a  piece  of  paper 
with  the  significant  words,  “  Deth  to  traters  !  ”  He  put 
paper  and  stone  into  a  drawer  and  got  into  bed,  thankful 
that  the  blind  was  down,  but  perturbed  about  this  singular 
outbreak  of  feeling. 

But  in  a  low  public-house  where  Mr.  Bayliss’s  hands  were 
wont  to  congregate  in  the  evening,  there  had  been  a  meeting 
that  evening,  for  harmonic  purposes  ostensibly,  at  which  there 
was  much  wild  talk.  Humours  were  afloat :  the  men’s  minds 
were  excited :  there  was  nothing  certain :  but  young  Arm¬ 
strong’s  name  was  freely  bandied  to  and  fro.  “  Who  was  it,” 
they  asked,  “that  invented  the  safety-valve  for  the  boys? 
Why  shouldn’t  the  little  devils  take  their  own  cbance  as  their 
fathers  did  ?  Who  was  it  improved  the  carrying  bucket  ? 
Who  was  for  ever  prying  about  the  factory,  climbing  the 
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blast-furnaces,  poking  into  the  engine-rooms,  making  draw¬ 
ings,  and  writing  notes  in  a  pocket-book  ?  Young  Armstrong. 
And  what  did  it  mean  ?  Improvements  in  machinery.  Fewer 
hands  and  lower  wages — curse  him  !  ” 

A  chorus  of  unpopularity.  And  yet,  a  month  ago,  who  so 
popular  as  young  Jack  Armstrong  ?  He  had  a  word  for 
everybody.  He  was  a  workman  among  the  rest.  Esbrough 
folk,  who  remembered  the  Armstrong  name,  said  he  ought 
to  be  a  king  over  them  all.  There  was  no  one  so  strong,  no 
one  so  handsome,  no  one  so  clever,  no  one  so  ready  to  laugh 
and  make  jokes. 

And  then  a  silence  fell  upon  them  as  one  man  rose  up 
amid  them  and  made  a  speech.  It  was  the  man  of  whom 
Hodder  had  spoken.  A  middle-sized  man,  with  shaven  face, 
red  and  swollen  nose,  and  black  hair — hair  so  black  as  to 
contrast  strongly  with  the  lines  of  his  forehead.  He  had 
been  in  Esbrough  for  a  month,  and  was  seldom  seen  in  the 
daytime ;  in  the  evening  he  associated  with  the  working 
men,  drinking  and  smoking  with  them.  He  said  he  was  the 
delegate  of  an  American  society,  and  was  come  to  study 
English  factories  in  the  interests  of  the  workmen.  He  talked 
big,  but,  as  they  speedily  found  out,  he  knew  nothing  about 
work.  Then  they  began  to  mistrust  him,  but  he  disarmed 
mistrust  by  taking  another  line.  He  was  the  Political 
Economist,  he  said.  And  he  began  to  inquire,  suggest, 
and  insinuate.  To-night  he  made  them,  as  usual,  a  speech. 
It  was  a  crafty  speech.  He  spoke  as  if  Capital  and  Labour 
were  two  enemies,  whose  hands  ought  to  be  at  each  other’s 
throats.  Capital,  he  said,  ground  labour  down,  exacted  the 
uttermost  hours  of  work,  and  paid  with  the  smallest  farthing 
of  money :  labour,  the  down-trodden,  should  rise.  Let  capital 
have  the  interest  due,  say  two  and  a  half  per  cent.,  and  let 
labour  take  all  the  rest.  No  word  here,  you  see,  of  skilled 
labour,  of  risk,  enterprise,  education.  That  was  to  go  for 
nothing.  And  then  he  turned  the  conversation  on  machinery. 

“  There  are  some  men,”  he  said,  “  who  spend  their  lives, 
slaves  as  they  are,  in  devising  means  to  make  the  pampered 
capitalist  richer.  They  get  educated,  learn  the  secrets  of 
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the  engine-room,  and  then  they  are  paid  to  invent  something 
that  will  halve  the  men  and  double  the  profit.  When  these 
men  are  capitalists  themselves  it  is  bad  enough.  It  is  ten 
times  worse  when  they  are  young  men,  whose  life  is  all 
before  them,  who  might  be  a  help  to  their  own  class.” 

“  Jack  Armstrong  isn’t  our  class,”  cried  one.  “  He’s  a 
born  gentleman.” 

“  I  name  no  names,  my  friend,”  pursued  the  orator.  “  I 
say  only  that  what  is  treacherous  and  bad  in  a  master  is 
fifty  times  as  treacherous  and  bad  in  a  servant.  Who  is 
Jack  Armstrong?  I  know  no  one  of  that  name.  I  only 
know  that  it  is  three  weeks  and  more  since  I  came  here ; 
that  three  weeks  ago,  in  Mr.  Bayliss’s  factory,  I  overheard 
a  young  man - ” 

“  Whatten  sort  o’  young  man  ?  ”  asked  another. 

“  A  tall  young  man  :  a  handsome  young  man:  a  fellow  with 
brown  curly  hair,  a  moustache,  and  light  beard,  and  brown 
eyes.” 

“  That’s  him,  damn  him  !  ”  murmured  the  crowd. 

“  That’s  him,  is  it  ?  Damn  him  with  all  my  heart.  I 
heard  him  then,  whoever  he  is,  telling  some  one  whose  face 
I  did  not  catch,  because  his  back  was  turned  to  me - ” 

“  Hodder  belike.” 

“Telling  him  that  it  was  all  ready;  and  says  he,  ‘Where 
there’s  ten  hands  now,  there’ll  be  one  then.’  ” 

A  storm  of  hisses,  groans,  and  oaths  ascended  unto  heaven, 
and  amid  the  tumult  of  them  the  assembly  dissolved.  The 
orator,  who  slept  in  the  house,  went  up  to  his  own  room. 
Here  he  locked  the  door  carefully,  pulled  out  a  bottle,  and, 
lighting  a  pipe,  sat  down  on  the  bed  to  think.  As  it  was  a 
hot  night,  he  took  off  his  hair  and  sat  bare-skulled,  or  not 
quite  bare-skulled,  because  his  head  was  covered  with  a 
closely  cropped  thatch  of  silvery-white  hair,  the  effect  of 
which,  standing  up  in  little  bristles  of  an  eighth  of  an  inch 
or  so  long,  was  extremely  weird  and  unpleasant. 

“  I’ve  notched  him  this  time,”  he  said  to  himself.  “  He 
won’t  escape  me  now,  if  the  men  can  only  be  held  back  for 
a  while.  I’ve  had  nothing  but  bad  luck  since  that  day  when 
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lie  sent  me  to  prison  for  tire  letter.  And  when  I  thought  I’d 
murdered  him,  I  went  from  bad  to  worse.  If  it  hadn’t  been 
for  that  one  stroke  of  luck  that  put  me  into  respectable  clothes, 
where  should  I  be  now  ?  What  good  chance  sent  me  here  ? 
It’s  the  fourth  time  I’ve  been  here  since  I  murdered  him — I 
can’t  keep  away  from  the  place — damn  it — since  I  tried  to 
murder  him.  And  I  wish  I  had  done  it — I  wish  I  had  brained 
the  cub  when  he  stood  before  me.  I’ve  had  the  horrors  about 
it.  Whenever  the  drink  is  too  much  for  me,  I  see  the  little 
devil  tied  to  the  rib  of  the  old  ship,  and  turning  his  big  brown 
eyes  to  look  at  me  lying  on  the  grass.  I  wish  it  had  been 
really  done,  for  all  the  murders  that  ever  were  could  not 
make  a  man  more  miserable  than  this  one  which  wasn’t  a 
murder  at  all.  And  I  can’t  keep  away  from  the  place.  And 
after  prowling  about  the  place  for  years,  fearing  to  hear  some¬ 
thing  about  him,  to  find,  after  all,  that  he’s  alive  and  well, 
the  little  devil,  and  grown  up  to  be  a  man — and  a  gentleman. 
A  gentleman — pah  !  A  gentleman ;  and  Myles  Cuolahan 
with  a  black  coat  and  a  collar.  It’s  sickening.” 

He  blew  out  the  light,  took  a  drain  from  the  mouth  of  the 
bottle,  without  the  preliminary  enfeebling  of  the  spirit  by 
dilution  which  weaker  brethren  are  constrained  to  perform  ; 
and,  taking  off  some  of  his  clothes,  lay  on  the  top  of  the  bed, 
and  went  to  sleep.  In  the  middle  of  the  night  he  woke  with 
a  start  and  a  cry. 

“  Murdered  ?  Drowned  ?  Tied  fast  to  the  old  wreck  ?  I 
never  did  it.  I  never  did  it.”  And  looking  round,  recovered 
his  senses,  and  sank  back  with  a  gasp. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

“IjWVO  evenings  in  Esbrough  society,”  Norah  wrote  to  Miss 
-A-  Eerens.  “  On  Tuesday  I  dined  with  Mrs.  Merrion, 
and  on  Wednesday  at  Mr.  Bayliss’s.  As  for  the  former  dinner, 
there  were  no  other  guests  besides  ourselves,  and  we  had  what 
Mrs.  Merrion  called  a  French  dinner.  That  is  to  say,  it  was 
as  unlike  the  Bedesbury  dinners,  the  dear  old  solemn  things, 
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as  you  can  imagine.  We  sat  down  at  a  round  table,  and 
Paulina,  Mrs.  Merrion’s  French  maid,  brought  round  an  end¬ 
less  string  of  dishes.  There  was  only  one  kind  of  wine,  claret, 
which  I  have  hardly  brought  myself  to  like,  in  spite  of  all 
you  say  about  it.  What  men  find  to  like  in  wine  I  cannot 
make  out,  unless  it  is  sparkling  moselle.  I  admit  that  I  do 
like  that.  I  found  the  evening  very  tedious.  Perhaps  I  was 
a  gdne,  for  the  conversation  did  not  seem  to  flow.  Once  or 
twice  Mrs.  Merrion  began  to  talk  about  London,  but  she 
checked  herself.  Jack  was  not  easy.  And  then  I  cannot 
like  her.  She  told  me  her  name  was  Adelaide,  and  begged 
me  to  call  her  Adelaide.  Then  she  called  me  Norah,  and 
said  she  had  heard  so  much  about  me  from  my  brother  Jack. 
So  he  did  think  about  me  sometimes,  after  all ;  though  I 
would  rather  he  had  not  told  Mrs.  Merrion  his  thoughts. 
Then  I  called  her  Adelaide,  and  she  called  Jack  by  his 
Christian  name.  Why  is  it  that  I  always  get  cross  when 
any  one  calls  Jack  my  brother,  or  when  they  call  him  Jack 
as  I  do  ?  Of  course  he  is  my  brother,  but  somehow  I  like  to 
feel  that  I  have  him  all  to  myself.  Do  you  remember  what 
I  told  you  the  other  day,  how  Ella  Bayliss  is  in  love  with 
Jack  ?  My  dear,  I  saw  it  at  once,  by  the  way  she  looked  at 
him,  and  sat  near  him,  and  followed  him  about  with  her  eyes. 
Besides,  she  lit  up  all  over  when  he  spoke  to  her.  Please  do 
not  call  me  a  gossip  when  I  tell  you  that  Mrs.  Merrion  is  in 
love  with  him  too.  She  paints,  she  is  at  least  five-and-thirty, 
she  has  got  great  bold  eyes,  and  she  has  not  got  the  manners 
of  a  lady,  and  yet  she  dares  to  be  in  love  with  my  Jack.  Oh! 
I  am  certain  of  it.  It  makes  me  angry  to  notice  the  way  in 
which  women  show  their  preferences,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
absurdity  of  a  person  of  Mrs.  Merrion’s  age  having  any  pre¬ 
ferences  at  all.  Men  do  not  make  themselves  so  ridiculous 
about  girls.  The  other  evening  I  was  walking  with  Jack  in 
the  High  Street,  and  we  passed  a  bevy  of  factory  girls.  They 
had  gone  home  and  put  on  decent  clothes,  for  the  dresses  they 
work  in  are  really  hardly  decent,  covered  all  over  with  grease 
and  oil.  1  There  goes  handsome  J ack,’  cried  one ;  and  then 
they  all  cried  out,  ‘  Come  here,  handsome  Jack,  and  we’ll 


268 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


give  you  a  kiss.’  Isn’t  it  dreadful  that  such  things  should 
be  allowed  ?  Jack  only  laughs  and  takes  no  notice.  After 
the  dinner  we  had  music — that  is,  Mrs.  Merrion  asked  me  to 
sing,  and  I  sang  one  or  two  German  songs,  and  then  she 
began  singing  French  songs.  I  did  not  like  them.  The 
words  were  bright  enough,  but  they  seemed  to  mock  at  every¬ 
thing,  and  I  said  so.  Mrs  Merrion  laughed. 

“  ‘  Jeune  ingenue’  she  said,  ‘you  are  just  out  of  a  convent. 
You  do  not  know  what  life  means.  Come  to  me  and  I  will 
teach  you.’  ‘  We  do  not  want  Norah  to  be  any  different  to 
what  she  is,’  said  Jack,  for  which  I  made  him  a  little  curtsey 
behind  the  woman’s  back.  But  oh !  my  dear,  how  glad  I 
was  to  get  away.  And  it  seemed  like  going  out  of  purgatory 
into  heaven  to  walk  out  into  the  starlit  air  and  breathe  the 
fresh  night  breeze.  Jack  took  me  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
into  the  fields,  and  we  walked  in  the  dewy  grass,  my  arm  in 
his,  and  he  talked  to  me.  Jack  is  ‘  tender  and  true ;  ’  the 
best  of  brothers  you  ever  saw.  ‘  Jack,’  I  said,  ‘  promise  me 
one  thing.’  ‘  What  thing,  Norah  ?  I  will  promise  you  any¬ 
thing.’  ‘  Promise  me — promise  me,  Jack,  that  you  will  not 
marry  anybody — anybody — or  promise  to  marry  anybody, 
without  telling  me  first.’ 

“  He  laughed,  but  a  little  uneasily.  ‘  That  is  too  much  to 
promise,  Norah.  But  I  promise  you  this,  that  when  I  do 
marry,  you  shall  be  the  first  to  hear  of  it.’ 

“  So  we  turned  to  other  things.  Jack  showed  me  the  stars, 
and  we  talked  about  the  infinite  distances  of  one  star  from 
the  other,  and  the  infinite  spaces  between  them,  and  the 
black  spaces  in  which  no  telescope  ever  invented  can  see  a 
spot  of  brightness,  and  the  good  God  who  reigns  over  all,  till 
my  heart  burned  within  me,  and  when  I  went  to  bed  I  knelt 
down  and  cried.  All  beautiful  and  noble  thoughts  seem  to 
come  from  men — it  is  not  fair  to  our  sex — all  except  yours, 
dear;  and  even  you  would  have  been  happy  to  hear  Jack  talk 
about  science  and  order,  and  the  great  beneficence  and  in¬ 
effable  wisdom  of  God.  And  yet,  when  I  came  here,  he  and 
my  father  were  living  without  prayers,  and  Jack  only  went 
to  church  on  Sundays  with  Mr.  Fortescue.  Why  are  not 
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men  afraid  of  living  so?  It  is  the  first  time  that  Jack  has 
really  talked  to  me.  Up  to  that  night  we  fenced  with  each 
other,  because  it  seemed  to  me  that  he,  and  my  father,  and  I 
all  talked  different  languages.  Poor  father !  I  have  not  yet 
learned  his  language,  but  Jack’s  I  know.  You  told  me  once 
that  we  all  ignorantly  worshipped  each  from  his  own  plat¬ 
form,  which  covered  all  the  ground  we  could  see.  Do  you 
know,  dear,  I  think  that  is  not  ignorance,  but  knowledge. 
Jack’s  God  is  the  great  Contriver  and  Inventor.  Jack’s 
perfect  knowledge  of  God  means  a  perfect  knowledge  of  the 
secrets  of  nature,  and  a  perfect  mastery  over  the  £  wheels  and 
whirr.’  Mine — but  I  dare  not  say  what  my  God  is.  I  know 
what  I  ought  to  think  Him,  the  God  of  all  Love,  but  Jack 
has  troubled  my  thoughts,  and  I  seem  not  to  think  so  much 
of  His  love  as  of  His  wisdom  and  power.  Am  I  wrong,  dear 
Miss  Ferens  ?  If  I  am,  a  day  in  Bedesbury  with  you  and 
the  cathedral  will  put  me  right  again.  I  do  not  know  what 
my  father  worships,  because  he  is  singularly  reticent  about  it. 
He  says  he  is  a  ‘  Prodesdan,’  as  the  poor  dear  calls  it,  but 
what  that  is  he  has  not  yet  told  me.  He  hates  a  priest,  he 
hates  confession,  he  hates  Lent,  and  for  every  hatred  he  has 
got  a  reason  in  his  own  history,  which  he  is  quite  ready  to 
tell  you — the  priest,  because  his  father  was  bred  to  the  priest¬ 
hood,  and  if  he  had  become  a  priest  he,  my  father,  would 
never  have  been  born — and  that  is  the  funniest  reason  I  ever 
heard ;  and  confession,  because  he  has  never  been  to  confes¬ 
sion,  and  he  is  anxious  to  persuade  himself  that  he  has  not 
failed  in  duty;  and  the  observance  of  Lent,  on  account  of 
Larry  McBrearty’s  mutton  collops,  which  made  him  a  ‘  Pro¬ 
desdan,’  how,  I  will  tell  you  another  day.  But  no  one  can 
understand  how  quick  and  ready  my  father  is  at  learning. 
He  has  already,  thanks  to  J ack,  the  manners  of  a  gentleman  ; 
he  is  learning  how  to  speak ;  he  thinks  differently  since  I 
came  home ;  and  every  day,  I  know,  he  has  half  an  hour  with 
Jack,  privately,  to  find  out  what  he  lacks  yet.  You  see,  dear, 
he  has  the  feeling  of  good  breeding,  which  is  everything.  And 
when  you  come  to  stay  with  me,  which  I  intend  you  to  do 
before  very  long,  you  will  learn  how  good  a  man  he  is.  Above 
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all,  I  am  anxious  lie  should  never  be  ashamed  of  himself.  And, 
dear,  there  is  one  thing  he  told  me  the  other  night,  only  by 
snatches,  and  in  a  quick,  jerky  way,  which  showed  how  much 
he  felt  it.  When  he  was  a  young  man,  long  ago,  he  was 
tempted  by  intemperance — not  much,  I  think,  but  a  little — 
and  then  he  took  the  pledge,  and  has  never  touched  anything 
stronger  than  water  since.” 

At  this  point  of  the  letter  Miss  Ferens  put  it  down  and 
reflected.  Before  going  any  further  she  wrote  a  note  to 
Myles.  “  Do  not,”  she  said,  “  tell  Norah  any  more  than  is 
necessary  about  your  past  life.  You  have  already,  perhaps, 
told  her  that  you  were  once  inclined  to  be  intemperate.  Let 
no  one  know  the  whole  extent  of  your  inclination.  Above 
all,  not  your  daughter,  if  you  value  her  respect  for  you.” 
Myles  got  the  letter  and  read  it,  and  walked  about  all  day 
with  an  aching  heart,  fearing  that  Norah  might  yet  find  out 
what  and  what  manner  of  man  he  had  been. 

“  I  always  gossip  about  those  I  love,  dear  Miss  Ferens, 
and  if  I  were  to  write  to  Jack  about  you  I  should  fill  reams. 
Let  me  tell  you  about  the  other  party,  last  night’s  party. 
It  was  a  much  grander  affair.  Captain  Perrymont  was  there, 
with  his  son.  He  and  Mr.  Bayliss  are  the  two  kings,  you 
know.  Then  there  was  a  Mrs.  Appleton,  an  Esbrough  lady, 
with  her  husband,  a  lawyer.  I  put  her  first  because  her 
husband  seems  nobody.  And  there  were  one  or  two  other 
people,  who  were  afraid  of  Mr.  Bayliss.  Jack  calls  them 
the  Chorus,  because  they  only  echo  what  their  host  says. 
When  Mr.  Bayliss  remarks  that  the  weather  is  cold,  one  of 
them  thinks  for  a  moment,  and  then  he  remarks,  £  I  quite 
agree  with  Mr.  Bayliss.’  Or  when  Mr.  Bayliss  says  that  the 
selfishness  of  the  working  classes  is  beyond  all  understanding, 
the  other  wags  his  head,  and  adds  that  Mr.  Bayliss  is  always 
right,  but  that  the  case  was  never  put  so  clearly  before. 
So,  you  see,  the  dinner  went  off  in  a  sort  of  triangular  way ; 
that  is  to  say,  whatever  Mr.  Bayliss  observed  was  repeated 
at  either  side  of  the  other  end  of  the  table.  I  am  learning 
Euclid — did  I  tell  you  ? — and  it  was  like  an  equilateral 
triangle,  the  angles  at  the  base  being  each  equal  to  the  angle 
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at  the  vertex.  Jack  laughed  when  I  told  him  that;  if  you 
laugh  too  I  shall  think  it  rather  witty.  However,  Mr. 
Bayliss  did  not  do  all  the  talking,  only  the  chief  part.  Mr. 
Frank  Perrymont  took  me  in  to  dinner.  Captain  Perrymont 
took  in  Ella,  and  Mr.  Bayliss  Mrs.  Appleton.  Jack  and  the 
Chorus  walked  in  by  themselves.  I  always  used  to  laugh 
at  Bedesbury  when  the  curates,  poor  dear  innocents,  walked 
in  by  themselves,  trying  to  look  intellectual.  You  spoiled 
me  for  curates,  my  dear,  and  I  can  never  respect  any  man 
in  the  Church  under  the  dignity  of  a  dean.  Perhaps  I 
might  tolerate  a  canon,  if  he  had  been  a  Fellow  of  his  college, 
and  had  written  something  that  no  woman  can  understand, 
but  not  a  member  of  the  inferior  clergy.  Mr.  Fortescue 
is  a  rural  dean,  so  that  my  conscience  is  quiet  as  far  as  he 
goes,  and  I  respect  him  for  liking  Jack;  besides,  after  all, 
though  it  is  ridiculous,  it  is  very  nice  to  meet  with  an  old 
gentleman  who  makes  you  a  pretty  speech,  and  then  kisses 
you  on  both  cheeks  with  a'  real  and  most  unaffected  pleasure. 

“  The  dinner  was  grand.  Salmon,  and  turtle  soup,  and 
all  sorts  of  magnificent  things.  And  wine  of  every  kind. 
I  had  one  glass  of  champagne.  Jack,  to  my  astonishment, 
drank  a  great  many  glasses  of  wine,  and  seemed  to  like 
them.  Now,  at  home,  we  never  have  anything  but  water 
and  coffee.  And  at  Mrs.  Merrion’s  he  only  drank  two 
glasses.  And  next  day  he  said  he  did  not  like  the  wine 
because  it  was  corked.  As  all  wine  is  corked,  of  course  I 
thought  he  disliked  all  wine.  When  shall  I  understand 
men  ? 

“  What  did  we  talk  about !  I  sat  between  Frank  Perry¬ 
mont  and  the  Captain.  When  the  others  talked  about  iron 
and  machinery,  and  strikes,  and  so  on,  Frank  Perrymont 
quoted  poetry  to  me — such  a  lot  of  poetry — asked  me  if  I 
liked  Shelley,  and  got  through  a  quantity  of  verse,  of  which 
I  remember  nothing,  while  I  was  eating  my  ice  pudding. 
Then  Ella  Bayliss  asked  me  how  I  liked  Esbrough,  and  Mrs. 
Appleton  asked  me  if  I  had  seen  ‘our’  friend  the  Dean. 
Do  you  know,  my  dear,  I  don’t  think  she  knows  the  Dean 
at  all.  I  am  sure  he  would  not  like  her.  Perhaps  she  has 
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seen  him — in  the  cathedral.  As  I  took  no  manner  of 
interest  in  the  talk,  I  was  rather  glad  when  Ella,  who  per¬ 
fectly  understands  these  things,  gave  the  signal,  and  we  left 
the  men  to  themselves.  ‘  How  nice  it  is,’  she  said,  when 
we  sat  down  in  the  drawing-room  and  had  our  tea  in  our 
hands,  ‘to  get  away  from  the  dinner-table,  and  have  half 
an  hour  to  ourselves — isn’t  it,  Norah  ?  ’ 

“  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  before  dinner  she  made  me 
promise  to  call  her  Ella,  and  she  was  to  call  me  Norah ;  so 
that  was  very  nice  and  friendly.  ‘  I  don’t  know,’  I  said. 

‘  I  should  like  everybody  to  leave  the  table  at  once,  and  then 
we  could  all  talk  pleasantly.’  ‘  The  gentlemen  like  to  dis¬ 
cuss  politics,’  said  Mrs.  Appleton.  ‘  Politics !  ’  said  Ella. 
‘It  is  the  claret  they  like  to  discuss.  For,  when  I  was  a 
very  little  girl,  I  listened.  There  was  not  a  single  word  of 
politics.  Nothing  but  wine,  and  all  about  its  colour  and 
age,  and  stupid  things  like  that.’ 

“  Presently  they  came  into  the  drawing-room — Mr.  Bayliss 
last.  He  came  and  sat  by  me,  and  began  talking  about 
Bedesbury.  There  is  something  I  do  not  understand  about 
Mr.  Bayliss.  He  is  not  at  all  like  the  vulgar  millionaire  that 
we  read  of  in  books  and  picture  to  ourselves.  And  yet  he 
is  ostentatious.  He  is  proud  of  everything  about  him.  He 
talks  in  a  loud  voice.  I  do  not  think  he  knows  Bedesbury 
well,  but  he  asked  about  all  sorts  of  people.  ‘  I  am  afraid,’ 
he  said  so  loud  that  I  nearly  jumped,  ‘that  you  will  find  the 
society  of  Esbrough  dull  after  that  of  Bedesbury.’  ‘  I  am 
not  likely,’  I  replied,  ‘  to  see  very  much  of  it.’  ‘  On  the 
contrary,’  he  continued,  in  a  lordly  way,  ‘  we  hope  that  you 
will  see  a  great  deal  of  it.  My  daughter  especially  wishes 
that  you  will  come  here  often.’ 

“  What  was  I  to  say  ?  Ella  Bayliss  seems  very  nice,  but 
I  do  not  want  to  go  there  too  often,  and  I  do  not  like  to 
offend  my  father’s  employer.  I  think  of  the  story  of  the 
beggar-maid  who  became  a  princess ;  but  I  cannot  remember 
any  princess,  except  Berthe  aux  grands  pieds ,  who  became  a 
beggar-maid.  But  that  is  something  like  my  position.  So 
I  laughed  and  said  he  was  veiy  kind ;  and  then  he  turned  to 
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his  daughter  and  told  her,  not  asked  her,  to  sing.  ‘  Ella,  my 
dear.  Sing  to  us.’ 

“  Ella  smiled,  and  went  to  the  piano.  I  followed  her,  glad 
to  get  away  from  the  red-faced  master  of  the  house.  Jack 
and  Frank  Perrymont  came  too.  Ella  sang  an  Italian  song ; 
one  of  the  kind  that  requires  execution.  Then  she  looked 
triumphantly  at  me,  and  asked  me  to  sing.  So  I  sang  an 
Irish  ballad  in  the  Irish  words  that  my  father  taught  me. 
And  when  I  had  finished  there  was  Frank  Perrymont  posi¬ 
tively  with  tears  in  his  eyes.  Jack  was  unmoved,  no  doubt 
thinking  about  his  wheels.  ‘  That  is  very  pretty,  Miss 
Cuolahan,’  shouted  Mr.  Bayliss.  ‘Very  pretty  indeed.  What 
is  it  ?  ’  ‘  Only  an  old  Connaught  ballad,  Mr.  Bayliss.’  ‘  Ah  !  ’ 
he  cried  ;  ‘  your  father  taught  it  you.  That  is  not  Bedesbury 
work.  Your  father’s  ancestors  were  great  people  once  in 
Ireland.’ 

“  I  laughed.  ‘  You  ought  to  be  called  the  Countess  of 
Connaught,  Norah,’  said  Jack,  ‘  if  your  grandfathers  had 
known  how  to  keep  their  own.’  ‘  And  as  for  you,  Armstrong,’ 
said  Captain  Perrymont,  ‘you  ought  to  be  called  Jack  the 
Disinherited,  for  your  grandfathers  certainly  could  not  keep 
what  they  had.’ 

“  All  of  a  sudden  I  saw  Mr.  Bayliss  turn  pale,  quite  white, 
and  shiver  all  over,  as  if  he  was  going  to  fall.  He  was  at  the 
window,  and  no  one  saw  him  except  me.  I  said  nothing,  but 
got  quietly  across  the  room  to  him.  He  was  still  pale,  but 
was  recovering.  ‘Are  you  not  ill,  Mr.  Bayliss?’  I  asked. 
‘  Shall  I  get  you  a  glass  of  water,  quietly  ?  The  others  have 
not  noticed.’ 

“  He  shook  his  head,  and  sat  down  silent.  I  stayed  with 
him  as  if  he  was  talking,  and  they  went  on  singing.  Presently 
he  turned  round,  looking  very  much  softer.  ‘  You  are  a  good 
girl,’  he  said.  ‘  If  Ella  had  seen  it  she  would  have  made  a 
fuss,  and  we  should  have  had  doctors  and  all  sorts  of  things ; 
a  very  good  girl.  I  sometimes  get  a  sudden  turn  like  that. 
Anything  brings  it  on.  It  is  quite  unexpected.  Say  nothing 
about  it  to  Armstrong  or  anybody.  A  very  good  girl.’ 

“  He  took  my  hand  in  both  his,  and  gave  it  quite  a  series 
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of  paternal  taps.  I  was  very  glad  he  did  not,  like  Mr.  For- 
tescue,  assert  the  privilege  of  age.  Perhaps  he  is  not  old 
enough  yet,  and  is  only  waiting  for  a  year  or  two  more,  just 
to  turn  his  brown  hair  white.  I  should  not  like  to  be  kissed 
by  Mr.  Bayliss.  After  that  I  sang  one  or  two  duets  with 
Ella  Bayliss,  and  then  Frank  Perrymont — I  have  got  into  the 
way  of  writing  about  him  by  his  Christian  name — made  some 
very  pretty  compliments  to  both  of  us.  I  think  I  told  you 
that  he  is  a  kind  of  poet — say,  that  he  has  indications  of  a 
tendency  to  poetry :  and  then  we  came  away.  Jack  and  I 
walked  home ;  it  is  about  a  mile,  and  we  had  a  talk,  such  a 
nice  talk.  I  wish  it  was  always  eleven  o’clock  at  night,  and 
that  Jack  was  always  talking  to  me. 

“  He  was  not  thinking  about  his  wheels  when  I  was  sing¬ 
ing,  after  all,  though  I  thought  he  was.  ‘  ISTorah,’  he  said, 
‘  you  sing  ten  times  as  well  as  Ella  Bayliss.  She  sings  as  if 
the  words  and  the  air  were  nothing,  and  the  execution  every¬ 
thing.  Now,  you  sing  as  if  you  had  lost  yourself  in  the 
music.’ 

“  Thanks  to  you,  dear.  ‘  You  should  hear  Miss  Ferens 
sing,’  I  say  rather  weakly.  ‘  I  don’t  want  to  hear  anybody 
sing,  except  you,  Norah.’  And  then  he  was  silent  for  a 
while.  Presently  he  went  on:  ‘You  do  not  know,  Norah — 
you  cannot  think,  what  a  change  you  have  effected  in  our 
lives  and  thoughts.  Your  father  is  a  changed  man.  He 
seems  to  have  become  suddenly  refined  in  expression  as  well 
as  thought.  It  is  your  doing,  Norah.’  ‘  No — yours,  Jack. 
He  told  me  so  himself.’  ‘  Yours :  because,  if  you  had  not 
come  home,  I  should  have  left  him  alone,  just  as  I  used  to 
do,  without  thinking  of  the  possibilities  in  his  nature.  And 
as  for  me,  I  used  to  think  about  nothing  but  my  mechanics, 
and  set  to  work  every  evening  from  seven  to  ten.  A  dreary 
life  it  used  to  be.’  £  Except  when  you  went  to  Mrs.  Merrion’s.’ 
‘Mrs.  Merrion  has  been  very  kind  to  me,’  said  Jack.  I  am 
sure  he  turned  red — though,  in  the  moonlight,  it  is  diffi¬ 
cult  to  see  a  blush  unless  you  look  quite  close,  and  that,  of 
course,  I  could  not  do.  ‘  I  do  not  like  her,  Jack,’  I  said  very 
seriously. 
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“  He  laughed.  ‘  Jack/  I  say,  ‘  I  wish  you  would  not  go  to 
Mrs.  Merrion’s.’  ‘  I  wish  I  had  never  gone  there/  he  replied 
moodily,  for  Jack.  ‘However,  I  dare  say  it  will  come  right 
somehow.’  ‘  What  is  to  come  right  ?  ’  ‘  See,’  said  Jack — 

‘  there’s  a  shooting  star.’ 

“  There  were  half  a  dozen,  one  after  the  other,  like  pale 
rockets,  twinkling  for  a  moment  in  the  darkness  and  dis¬ 
appearing. 

“  ‘  Encore  une  etoile  qui  file, 

Qui  file,  file  et  disparait.’ 

“  ‘  That  is  Beranger/  said  Jack,  as  I  repeated  the  lines.  ‘ 1 
know  the  pretty  poem.  There  are  a  dozen  different  ways  of 
looking  at  the  shooting  stars.  You  may  call  them  the  souls 
of  the  dying,  as  Beranger  did,  or  you  may  see  in  them  the 
wasted  powers  of  Nature,  and  try  to  solve  the  great  problem 
of  why  things  seem  made  for  nothing.  Norah,  we  shall  find 
out,  bit  by  bit,  all  the  laws  of  the  universe :  we  shall  make 
disease  vanish  :  we  shall  make  most  men  reasonable,  and  lock 
up  the  unreasonable,  so  that  everybody  shall  be  happy :  we 
shall  live  as  long  as  Tubal  Cain :  we  shall  conquer  matter 
and  make  the  unknown  forces  our  slaves — but  we  shall  never 
answer  that  great  difficulty,  the  waste  of  Nature.’ 

“  I  do  not  understand  the  least  bit  in  the  world  what  he 
meant.  But  he  went  on,  and  oh !  my  dear,  I  should  like 
Jack  to  talk  for  ever.  ‘  They  talk  about  the  perfectibility  of 
humanity.  Norah,  we  can’t  be  perfect.  There  will  always  be 
the  same  tendencies  to  selfishness  and  luxury.  We  may 
educate,  but  that  is  little  use.  Men  and  women  will  only 
gradually  grow  better,  and  they  never  will  grow  best.  There 
is  a  curve  in  mathematics,  Norah — a  graceful,  beautiful  curve 
— and  there  is  a  line  which  you  may  draw  such  that  it  grows 
nearer  and  nearer  every  moment,  but  it  never  touches  it.’ 
‘But  it  must  touch  it  some  time,  Jack.’  ‘No,  it  never 
touches  it- — till  eternity.’ 

“  I  pressed  his  arm  and  said  nothing.  ‘  In  eternity  the 
asymptote  ’ — I  asked  Jack  next  day  how  he  spelt  it,  and  he 
showed  me  with  a  drawing  of  the  curve — ‘  the  asymptote 
touches  the  curve.  Then  the  longing  is  realised  :  the  bride- 
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groom  meets  the  bride  and  tells  her  everything.  My  Norah,’ 
— he  called  me  his  Norah — £  we  are  like  the  bride,  longing  to 
know  things.  We  learn  a  little  here  and  there,  but  full 
knowledge  and  mastery  are  only  to  be  gained— in  Eternity.’ 

“We  reached  home.  My  father  was  sitting  up  for  us,  and 
I  was  full  of  solemn  thoughts.  He  was  reading,  but  he  put 
away  the  book  as  we  came  in.  ‘You  have  had  a  pleasant 
evening,  alaunah  ?  ’  he  said,  taking  my  two  hands  in  his, 
with  his  sweet  affectionate  voice.  ‘You  look  as  bright  as 
the  flowers  in  May.  And  her  beautiful  dress  and  all.  Jack, 
sure  ’tis  an  angel  from  heaven  come  to  live  with  us  !  ’ 

“  And  then  we  had  prayers,  which  my  father  reads  now, 
and  we  went  to  bed. 

“  Oh  !  dear  Miss  Eerens,  to  you  I  can  say  anything,  and  I 
know  I  shall  not  be  misunderstood.  But  it  seems  to  me  that 
my  life  is  fuller  and  richer  than  it  was  at  Bedesbury.  The 
men  with  whom  I  live  do  not  look  on  things  as  you  and  I  did, 
but  perhaps  their  views  are  broader  than  ours.  Jack  speaks 
from  all  his  knowledge  gained  from  books,  but  my  father 
from  all  the  knowledge  gained  from  the  world.  And,  some¬ 
how,  there  is  a  sadness  in  both.  I  am  very  happy,  too  happy, 
sometimes,  if  it  were  not  for  that  odious  Mrs.  Merrion 
opposite,  who  sits  at  the  window  and  beckons  me  to  go  over 
to  her,  and  says  horrible  things  about  people  and  things.  I 
wish  I  knew  something  about  her.  She  never  talks  about  her 
husband,  and  is  always  trying  to  tell  me  things  that  I  know 
are  wrong  to  hear  about  London.  What  a  cruel  misfortune 
it  must  be  to  have  to  live  in  London  !— Your  own  dearest 

“  Norah.” 


•CHAPTER  VIII. 

THESE  talks  with  Jack  were  few.  Norah  rarely  succeeded 
in  getting  him  quietly  to  herself.  Worse  than  that,  it 
seemed  to  her  as  if  from  day  to  day  he  avoided  such  evening 
walks  and  talks.  His  face  was  clouded  at  times  ;  he  would 
fall  into  moods  of  silence,  or  would  retreat  to  his  own  room, 
whither  Norah  would  steal,  an  hour  later,  to  find  him 
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standing  idly  over  his  lathe,  silent,  prepossessed,  and 
melancholy. 

“What  is  it,  Jack?”  she  asked  him  one  night.  “You 
are  changed  in  the  last  few  days.  Tell  me  what  it  is.  Are 
you  unhappy  ?  ” 

“  No,  Norah.  At  least,  I  have  no  right  to  be.” 

“  Are  you  vexed  about  the  stupid  men  and  their  fancies  ?  ” 

“  Not  very  much — that  is,  of  course  I  am  vexed.  It  is  not 
pleasant  to  be  scowled  at  by  a  mob  of  angry  hands,  and  to 
have  stones  thrown  at  you  after  dark.  But  it  is  all  nothing, 
Norah.  Don’t  fret  about  me.  Tell  me  your  own  news.  Are 
you  going  to  the  croquet  party  to-morrow  ?  ” 

This  was  another  thing.  Ella  Bayliss  took  into  her  pretty 
head  the  fancy  that  she  could  not  get  along  without  Norah ; 
and  her  father,  who  had  generally  small  sympathy  with  his 
daughter’s  fancies,  encouraged  her.  So  the  girl  was  asked  to 
all  the  parties  of  the  Hall,  and  the  young  ladies  of  Esbrough 
observed,  with  an  exasperation  they  hardly  tried  to  conceal, 
that  Miss  Cuolahan,  the  daughter  of  quite  a  common  person, 
upon  whom  no  one  would  think  of  calling,  was  the  chosen 
friend  and  associate  of  the  great  and  fortunate  Miss  Bayliss. 
But  people  did  call  upon  her — “  carriage  people,”  said  the 
Esbrough  folk.  Captain  Perrymont  called,  as  well  as  Ella 
Bayliss.  At  the  Flower  Show  the  Bishop  of  Bedesbury  was 
observed  to  single  out  Miss  Cuolahan,  and  to  shake  hands 
with  her  as  an  old  friend.  Norah  introduced  Miss  Bayliss, 
and  presently  the  right  reverend  prelate  drove  off  with  them 
in  Mr.  Bayliss’s  carriage.  And  then  some  of  them,  taking 
heart,  resolved  on  calling  in  person  on  this  friendless  princess 
who  knew  everybody.  Meantime  stories  were  told.  People 
wagged  their  heads,  and  said  that  Miss  Cuolahan,  who  had 
been  brought  up  by  Miss  Ferens  out  of  charity,  behaved  so 
badly  in  Bedesbury  that  she  was  sent  back  in  disgrace  to  her 
father.  But  there  came  a  call  from  Miss  Ferens  herself,  who 
made  a  railway  journey  on  purpose  to  remedy  that  little 
matter  of  bedroom  furniture  mentioned  before,  and  to  see  that 
her  child  was  in  other  respects  properly  looked  after.  So 
great  was  the  public  curiosity,  that  Mrs.  Merrion,  about 
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whom  there  was  so  much  division  of  opinion,  found  her 
visitors  suddenly  multiply  tenfold,  in  the  mere  hope  of  find¬ 
ing  out  something  of  Norah  Cuolahan,  whom  she  was  reputed 
to  know. 

“  They  do  say,”  said  Miss  Grundy,  “  that  she  was  turned 
out  neck  and  crop.” 

“  Quite  false,  my  dear  Miss  Grundy,”  said  Mrs.  Merrion. 
“  I  know  the  whole  particulars.  She  left  Miss  Ferens  of  her 
own  accord,  to  live  with  her  father.” 

“  Hum !  I  expect  Mr.  Armstrong  had  something  to  do 
with  it.” 

Mrs.  Merrion’s  eyes  shot  one  look  of  lightning ;  but  she 
answered  with  great  sweetness.  “  Ho,  my  dear,  that  is  not 
so.  Do  oblige  me,  as  a  friend  of  the  young  lady,  by  contra¬ 
dicting  that  statement.  They  are  only  brother  and  sister. 
Mr.  Armstrong  was  adopted  by  Mr.  Cuolahan,  a  most  worthy 
person,  after  the  sudden  death  of  his  father.  Ho  doubt  you 
remember  the  accident.” 

“  I  was  too  young  at  the  time,”  replied  Miss  Grundy,  who 
was,  indeed,  not  more  than  fifty  or  so.  “  But  I  have  heard 
of  it.” 

££  Yes,  Horah  Cuolahan  is  now  about  eighteen  or  nineteen. 
Jack — I  mean  Mr.  Armstrong — is  twenty-two,  and  they 
regard  each  other  in  a  fraternal  way  which  is  really  quite 
touching.” 

££They  do  say,”  pursued  the  scandalous  one,  “that  young 
Mr.  Perrymont  is  in  love  with  her.  After  the  way  he  and 
Miss  Bayliss  have  gone  on  together,  I  call  it  disgraceful.” 

££I  do  not  know  Miss  Bayliss,”  replied  Mrs.  Merrion. 
££  The  widow  of  a  general  officer,  I  suppose,  is  not  good  enough 
for  the  daughter  of  a  blacksmith.  She  has  never  called  upon 
me,  though  I  am  her  father’s  tenant.  Mr.  Bayliss  has  called 
once  or  twice.  However,  that  is  nothing;  only,  I  do  not 
understand  how  Miss  Bayliss  can  maintain  friendship  with  a 
girl  who  has  taken  away  her  lover.  And  so  I  prefer  to  believe 
that  what  they  say  is  incorrect.  Have  you  got  any  more 
£  they  says  ’  for  me,  dear  Miss  Grundy  ?  ” 

££I  have  heard,”  she  went  on,  “that  Mr.  Fortescue  has 
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been  seen  calling  there,  and  Captain  Perrymont.  Now,  if 
that  girl,  with  her  fine  airs,  ventures  to  set  her  cap  at  one  of 
those  two,  old  enough  to  be  her  grandfather,  and  if  they  are 
donkeys  enough  to  fall  into  the  trap,  they  ought  to  be  locked 
up  in  a  lunatic  asylum.” 

“  I  quite  agree  with  you,  Miss  Grundy,”  said  Mrs.  Merrion. 
“  Mr.  Fortescue  is  about  seventy  years  of  age.  What  he 
wants  is  a  well-preserved,  single  young  person  of  fifty  or  so. 
Now,  don’t  get  up  to  go — so  seldom,  too,  that  you  let  me  see 
you.  But  if  you  must,  good-bye,  dear  Miss  Grundy.” 

As  for  Mr.  Frank  Perrymont,  it  was  no  longer  a  rumour 
that  reached  the  ears  of  that  common  receptacle  of  all  stale 
rumours,  the  eldest  Miss  Grundy ;  it  was  notorious  to  all  the 
town  that  his  attentions  to  Miss  Cuolahan  were  assiduous. 
Frank  Perrymont.  There  were  those,  among  the  feminine 
youth  of  Esbrough,  who  preferred  his  slim  form  and  smooth 
cheeks  to  the  more  manly  charms,  the  rosy  cheeks,  and  the 
Hesperian  curls  of  Jack  Armstrong.  Frank  Perrymont  was 
susceptible.  He  had  held  flirtations,  generally  of  brief  dura¬ 
tion,  but  long  enough  to  raise  wild  hopes,  with  all  the  gilds 
who  had  any  pretensions  to  beauty  whatever.  He  was 
poetical,  and  had  written  verses  for  most  of  the  reigning 
beauties,  which  they  would  sing,  till  another,  more  fortunate, 
produced  a  copy  of  more  recent  date.  Frank  Perrymont, 
moreover,  the  only  son  of  the  Captain,  was  heir  to  a  large 
fortune,  while  Jack  Armstrong  was  heir  to  nothing  but  his 
brains.  Only  the  factory  girls  retained,  undivided,  their 
affection  for  handsome  Jack.  For  to  them  the  gift  of  divine 
poesy  had  no  charms,  and  they  loved  to  look  upon  a  man  who 
was  strong,  masterful,  and  handsome. 

“  Come  here,  handsome  Jack,  and  we’ll  give  you  a  kiss.” 

The  young  ladies  would  hear  them  as  they  stepped  along 
the  street,  and  glancing  at  the  young  fellow  who  strode  along 
with  his  head  thrown  proudly  back,  would  secretly  lament 
that  the  advance  of  civilisation  made  such  an  invitation  from 
themselves  out  of  place. 

But  Frank  Perrymont  was  clearly  in  love  with  Miss 
Cuolahan. 
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“  Do  you  see  anything  in  her,  my  dears  ?  ”  asked  a  younger 
Miss  Grundy  of  her  friends  Miss  Eose  Backbite  and  Miss 
Blanche  Crabtree. 

“  She  is  tall,”  said  Miss  Backbite,  who  was  tall  herself. 

“  So  is  a  May-pole,  dear.” 

“  She  has  black  hair,”  said  Miss  Blanche  Crabtree,  who 
believed  in  Christian  names  and  was  swarthy. 

“  So  has  a  negress,  dear.” 

“  She  has  bright  eyes.” 

“  So  has  a  poll-parrot,  my  dear.” 

“  She  has  a  strong  voice.” 

“  My  dear,  so  has  a  drill-sergeant.” 

“  But  then  her  manners.” 

“Well,  poor  thing,  what  can  you  expect?  Her  father 
collects  the  rents  for  Mr.  Bayliss.  To  me,  indeed,  it  is  the 
most  incomprehensible  thing  in  nature.  Frank  Perrymont, 
of  all  men  in  the  world.”  And  just  then  passed  by  Ella 
Bayliss  and  Norah  Cuolahan,  the  one  soft,  sweet,  and  gentle, 
with  large,  pellucid  eyes  like  a  deer,  and  light  flowing  hair ; 
the  other  tall,  queenly,  statuesque,  noticing  the  ladies  who 
were  discussing  her  with  just  one  glance  of  intelligence. 

“  They  are  talking  about  me,  Ella,”  said  Norah.  “  They 
are  saying  that  my  father  is  only  a  collector.” 

“  0  Norah  !  don't  suspect  dreadful  things.” 

“  Why  are  they  dreadful  ?  They  are  quite  welcome  to  say 
so,  if  they  please.  What  they  know,  poor  things,  is,  that 
they  are  jealous  and  spiteful,  and  it  makes  them  feel  mean 
and  small.  Look,  dear,  what  a  lovely  bonnet !  ” 

Norah  had,  at  least,  one  weakness :  she  had  the  instinct 
of  dress.  To  dress  in  bad  taste  was  impossible  for  her ;  not 
to  be  well  dressed  was  torture.  And  it  was  not  the  least 
bitterness  to  the  Esbrough  girls  that  this  stranger,  who  had 
come  among  them,  dressed  better  than  any  of  them. 

“  Tell  me  what  you  know,  dear,”  said  Ella,  “  of  Mrs. 
Merrion.” 

“  I  have  dined  there.  She  was  kind  to  Jack.  That  is  all 
I  know  about  her.” 

“  Papa  goes  to  see  her,  dear.  Hush  !  don’t  tell  any  one. 
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He  calls  of  an  evening,  after  dark.  Wkat  does  Ire  go  there 
for  ?  Is  she  pretty  ?  ” 

“  She  has  been— perhaps  is  still — with  a  kind  of  pretti¬ 
ness.  But  surely,  Ella,  you  don’t  think  ” - 

“  Never  mind  what  I  think,  Nor  ah  dear.  Only  I  won’t 
have  it,  if  I  can  help  it.  Look,  here  comes  Mr.  Armstrong 
with  Frank  Perrymont.” 

They  walked  down  to  the  sea- shore,  where  an  esplanade 
now  stretched  its  way  from  the  docks  to  that  creek  in  which 
Jack  had  well-nigh  passed  through  the  gates  of  death.  Ella 
walked  with  Jack,  and  Norah  behind  with  Frank  Perrymont. 
I  do  not  know  what  the  former  pair  talked  about,  but  when 
they  separated,  Ella  was  silent  and  cross.  Frank  Perrymont 
talked  about  himself  chiefly.  He  was  not  yet  out  of  the 
stage  of  thinking  that  every  young  lady  must  be  deeply 
interested  in  his  proceedings.  He  told  Norah  how  he  pro¬ 
jected  a  great  poem,  at  the  reading  of  which  the  hearts  of  the 
people  should  burn  within  them ;  and  a  great  play  whereat 
eyes  should  weep  and  bosoms  should  heave;  and  small 
poems  for  the  multitude  to  sing  about  the  streets,  and  so  on ; 
the  fancies  of  a  young  fellow  who  thinks  that  conception  is 
execution,  and  that  all  is  easy  to  him  who  dares  resolve. 

“  I  tell  you  all  this,  Miss  Cuolahan,”  he  said,  after  finishing 
his  programme,  “because  I  like  to  think  that  you  take  an 
interest  in  my  work.” 

“  So  I  do,  Mr.  Perrymont,  after  a  way.  I  like  to  find  out 
what  men  think  about,  and  it  is  a  grand  thing  to  learn  that 
they  have  noble  ambitions.  Jack,  now,  thinks  about  nothing 
but  his  machinery  and  wheels.  But  then  it  is  to  serve  the 
double  purpose  of  conquering  nature  and  making  people 
more  happy.” 

“  Yes,  but  that  is  nothing  compared  to  the  delight  of 
touching  people’s  hearts,  and  ” - 

“  I  think  you  are  quite  wrong,  Mr.  Perrymont,”  said  Norah 
quickly.  “  To  touch  people’s  hearts — what  is  it  but  to 
waken  a  momentary  sympathy  that  passes  away  and  is  for¬ 
gotten  ?  That  is  not  the  finest  art.  And  even  if  it  were,  it 
does  seem  to  me  a  miserable  thing  to  pursue  art  in  order  to 
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get  praise.  I  went  to  a  gallery  of  paintings  last  summer 
with.  Miss  Ferens,  at  Lord  Overbury’s.  He  had  a  few  of 
the  modern  English  school,  touching  little  incidents,  nicely 
painted.  And  away  from  these  was  a  collection  of  copies ; 
Raphael’s  Madonna,  with  the  sweet,  grand  face  that  you 
could  never  tire  of.  And  I  thought  of  the  modern  artist 
standing  by  his  little  domestic  picture,  watching  the  people 
cry  over  the  tragedy,  and  rejoicing  in  our  sympathy.  Then 
I  thought  of  Raphael  gazing  at  his  type  of  womanhood, 
thinking  in  his  great  soul  that  he  might  have  made  it  better 
—not  knowing  how  good  it  was.  The  modern  art  looked  so 
small  beside  it,  Mr.  Perrymont.”  She  turned  to  her  com¬ 
panion,  blushing.  “  I  have  been  talking  to  you  as  if  you 
were  Jack,  or  Miss  Ferens.” 

“  Go  on  talking,”  he  murmured,  with  his  dreamy  eyes 
reflecting  the  light  from  hers.  “  Go  on  thinking  I  am 
Miss  Ferens.” 

But  she  stopped.  “  No,”  she  said ;  “  what  I  mean  is,  that 
it  seems  a  poor  thing  to  look  on  art  as  a  means  of  getting 
praise  for  yourself.  Show  me  some  of  your  poetry,  Mr. 
Perrymont.” 

“  Do  you  really  take  an  interest  in — in  my  verse  ?  ” 

She  hesitated  a  moment.  You  see,  this  young  lady  was 
quite  new  in  the  art  of  flirtation,  and  had  been  used  to  con¬ 
verse  with  the  old  clergymen  at  Miss  Ferens’ s  on  quite  an 
equal  footing.  But  she  was  quick  at  learning,  and  it  was 
evident  that  the  young  poet  wanted  to  practise  the  com¬ 
mencements  of  the  Art  of  Love.  “  I  do  not  want  particularly 
to  see  your  verses,”  she  said  coldly.  “  If  you  show  me  any, 
I  shall  give  you  a  candid  opinion  of  them.  Of  course  I  do 
not  mean  that  my  opinion  is  worth  anything.” 

“  It  is  worth  everything  to  me,”  said  Frank  in  a  low 
voice. 

“  Well,  it  is  not  amusing  talking  about  verses  and  opinions, 
Mr.  Perrymont,  so  tell  me  about  something  else.” 

He  began,  in  a  constrained  way,  to  talk  about  something 
else.  Presently  he  said,  laughing,  “  Tell  me,  Miss  Cuolahan, 
do  you  know  a  lady  named  Merrion  who  lives  near  you  ?  ” 
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“  Yes,  I  know  lier.  Wliat  of  her  ?  ” 

“  Wlaat  is  ske  like  ?  I  find  that  my  father  knows  her.” 

“Your  father?”  asked  Norah,  thinking  she  was  in  a 
dream. 

“Yes — and — and — I  do  not  know  her,  personally,  and  if 
my  father  is  really  going  to  give  me  a  new  mamma,  though 
it’s  rather  late  in  the  day,  I  should  like  to  know  what  sort 
of  a  one  it  will  be.” 

“  Jack  knows  best,”  said  Norah,  laughing.  “  He  will 
introduce  you  if  you  please.” 

“  Ho,  thank  you.  At  least  not  yet.  Will  you  let  me  send 
you  some  verses,  Miss  Cuolahan  ?  ” 

“  For  my  candid  criticism  ?  Yes,  and  you  may  give  them 
to  Jack  for  me  if  you  please.” 

“  Let  me  bring  them  !  ” 

“  Certainly  not,  Mr.  Perrymont.  I  am  only  at  home  to  my 
old  friends.  You  may  come  with  Mr.  Fortescue,  if  you  please.” 

Norah  and  Jack  walked  home  together.  “Tell  me,  Jack,” 
said  Norah,  “  do  you  think  that  Mrs.  Merrion  means  to 
marry  again  ?  ” 

Jack  coloured  violently.  “  Why  do  you  ask,  Nor  ah  ?  ” 

“  Mr.  Bayliss  calls  there,  and  Captain  Perrymont.” 

Jack  laughed.  “  It  would  be  a  good  match  for  her.  But 
no,  Norah,  Mrs.  Merrion  will  not  marry  either  of  them.  Of 
that  you  may  be  quite  sure.” 

“  I  care  nothing  about  it,  Jack,  only  that  I  wish  you  knew 
less  about  Mrs.  Merrion’s  intentions.  Jack,  I  won't  go  there 
any  more.  I  am  unchristian  about  that  woman.  I  dislike 
her  thoroughly.” 

Jack  made  no  reply.  At  dinner  he  was  silent  and  absorbed. 
After  dinner  he  went  out  of  the  room,  and  presently  Norah, 
with  a  sharp  pain  at  her  heart,  saw  him  go  across  the  road 
to  Mrs.  Merrion’s.  Then  she  reproached  herself.  Jack  had 
a  perfect  right  to  go  wherever  he  pleased ;  she  had  been 
foolish  in  telling  him  her  opinion  about  Mrs.  Merrion :  no 
doubt  she  was  wrong — and  so  on.  Reproaches  which  had 
the  effect  of  making  her  only  the  more  disappointed  with 
Jack,  and  the  more  angry  with  herself.  Jack,  for  his  part, 
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did  not  spend  a  pleasant  evening.  He  was  met  in  the  hall 
by  Mrs.  Bastable,  flushed,  dishevelled,  and  panting,  as  from 
a  recent  struggle  in  which  she  had  got  the  worst  of  it.  She 
caught  her  breath,  and  smoothed  her  hair  as  she  opened  the 
door  to  him.  Then  she  took  his  hand  in  hers  and  held  it 
a  moment,  looking  at  him  with  those  vast  eyes  of  hers, 
in  which  there  was  no  speculation  save  when  she  was 
clairvoyante. 

“  Don’t  anger  her  to-night,”  she  whispered.  “  Not  as  you 
did  the  other  night.  She’s  awful  now.” 

Jack  shook  her  off,  and  strode  into  the  drawing-room. 
On  the  hearth-rug  stood  Mrs.  Merrion,  in  a  statuesque  atti¬ 
tude,  an  unstudied  pose  which  violent  women,  like  savages, 
assume  naturally  when  they  are  in  a  rage.  Mrs.  Merrion 
was  in  a  towering  rage.  “  Sit  down,”  she  gasped,  “  sit  down, 
you.  I  shall  be  able  to  talk  to  you  presently.”  In  a  few 
minutes  she  came  round  a  little. 

“  You  were  in  a  rage  when  I  saw  you  last,”  said  Jack. 

“  That  was  with  you.  Now  it’s  with  that  idiot,  that  cow, 
that — oh,  that  Keziah  Bastable  !  ” 

“  Ladies  ought  not  to  fall  into  fits  of  passion,”  said  Jack. 
“  Ladies,  in  fact,  do  not.” 

She  started  to  her  feet  again,  the  blood  surging  into  her 
face.  “  How  dare  you  !  ”  she  cried  ;  “  how  dare  you  say  that 
I  am  not  a  lady  ?  ”  Seeing  that  Jack  replied  not,  she  went 
on  in  a  low  voice :  “  Oh  !  I  see  that  you  are  come  to  quarrel 
with  me  again.  I  know  why — I  know  why.  Jack  Armstrong, 
it  was  all  very  well  to  call  her  your  sister.  Brother  and 
sister !  Pah !  the  girl  loves  the  ground  you  tread  upon.  You 
love  the  very  sound  of  her  voice  and  the  rustle  of  her  dress. 
But  you  don’t  get  off  so  easily ;  you  don’t  get  rid  of  me  !  ” 

“  First  of  all,  I  shall  say  what  I  came  to  say.  I  forbid 
you,  Mrs.  Merrion,  on  any  pretence  whatever,  to  call  upon 
Miss  Cuolahan  again.” 

“  Oh  !  I  am  not  good  enough  for  her,  I  suppose.” 

“  That  is  it.  You  are  not  good  enough.” 

“  What  a  thing  it  is  to  be  perfection,  like  Miss  Cuolahan ! 
How  grand  to  have  a  brother  so  careful  of  your  virtues,  like 
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Miss  Cuolahan !  And  oil !  how  charming  to  be  kept  from 
wicked  people,  as  Miss  Cuolahan  is !  But  what  shall  we  do, 
Jack,  when  your  promise  is  kept,  and  when  we  are  married? 
Do  you  deny  your  promise  ?  See  !  ”  she  took  a  pocket-book 
from  an  open  desk.  “  Here  it  is — ah !  in  black  and  white, 
signed  and  dated.  1  I  promise  to  marry  Adelaide  Constance 
Merrion,  unless,  of  her  own  free  will,  she  gives  me  back  my 
promise.  John  Armstrong.’  Do  you  dare  to  deny  your 
promise  ?  ” 

“  No — I  do  not  deny  it.  But  I  am  not  going  to  marry  you 
yet.  Meantime  you  shall  do  me  as  little  harm  as  possible.” 

“  What  harm  have  I  ever  done  you?  ” 

“  This,  that  you  made  me  sign  that  paper.  Think  how 
you  did  it.  It  was  on  a  soft  warm  night  in  autumn,  when 
we  sat  here  in  the  dark  at  the  open  window.” 

“I  was  at  your  feet,  Jack,  at  your  feet,”  she  added,  her 
eyes  sparkling. 

“Yes,  you  had  been  playing — the  scent  of  the  flowers,  the 
perfumes  of  your  dress,  your  eyes  glowing  in  the  twilight, 
the  touch  of  your  hands — I  don’t  know — I  was  drunk  with 
incense,  I  think.” 

“  No,  Jack,  you  were  drunk  with  love,  and  you  leaned 
forward  and  took  my  face  in  your  hands  and  kissed  me.  I 
remember — I  remember.  And  then  I  threw  up  my  arms  and 
dragged  you  down,  and  kissed  your  handsome  face  a  thousand 
times.  That  evening  you  gave  me  the  paper,  because  I  said 
that  I  could  not  live  without  your  love.  Jack!”  she  cried 
once  more  passionately,  throwing  herself  at  his  feet  again. 
“Jack,  it  is  all  true — -oh!  I  will  do  anything,  go  anywhere, 
live  anyhow,  if  only  you  love  me  !  ” 

“But  I  do  not  love  you.  I  have  told  you  so  before.” 

“Then  if  only  you  let  me  love  you.  If  I  have  you,  all  to 
myself,  what  do  I  care  whom  else  you  love !  What  if  you 
yearn  for  all  the  women  in  the  world,  if  only  I  hold  you  tight 
in  my  arms!  Jack,  Jack,  I’ve  got  your  promise,  and  I’ll 
never  let  you  go.  Never — never — not  for  a  thousand  Norahs. 
See,  I  hold  you  tight — so  tight  that  you  shall  never  escape.” 

She  clasped  her  arms  about  him  and  strained  him  tighter 
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in  her  embrace.  Jack  gently  pushed  her  away.  “Your 
arms  make  me  shudder.  What  sort  of  love  is  yours,  if  you 
could  endure  to  marry  a  man  who  loves  another  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  care  what  sort  of  love  it  is.  I  care  for  nothing. 
Say  what  you  please,  love  whom  you  please.  But  you  are 
mine,  and  mine  you  shall  continue  to  be.” 

“  How  can  I  be  yours  ?  ”  asked  Jack,  dragging  himself  free 
from  her.  “  I  tell  you  I  love  you  no  longer.  I  never  did 
love  you.  I  hate  you  now.  I  hate  you  when  I  think  of  your 
rage  and  passion :  and  I  hate  you  most  when  I  feel  your 
arms  round  my  neck.  Is  it  possible  for  two  people  to  marry 
when  one  hates  the  other  ?  ” 

“  Possible !  ”  echoed  Mrs.  Merrion.  “  I  could  tell  you 
things;  but — Jack,  don’t  be  angry  with  me.  It  is  not  my 
only  fault  that  I  love  you !  ” 

“  No.” 

“  What  is  it  more  ?  ” 

“  It  is  this :  that  your  thoughts  are  ....  Why  do  you 
make  me  say  such  things  ?  ” 

“  You  shall  not  say  these  things.  I  will  say  them  for  you. 
You  thought  me,  when  first  you  met  me,  one  of  those  spotless 
creatures  whom  young  men  see  in  place  of  women.  You  have 
learned  to  know  me  exactly  as  I  am.  I  am  fond  of  admira¬ 
tion,  and  proud  of  my  good  looks.  I  use  rouge  and  powder. 
I  dress  myself  well — as  well  as  I  can  afford.  I  am  fond  of 
luxury  and  comfort,  so  I  have  furnished  my  place  as  luxuri¬ 
ously  as  I  could.  I  like  good  things  to  eat  and  drink,  so  I 
have  delicate  French  wine,  and  good  French  cookery.  I  like 
to  have  things  pleasant,  and  to  keep  them  pleasant.  I  don’t 
mind  if  the  stories  I  tell  are  not  always  accurate.  As  I  am 
not  a  saint,  I  try  to  find  out  all  about  other  people,  to  show 
that  they  also  are  not  saints.  Yes,  Jack,  I  am  a  woman  who 
has  told  you  what  all  women  are.” 

“They  are  not  all  like  yourself,”  said  Jack,  pacing  the 
room.  “  It  is  false.  Where  were  you  brought  up  ?  In  what 
miserable  school  did  you  learn  the  lesson  that  all  women  are 
like  what  they  have  made  you?  Tell  me,  what  was  your 
early  life,  that  you  have  fallen  so  low  ?  ” 
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Mrs.  Merrion  laughed.  “My  early  life?  My  Jack,  I  have 
told  you  a  hundred  anecdotes  about  my  early  life.  Some  of 
them  I  have  even  told  twice  or  three  times  without  much 
alteration,  so  that  they,  at  least,  must  be  true.  All  women 
are  like  me,  only  they  hide  it  from  you  and  from  each  other. 
But,  Jack,  all  women  are  not  like  me  in  one  thing — they  are 
cold-hearted,  they  are  incapable  of  love.  I  can  give  you  love 
for  love,  warmer  than  the  pale,  cold  moonlight  that  your 
miserable  Norah  would  give  you.” 

“  Silence  !  ”  Jack  groaned.  “  Dare  to  name  that  girl  to  me 
again,  and  I  will  break  even  my  solemn  promise.  Love !  ” 
he  echoed ;  “  always  love  !  And  what  love  ?  All  she  knows  of 
love  is  that  it  means  kisses  and  champagne.  That  is  her  love  ! 
That  is  her  heaven.  See  here — I  must  keep  my  word,  but  it 
shall  not  be  yet.  There  are  things  to  be  done  first.  It  de¬ 
pends  upon  you  whether  the  word  is  kept  to  the  letter  or  not.” 

“Do  not  threaten,  Jack,”  she  replied  calmly.  •  “You  have 
got  to  marry  me,  you  know,  and  that  is  enough  for  once. 
And  you  are  not  the  only  string  to  my  bow.  There  are 
others  who  are  not  quite  so  insensible  to  the  attractions  of 
the  fair  widow.” 

“Yes!”  said  Jack.  “I  heard  to-day  Mr.  Bayliss  comes 
here,  and  Captain  Perrymont.” 

“  The-  two  kings  of  Esbrough.  They  both  come.  Is  it 
not  delightful?  Not  together,  you  know,  but  separately. 
Is  Jack  jealous  ?  ” 

“No!  if  I  become  jealous  it  will  be  when  I  have  good 
cause.” 

“  And  there  is  some  one  else,”  said  Mrs.  Merrion.  “  Per¬ 
haps  this  will  make  you  jealous.  Yesterday  I  met  Mr. 
Cuolahan,  and  asked  him  in.  He  has  a  fine  eye  for  a  pretty 
woman,  and  came  at  once.  Why  did  you  not  tell  me  he  is 
almost  presentable  ?  He  sat  down  there  and  had  a  cup  of 
tea,  and  presently  began  to  talk.  ‘The  late  Mr.  Merrion, 
ma’am,’  he  says.”  Mrs.  Merrion  acted  poor  Myles’s  com¬ 
pliments  in  the  spirit  of  a  finished  comedian,  so  that  even 
Jack,  vexed  and  angry  as  he  was,  began  to  laugh.  “  ‘  The 
late  Mr.  Merrion,  ma’am,  was  a  small  man,  I  presume?’ 
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‘He  was/  I  said,  wiping  my  eyes.  You  know,  Jack,  it’s 
manners  to  wipe  your  eyes  when  you  speak  of  the  late 
departed.  £  He  was  a  small  man,  Mr.  Cuolahan.’  ‘  Ay — 
and  a  thin  man?’  ‘Yes,  the  poor  General  was  a  very  thin 
man,’  I  said.  He  wasn’t,  you  know,  Jack,  but  I  like  to 
please  people  always.  ‘  I  knew  it,’  said  Mr.  Cuolahan.  1 1 
knew  it.  It’s  always  the  way.  The  little,  thin,  hatchet-face 
chaps,  with  legs  like  spindles,  get  all  the  beautiful  women, 
and  the  strong,  able-bodied  poor  divils  have  got  to  go  with¬ 
out.  And  what’s  the  use  of  a  leg  like  that,  Misthress 
Merrion,  ma’am,  and  me  a  widower  and  no  one  to  admire 
it?’  I  laughed — you  know,  Jack,  my  taste  in  jokes  is 
rather  low — and  he  went  on.  ‘  Misthress  Merrion,  ma’am, 
you’ll  pardon  me,  but  it’s  many  a  long  year  since  I  saw  a 
creature  any  way  your  aiquil.  It’s  ripeness  and  richness. 
I  did  think  once  that  Mrs.  Bastable  was  a  fine  woman.’ 
‘  Mr.  Cuolahan !  ’  I  said ;  c  why,  she’s  got  a  face  like  a  cow.’ 
‘  Hush !  ’  he  answered,  in  a  low  voice,  and  creeping  to  the 
door  cautiously,  opened  it  and  peeped  out.  Then  he  shut 
it  again  and  came  back,  whispering,  ‘  Hush !  Misthress 
Merrion,  I’ve  seen  many  a  handsomer  cow.’  And  then  I 
encouraged  him,  you  know  ;  and  when  he  went  away,  the 
impudent  rascal  had  the  audacity — Jack,  you  really  must 
be  jealous — he  had  the  audacity  to  kiss  the  hands  of  your 
future  wife.  Does  that  stir  you,  Mr.  Grave-airs  ?  Does  that 
fire  your  blood  ?  ”  Jack  laughed,  but  was  too  angry  still  to 
be  calmed  by  a  scene  of  modern  comedy.  “  Come,  Jack,  you 
are  cross  to-night.  Go  away  back  to  your  family  prayers. 
When  you  want  champagne  and  kisses  come  to  me.  I’m  of 
the  world — worldly.  But  I’m  better  fun  than  the  saints. 
Good  night — now,  don’t  let  us  quarrel — my  future  husband.” 

CHAPTER  IX. 

JACK  went  home,  the  most  miserable  man  in  Esbrough : 

it  was  nearly  twelve.  As  he  stood  at  the  door  with  his 
latch-key  in  his  hand,  a  woman  wrapped  in  a  long  cloak 
accosted  him. 
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“  Jack  Armstrong,  they  mean  mischief.  Take  care  !  ” 
she  cried,  clasping  his  arm.  “  They  mean  mischief  over 
there,”  pointing  in  the  direction  of  the  town. 

Jack  coolly  lifted  her  chin  with  his  hand  in  order  to  look 
at  her.  “  I  don’t  know  you,”  he  said.  “  Tell  me  who  you 
are,  and  what  mischief  is  meant.” 

“  What  does  it  matter  who  I  am  ?  I’m  one  of  the  hands  : 
it’s  the  iron  works’  people  that  mean  you  mischief ;  I  was 
there  to-night,  and  heard  them.  They’ll  attack  you  to¬ 
morrow.  Jack,  he  careful !  Get  Hodder  to  go  about  with 
you.  Tell  Mr.  Bayliss.  Have  the  police  out.  The  men 
are  maddened  by  that  chap — him  with  the  long  tongue,  who 
tells  them  lies  and  cheats  their  senses.  He  has  persuaded 
them  that  you  are  going  to  turn  them  out  of  place.  Jack, 
don’t  be  in  the  way  to-morrow  !  ” 

“  Who  are  you,  then  ?  ” 

“  Look  at  me,  and  you  won’t  know  me.  If  I  tell  you  my 
name  it’s  no  use  to  you,  because  you  wouldn’t  know  it.  But 
I  like  you,  Jack.  If  I  was  ten  years  younger,  I  should  love 
you ;  and  there’s  many  a  girl  in  Esbrough  this  night,  high 
and  low,  from  Ella  Bayliss  in  her  silks  and  satins,  to  Polly 
in  her  greasy  factory  petticoat,  as  ’ud  up  and  follow  you, 
through  better,  through  worse,  if  you  only  lifted  your  little 
finger.  And  I’m  Esbrough  born,  and  know  about  the 
Armstrongs.  But  I’m  not  in  love  with  you.  I’m  better 
than  that — I’m  grateful  to  you.  Jack,  I’ve  got  one  boy — 
only  one,  thank  God !  and  you  saved  his  life  for  him.  I 
can’t  call  you  Mr.  Armstrong ;  you  are  only  Jack  to  me — 
my  beautiful  Jack ;  and  you  saved  my  boy’s  life  in  the  cruel 
engine-room,  and  mine  I’d  lay  down  for  you  this  minute.” 

She  took  his  hand  in  hers,  and  kissed  it.  He  gently  drew 
back,  and  laughed.  “My  good  woman,  you  exaggerate  a 
little  service.  Now  I  know  your  name,  and  the  name  of 
your  boy.” 

“  He  is  a  man  now.  He  is  sixteen ;  and  he  has  forgotten 
what  you  did  for  him.  He  will  be  among  the  worst  to¬ 
morrow.  Ah !  his  mother  remembers.  But  I’ve  warned 
you,  sir.  And  oh  !  take  care — take  care  !  ” 
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“  I’ll  take  care.  Good  night,”  said  Jack,  letting  himself  in. 

She  disappeared  in  the  darkened  street,  and  Jack  went  up 
to  his  room.  Nest  day  he  went  to  his  work  as  if  nothing 
was  about  to  happen.  As  he  walked  about  the  engine-rooms 
and  through  the  foundry,  the  men  shrunk  back  from  him, 
right  and  left,  as  from  a  leprous  man.  His  blood  mounted 
to  his  cheek ;  he  held  his  head  higher,  but  he  said  nothing. 
One  of  the  boys  in  his  department  came  sidling  up  to  him — 
all  the  boys  were  fond  of  him — and  whispered,  “  Mr.  Arm¬ 
strong,  don’t  go  out  at  the  great  gates  to-night.  Go  by  the 
back  way.  The  hands  are  going  to  murder  you.” — “  Thank 
you,  my  little  chap,  for  nothing,”  said  Jack ;  and  then, 
repentant  for  a  word  that  might  seem  rough,  stopped  and 
stroked  the  boy’s  curly  head.  The  little  fellow  looked  up  at 
him  sadly,  and  went  his  way  half  crying. 

Mr.  Bayliss  himself  that  day  went  round  the  works.  It 
was  no  sauntering  that  he  affected,  like  Captain  Perrymont, 
as  he  was  wont  to  say.  Mr.  Bayliss  went  the  rounds  as  one 
who  knew  how  things  ought  to  be.  He  superintended  every¬ 
body,  from  an  overseer  to  an  engine-boy,  knowing  exactly 
what  every  man’s  work  ought  to  be.  And  he  bullied  all 
impartially,  except  Mr.  Armstrong.  On  this  occasion  he 
had  half  an  hour’s  talk  with  Jack  in  the  open  yard,  at  which 
the  men  looked  askance.  After  this  they  both  visited  the 
engine-room  together,  and  Hodder  the  foreman  was  called 
in.  And  when  Mr.  Bayliss  walked  away,  it  was,  men  said 
to  each  other,  with  a  joyful  countenance,  as  of  one  who  has 
learned  something  to  his  advantage.  Something  to  their 
employer’s  advantage,  the  men  inferred,  was  something  to 
their  own  disadvantage.  It  seems  an  odd  result  of  civilisa¬ 
tion,  but  this  undoubtedly  was  the  feeling  in  Mr.  Bayliss’s 
works.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  there  was  nothing  new,  and  no 
jubilant  expression  on  the  master’s  face.  What  had  passed 
was  extremely  simple.  No  reference  was  made  to  Jack’s 
invention  at  all,  and  the  only  question  about  the  men  was 
simply — 

“Any  more  stones,  Armstrong?  Any  more  pistol  shots?” 

“  No  more,  at  present.” 


THIS  SON  OF  YULCAN. 


291 


“  Good.  Hodder,  remember  wliat  I  told  you.  The  first 
man  who  attempts  violence  goes — goes  at  once — and  goes  to 
prison.  As  for  that  orator  fellow  you  told  me  of,  I  look  to 
you  to  bring  him  into  my  clutches  for  conspiracy,  or  inciting 
to  break  an  Act — never  mind  what  Act — and  then  I’ll  make 
an  example  of  him.” 

It  was  six  o’clock  when  Jack  left  the  works,  a  few  minutes 
after  the  bell  rang  for  dismissal.  Just  as  he  was  putting  on 
his  coat  he  was  joined  by  Myles  Cuolahan. 

“  I  was  passing  by,  me  boy,”  said  the  collector  of  rents, 
“  and  I  thought  it  was  a  month  since  I  walked  home  with 
you.  Let’s  come  along  together  and  talk  of  Norah.” 

The  sole  delight  of  Myles,  in  fact,  was  to  talk  of  Norah. 

“  There’s  all  the  boys,”  meaning  the  hands,  “  gathered 
about  the  gate  to-night,  Jack,  talkin’  and  blatherin’.  Is 
there  anything  wrong  with  the  hands  ?  ” 

“  I  suppose  they  think  there  is,”  said  Jack.  “  Now,  Myles, 
I  am  ready.” 

Just  before  they  reached  the  gate  he  turned  to  his  com¬ 
panion,  and  looked  at  him  for  a  moment.  “  Myles,  we  are  in 
for  a  row.  The  men  think  I  have  made  some  improvement 
in  machinery  which  will  drive  a  lot  of  them  out  of  work.  It 
is  not  true,  but  they  think  so.  For  Norah’s  sake,  keep  your¬ 
self  out  of  it.” 

“I  will,  Jack;  I  will,”  said  Myles,  grasping  his  trusty 
stick,  and  shaking  into  order  the  muscles  of  his  arm.  “  I’ll 
keep  myself  out  of  it,  bedad,  and  I’ll  put  thim  into  it.  Holy 
saints !  It’s  nigh  upon  ten  years  since  I  had  a  fight.  Shall 
we  begin  it,  Jack,  or  shall  we  wait  for  thim  ?  ” 

“  For  God’s  sake,  don’t  begin  it.  I  am  glad  to  have  you 
with  me,  Myles.  They  shall  not  say  I  am  afraid.” 

They  passed  through  the  gates.  The  last  stroke  of  the 
bell  clanged  as  they  left  the  works,  and  the  heavy  gates  were 
shut  after  them.  There  was  a  small  side  gate  also,  generally 
closed,  and  never  used  by  the  hands. 

As  a  rule,  the  men  went  straight  away  home,  where  they 
“  fettled  up,”  had  tea  and  a  smoke,  and  then  went  out  again 
to  their  clubs  and  taverns.  On  this  occasion  they  were 
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assembled  together  outside  the  gates  in  knots  and  circles, 
talking,  gesticulating,  and  swearing.  Among  them  ran  and 
leaped  the  boys ;  and  these  seemed  to  be  the  worst  of  all,  so 
eager  were  they  for  the  row  to  begin,  so  brutally  anxious  for 
the  fight,  so  callous,  and  so  cowardly.  There  were  four 
hundred  men  outside  those  gates.  They  meant  mischief : 
they  meant  revenge :  they  meant,  though  they  would  not 
whisper  it  to  each  other,  they  meant  Murder.  The  older  men 
were  the  most  quiet.  They  looked  at  each  other  sadly,  as  if 
they  were  sorry  for  the  business.  But  the  young  men  had 
no  such  thought.  They  thought  of  the  weekly  wage ;  they 
panted  to  be  revenged  upon  the  man  who  was  going  to  turn 
them  out.  There  was  a  quick  and  feverish  movement  in  the 
crowd ;  occasionally  a  stone  would  fly  through  the  air, 
earnest  and  promise  that  some  one  should  be  hurt.  And 
there  was  a  hollow  and  hungry  roar.  None  of  the  men  had 
lit  their  pipes.  That  was  a  bad  sign.  None  of  them  was 
striking  off  homewards.  That  was  another  bad  sign. 

“  Begorra,  Jack,”  said  Myles  as  he  caught  sight  of  the 
mob,  “  ’tis  worse  than  Donnybrook.  A  great  fight  we  shall 
have,  entirely.” 

At  sight  of  Jack  the  roar  changed  to  a  yell,  and  in  a 
moment  they  closed  round  him,  shaking  angry  fists  in  his 
face  and  shouting  menaces.  He,  a  little  paler,  threw  back 
his  head  proudly  and  faced  them  all,  one  hand  on  Myles’s 
shoulder  to  keep  him  back. 

“  What  is  it,  lads  ?  ”  he  shouted,  above  the  din.  “  What 
is  it  I  have  done  to  you  all  ?  ” 

“You’ve  ruined  us,  Jack  Armstrong,”  cried  one  of  whom 
the  rest  seemed  to  leave  the  post  of  spokesman — a  serious, 
grey-headed  man.  “  You’ve  ruined  us  with  your  engines 
and  your  books.” 

“  How  have  I  ruined  you  ?  ”  asked  Jack. 

“  You’ve  made  some’at  as  will  turn  us  out — ay,  every  man 
of  us,  into  the  street.  You,  that’s  a  gentleman  by  birth,  as 
all  the  world  knows,  and  an  Armstrong  of  Esbrough— you  to 
come  among  the  hands  and  steal  away  their  bread — shame  on 
you,  Jack  Armstrong.!  Shame  upon  ye !  ” 
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“We  haven’t  done  with  you  yet,  fine  Jack  Armstrong,” 
cried  a  voice  from  the  crowd. 

“  Listen  to  me  a  moment,”  cried  Jack. 

Myles  pushed  himself  to  the  front.  “  Stand  back,  all  of 
you,”  he  roared,  pushing  them  from  him  to  clear  a  space. 
“  Stand  back,  and  give  a  man  fair  play.  You  Englishmen ! 
I’ll  fight  the  best  man  among  you.  Come.”  He  brandished 
his  great  fist,  but  Jack  seized  him  by  the  arm,  and  held  him 
back. 

“We  will  have  no  fighting,  Myles.  Leave  me  to  speak. 
Who  is  it  has  told  you  lies  ?  ”  he  shouted.  “  Where  is  the 
man  that  has  made  speeches  against  me,  and  told  you  that 
I  meant  to  ruin  you  all  ?  He  is  a  liar !  Bring  him  here, 
that  I  may  tell  him  so  to  his  face.”  There  was  a  stir  in  the 
crowd.  Esbrough  men  love  not  strangers. 

“  I  have  heard  of  him.  He  has  been  among  you  for  a 
month,  and  you  believe  him  against  me,  who  has  been  five 
years  working  among  you,  and  one  of  you.” 

“  You  don’t  drink  with  us,  lad,”  said  the  spokesman,  shak¬ 
ing  his  head  solemnly. 

“No,  I  don’t  drink  with  you,  and  I  won’t  drink  with  you, 
and  you  know  why.  But  I  work  for  you.  If  I  invent  a 
machine  that  shall  lessen  your  labour  while  it  shall  require  as 
many  hands,  is  that  a  mischief?  If  I  make  your  hours  easier, 
your  work  lighter,  your  wages  heavier,  is  that  a  mischief  ?  ” 

“  Leave  us  as  we  are,  Jack  Armstrong — leave  us  as  we 
are.” 

“  Yes ;  leave  you  as  you  are  !  ”  he  cried,  losing  his  patience. 
“Leave  you  as  you  are — to  spend  your  hard-earned  wages 
in  the  pot-house,  to  have  no  pleasure  but  drink,  to  labour 
like  slaves  your  twelve  hours  a  day,  to  grow  up  in  ignorance 
and  die  in  ignorance,  to  have  no  thrift,  no  care  for  the  future, 
no  hope,  no  brightness  in  all  your  life.  Men,  you  only  have 
one  life  in  this  world.  Leave  you  as  you  are  ?  No ;  I  will 
not !  ” 

For  a  moment  only  the  men  were  silent.  Then  some  one, 
probably  a  boy,  began  to  hoot  and  cry,  and  the  tumult  began 
again,  louder  than  ever.  The  hands  were  there  for  a  row — 
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were  they  to  be  balked  of  their  prey  by  a  few  fair  words  ? 
They  were  there  to  give  vent,  in  an  act  of  violence,  to  the 
suspicions  and  jealousies  which  had  been  growing  so  long — 
were  they  to  resign  their  just  and  righteous  revenge  for  a  few 
promises  ?  Stones  began  to  fly  about.  Then  they  closed 
in.  Myles,  in  front  of  Jack,  tried  to  clear  the  way,  but  in 
vain.  The  crowd  pressed  closer.  The  threatening  faces 
threatened  more  determinedly.  Jack  found  himself  with 
his  back  against  the  wall ;  in  front  of  him  Myles,  gesticu¬ 
lating  and  defiant — a  wild  scene  which  neither  will  forget 
for  a  lifetime.  Sticks  were  brandished  in  J ack’s  face  :  faces, 
red  with  an  aimless  rage,  glared  in  his  eyes,  and  exploded 
with  oaths,  less  dreadful  to  a  mechanical  engineer  than  to 
a  lady :  the  boys  yelled  and  danced  ;  and  outside  the  crowd 
stood  a  man,  leaning  on  a  stick,  with  fierce  and  bloodshot 
eyes,  his  head  trembling,  his  lips  trembling,  his  cheek  twitch¬ 
ing,  his  hands  trembling,  in  his  eagerness  to  see  the  fight 
begin.  And  when  Jack  saw  this  man,  there  flashed  across 
his  brain  the  thought,  for  a  moment,  that  he  had  seen  him 
before — somewhere  before. 

Where  a  French  mob  beats  an  English  mob  is,  that  there 
is  always  some  Frenchman  ready  to  begin  ;  very  seldom  an 
Englishman.  This  fact  saved  Jack’s  life.  His  safety  was 
assured  by  a  second  event.  The  heavy  gates  behind  them 
swung  open,  and  the  crowd  reeled  back,  for  before  them 
stood — a  girl.  Alone,  save  for  Hodder,  the  foreman,  who 
had  opened  the  gates  for  her.  “  It’s  Norah  Cuolahan,” 
cried  one  or  two  voices,  and  all  were  still  while  a  man  might 
count  ten. 

There  was  nothing  theatrical  in  her  attitude  as  she  stood 
facing  them  all,  wrapped  in  her  light  jacket  and  morning 
dress,  with  the  hat  in  which,  for  Norah  loved  bright  colours, 
stood  a  scarlet  feather.  In  her  hand  was  no  weapon,  but  in 
her  eyes  was  an  infinite  scorn ;  and  as  she  moved  towards 
her  father  and  Jack,  the  men  fell  back  right  and  left,  and 
left  the  path  clear.  Myles  sprang  to  his  feet  as  they  re¬ 
treated.  His  coat  was  torn,  his  face  was  bleeding.  He 
dragged  the  rags  from  off  his  back  and  fairly  danced,  the 
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spirit  of  a  hundred  fights  within  him,  as  he  shouted,  “  Come 
an !  Come  an  !  I’ll  fight  the  biggest  of  ye.  Who  fears  to 
talk  of  Ninety- eight  ?  Who’ll  fight  Myles  Cuolab an  ?  Come 
an !  ”  A  light  hand  touched  his  arm.  “  Father,  we  will 
have  no  more  fighting.” 

The  stones  had  not  ceased  flying  through  the  air.  Jack’s 
face  was  cut  and  bleeding.  He  still  stood,  his  back  against 
the  wall,  silent,  pale,  and  resolved.  It  seemed  as  if  he  did 
not  see  the  girl.  Myles  dropped  his  fists  and  spread  out 
his  hands,  and  Norah  turned  to  Jack.  “  You  here,  Norah?” 
he  cried.  “  Quick,  get  back  through  the  gates,  and  take 
your  father  with  you.”- — “And  you,  Jack?” — “Let  them 
kill  me.  Let  them  do  their  worst.  Do  you  think  that  I 
will  run  away  ?  Ha !  Cowards,  cowards,  who  threw  that 
stone  ?  ”  For  one,  aimed  at  him,  struck  the  girl  full  upon 
the  mouth,  and  her  lips  were  bleeding.  Jack  sprang  like  a 
madman  upon  the  mob,  followed  by  Myles.  But,  at  sight  of 
the  girl  bleeding  before  them  all,  a  revulsion  of  feeling 
seized  them,  and  there  was  a  cry  of  shame  and  the  silence  of 
a  sudden  repentance. 

Norah  stanched  the  blood  from  her  cut  lip,  and  faced  the 
crowd  with  a  bearing  that  had  no  more  fear  than  that  of 
Jack  or  her  father.  “  She’s  a  plucked  ’un,”  they  murmured. 

“  Englishmen  !  ”  she  cried,  “  you  dare  to  call  yourselves 
Englishmen !  You  set  four  hundred  together  upon  two 
unarmed  men  !  Go  home  to  your  wives.  Tell  them  that  it 
takes  four  hundred  hands  to  fight  two  men.  Go  to  your 
public-houses.  Tell  the  landlords  that  their  drink  has  taken 
the  manliness  out  of  you,  and  that  you  must  be  two  hundred 
to  one  before  you  dare  attack  a  man.  Now  clear  the  way, 
cowards,  and  let  us  pass.” 

“  Go  back  through  the  gates,”  said  Hodder.  “  Go  back, 
while  there’s  time.” 

“Ay!  go  back  through  the  gates,”  said  one  of  the  fore¬ 
most.  “  The  men  behind  are  mad.” 

“I  shall  not  go  back  through  the  gates,”  shouted  Jack. 
“Make  way  for  me.  I  shall  pass  on  my  way  among  you 
all.”  The  murmurs  began  again. 
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“Bring  that  man  here,”  cried  Hodder,  pointing  to  the 
stranger,  who,  on  being  thus  prominently  brought  into 
notice,  sought  refuge  in  retreat.  “  Bring  that  chap  here. 
He’s  the  man  that  done  the  mischief.  Bring  him  along, 
you  men  there.  I  know  you  all,  and  you  know  me.  "W  e’ve 
had  enough  of  this.” 

Two  or  three  seized  the  stranger  by  the  arm  and  led  him, 
reluctant  as  he  was,  to  the  semicircle,  backed  by  the  wall, 
where  the  little  group,  with  Jack  in  the  centre,  stood  fenced 
in  by  the  angry  hands.  At  sight  of  the  stranger,  Myles’s 
face  was  seized  with  a  puckering.  He  strode  up  to  the  man, 
peering  curiously  in  his  eyes ;  then  he  went  back  again  to 
Jack. 

“  Faix,”  he  said,  “  it’s  mighty  quare.  I  know  him,  and 
I  can’t  remember  him.  I’ve  seen  him,  and  I  can’t  tell 
where.” 

Jack  looked  at  him  steadily.  As  he  looked  the  man’s  eyes 
lifted  for  a  moment  upon  him.  In  that  malignant  glance, 
where  all  evil  passions  were  mixed,  he  recognised  his  old 
enemy,  almost  forgotten.  And  he  laughed  aloud.  The  first 
spokesman  pushed  the  man  forward. 

“  Now,  lad,”  he  said,  “you’ve  alius  been  pretty  free  of  your 
talk  about  Mr.  Armstrong  behind  his  back.  Let’s  hear  what 
you’ve  got  to  say  before  his  face.” 

“  It’s  mighty  quare,”  repeated  Myles,  biting  his  knuckles. 

The  prospect  of  a  duel  in  which  you  can  take  an  outsider’s 
interest  is  even  more  delightful  to  the  majority  of  mankind 
than  the  prospect  of  a  free  fight,  in  which  heads,  your  own 
very  likely,  will  be  broken,  and  much  subsequent  annoyance 
caused  in  the  shape  of  wounds  and  bruises.  The  crowd 
pressed  round,  no  longer  to  hoot  and  throw  stones  at  one 
man,  but  in  the  hope  of  witnessing  the  fair  duello.  Beside 
Jack  stood  Norah,  pale,  cool,  and  determined,  with  her 
handkerchief  to  her  bleeding  lip  ;  and  in  front  of  him,  bend¬ 
ing  forward,  and  staring  into  the  newcomer’s  face,  was 
Myles.  Behind  the  three  was  Hodder,  the  foreman. 

“  Let  us  all  hear,”  said  Jack,  “  what  the  man  has  to  say.” 

“  Now  then,  chap,  speak  up.” 
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The  “  chap  ”  showed  little  inclination  to  speak  up. 

“  I  am  a  stranger  here,”  he  said. 

“  Begorra,  I  thought  I  knew  him,”  shouted  Myles. 

“  Quiet,  Myles,  quiet ;  all  in  good  time,”  said  Jack.  “  I 
know  him  too.”  The  man  turned  paler,  if  possible,  and  looked 
uneasily  from  side  to  side ;  but  there  was  no  way  of  escape. 

“  Speak  up,  man,”  shouted  the  crowd. — “  I  came  here  a 
stranger,”  he  began,  in  an  oily  voice,  “  to  inquire  into  the 
prospects  and  condition  of  the  down-trodden  English  work¬ 
men.” 

“  Don’t  call  names,”  said  Hodder.  “  What  have  you  got 
to  say  about  Mr.  Armstrong  ?  ” 

“  Ay,”  said  the  first  spokesman,  “  tell  us  what  you  said  last 
night ;  what  you’ve  said  a  dozen  nights.  What  did  you  hear 
young  Jack  Armstrong  say  ?  ” 

“  I  am  coming  to  that,”  said  the  stranger.  “  Being  a 
stranger  here,  a  delegate  from  the  United  States  to  look  for 
men  willing  to  escape  from  starving  to  ” - 

“  Yah — yah  !  ”  cried  the  boys. 

“  Go  on  with  your  story,  man,”  said  Hodder  ;  “  and  cut  it 
short.  What  about  Armstrong  ?  ” 

Driven  into  a  corner,  the  man  replied  :  “  I  heard  him  tell 
Mr.  Bayliss,  not  once,  but  twice,  that  his  new  invention 
would  send  half  the  hands  about  their  business.”  There 
was  a  dead  silence,  and  all  looked  to  Jack.  He  moved  a  step 
nearer  the  man. 

“  It  is  a  lie  !  ”  he  said.  “  Men,  you  have  known  me  for 
eight  years.  I  say  it  is  a  lie.  Which  will  you  believe  ?  ” 
There  was  a  movement  and  a  murmur.  Jack  went  on, 
advancing  another  step  nearer  the  man :  “  Now,  men,  I’ll 
tell  you  another  thing.  I  know  this  man.  He  is  named 
Cardiff.  The  rogues  on  the  road  call  him  Mr.  Cardiff.  They 
also  call  him  Captain  Cardiff,  the  king  of  begging-letter 
writers.  He  is  a  rogue  and  a  thief  by  trade.  When  I  was 
a  boy  ten  years  old  he  tried  to  make  me  the  means  of 
getting  his  letters  believed.  By  telling  the  truth  I  acci¬ 
dentally  caused  him  to  be  arrested.  He  tried  to  murder 
me  for  this.  It  is  twelve  years  ago — and  in  this  very 
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place.  There  were  no  ships  there  then,  as  you  know,  and 
no  docks.” 

“  Let  me  go,”  said  Mr.  Cardiff,  trying  to  force  his  way  out. 
“  Let  me  go  !  ” 

“  Hold  him  !  ”  shouted  ILodder.  “  Hold  him  fast !  ”  There 
was  no  need  to  tell  them  to  do  that.  Stalwart  hands  were 
laid  upon  him,  and  Mr.  Cardiff  was  turned  again  to  face  his 
enemy. 

“  I  came  down  to  the  seaside,  through  the  fields,  with 
Myles  Cuolahan,  here.  I  left  him  to  go  back  to  the  town. 
This  man  caught  me.  He  dragged  me  across  the  meadows 
to  a  place  where  there  was  a  little  muddy  creek.” 

“  It’s  Esbrough  Docks,  now,”  cried  a  voice. 

“  I  know.  And  he  tied  me  to  the  wreck  of  an  old  barge 
to  drown  me  while  the  tide  came  up.  Do  you  know  what 
that  means  ?  Think  of  it.  I  was  ten  years  old.  Hour 
after  hour  he  lay  on  the  beach  to  mock  me  while  the  water 
crept  slowly  up  my  body.  Then,  by  a  miracle  I  was 
saved.” 

“  It’s  true,”  cried  one  of  the  hands,  parting  the  crowd,  and 
rushing  into  the  midst.  “  I  was  in  father’s  boat,  me  and 
Bess  was  in  it,  when  we  see  the  old  wreck  come  floating  by, 
and  the  boy  tied  on  to  it.  It’s  all  true,  chaps,  every  word’s 
true  !  ” 

The  crowd  was  as  silent  and  still  as  the  air  before  the 
breaking  of  a  great  storm. 

“  He  returns  after  ten  years,  to  poison  my  name  among 
you.  Men,  I  say  again  it  is  a  lie.  Which  do  you  believe  ?  ” 

Then  Myles  pushed  Jack  aside,  and,  by  a  dexterous  sweep 
of  his  hand,  knocked  hat,  wig,  and  whiskers,  complete,  from 
the  head  of  Mr.  Cardiff.  He  stood  revealed  an  old  man  with 
blurred  and  blotched  features,  and  a  stubbly  crop  of  snow- 
white  hair. 

Myles  held  up  his  left  fist,  not  in  a  threatening  way,  but 
as  one  who  wishes  to  call  attention  to  some  natural  beauty. 

“  Look  at  that,  man,”  he  said,  pointing  to  a  great  scar 
running  from  the  biggest  knuckle  down  the  back  of  his 
hand.  “  What  did  that  ?  ’Twas  your  teeth.  Boys,  I 
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promised  to  forgive  him  when  I’d  thrashed  him.  And  I  left 
little  Jack  with  Mr.  Fortescue,  and  I  had  no  rest  nor  peace 
night  nor  day  till  I  found  him,  and  I  fought  him.  ’Twas 
a  poor  fight  when  all  the  hitting  was  on  one  side,  but  when 
I  left  off,  bedad,  I  don’t  think  there  was  a  sound  inch  over 
his  whole  body.  Ye’re  a  bad  lot,  Cardiff  Jack ;  and  I 
thought  it  would  be  a  lesson  for  you,  ye  black,  murdkerin’, 
Saxon  thief.  And  what  will  we  do  wid  him,  boys,  now 
we’ve  got  him  safe  and  sound,  and  us  all  friends  again  ? 
Shall  we  duck  him  ?  Shall  we  drown  him  ?  Shall  we  ” - 

There  was  a  hoarse  roar  again.  “  Duck  him  —  drown 
him  !  ”  and  with  these  an  ominous  hiss  that  meant  further 
mischief. 

Norah,  who  had  taken  no  part  in  all  these  proceedings, 
stepped  quickly  forward,  and  caught  the  old  man,  who  was 
shaking  and  trembling  in  every  limb,  by  the  hand.  The 
crowd  was  quiet  again,  curious  to  see  what  she  would  do. 
She  held  him  by  the  hand,  and  motioned  them  to  silence. 

“  He  is  an  old  man,”  she  said,  “  and  helpless.  It  is  my 
father  and  my — and  Jack  Armstrong  that  he  has  injured, 
not  you.  Let  him  be  my  prisoner,  and  please  make  way  for 
us  to  pass  out.” 

The  men  parted  right  and  left,  and  the  girl  passed  through 
the  midst,  leading  her  prisoner  in  safety.  They  moved  slowly, 
because  the  old  man’s  limbs  were  trembling,  and  in  his  ears 
rang  the  threats  of  the  revengeful  mob. 

“  We  turn  here,”  said  the  girl,  “out  of  their  sight.  So 
now  I  will  take  you  by  a  short  cut  to  our  house.” 

As  they  disappeared  a  mighty  shout  reached  their  ears. 
It  was  the  fickle  mob  shouting  for  Jack,  and,  foremost  among 
the  voices,  Norah  thought  she  could  distinguish  that  of  her 
father.  This  was  very  possible,  because  that  Irishman, 
besides  being  gifted  with  an  enthusiastic  and  sympathetic 
nature  which  obliged  him  to  take  part  in  all  demonstrations 
of  joy  and  respect,  had  an  admirable,  and  even  a  trumpet¬ 
like  voice,  of  which  he  was  at  this  moment  making  the  fullest 
use,  dancing,  and  roaring,  and  waving  his  stick,  while  his 
coat-tails  hung  in  shreds  about  him.  Mr.  Cardiff  shivered 
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and  shook.  u  They’re  comnig  after  me,”  he  said.  “  They 
are  running  after  me.  They  will  murder  me.  Oh !  it  is  a 
dreadful  thing  to  be  murdered.  I  once  murdered  a  boy 

.  .  .  .  ten  years  ago.  He  took  a  long  time  to  die . 

And  ever  since  that  I’ve  had  to  go  back  once  a  year  to  look 
at  the  place  where  I  did  it.  I  went  to  sleep  before  he  was 
dead.  And  sometimes  I  think  he  isn’t  dead  at  all.”  His 
reason,  for  the  moment,  was  gone,  through  the  fear  that 
possessed  him. 

There  was  a  short  cut  through  the  narrow  streets,  which 
had  once  been  green  lanes,  to  Myles’s  cottage.  Norah  led 
him,  trembling  and  babbling,  along  these.  Then  she  took  him 
into  her  own  sitting-room,  and  placed  him  in  an  arm-chair, 
and  brought  him  a  jug  of  milk.  “  Are  you  hungry  ?  Are 
you  thirsty  ?  ” 

“  I’m  hungry  and  thirsty  both.  I’ve  got  no  money  to  pay 
my  bill  at  the  inn.  I’ve  had  nothing  to  eat  all  day,  and  nothing 
last  night  but  whisky.  Give  me  some  more  whisky.” 

“  No,  drink  the  milk.  It  is  good  for  you.” 

He  took  a  long  draught  of  milk.  Then  he  looked  up  and 
laughed — a  queer,  vacuous  laugh.  “  Give  me  some  cold 
meat,”  he  said.  “  I  don’t  know  who  you  are,  or  how  I  came 
here.  There’s  something  up,  but  I  can’t  remember.” 

She  fetched  him  cold  meat.  As  he  ate  greedily,  she  began 
to  think  of  his  wretched,  miserable,  sinful  life,  terminating 
in  an  old  age  so  ungodly  and  so  despicable.  Then  tears 
came  into  her  eyes,  and  when  her  guest  looked  up  his  hostess 
was  weeping  over  him.  He  answered  her  look  with  one  that 
might  almost  be  called  a  look  of  shame.  The  meat  had  strength¬ 
ened  him,  and  his  reason  was  returned. 

“  Don’t  cry  over  me,”  he  said  roughly.  “  Keep  your  tears 
for  some  one  worth  crying  over.  .  .  .  Lend  me  a  hat,  and 
give  me  a  little  money,  and  let  me  go.” 

She  brought  him  a  hat  of  Jack’s  and  took  out  her  purse. 
“  I  have  not  got  much  money,”  she  said,  looking  at  the  con¬ 
tents.  The  man  made  a  snatch  at  the  little  purse,  and  tore 
it  from  her  hands.  She  half  screamed,  and  then  looked  him 
boldly  in  the  face. 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


301 


“  Take  it  all,”  ske  said.  “  You  are  welcome  to  it  all — and 
more  if  I  had  it — if  only  you  will  repent  and  lead  a  better 
life.” 

He  hesitated.  Then  he  gently  placed  the  purse  back  in 
her  hands.  And  then  he  began  to  stammer :  “  I  tried  to 
ruin  Jack  Armstrong.  I  know  you  now.  You  are  Myles 
Cuolahan’s  daughter.  ...  I  wanted  to  murder  the  boy  ten 
years  ago.  ...  It  is  all  true.  .  .  .  You  saved  my  life  from 
the  men.  .  .  .  You  brought  me  here.  ...  You  gave  me 
meat  and  drink.  .  .  .  You  .  .  .  You  .  .  .”  He  bent  his 
head.  “You  shed  tears  over  me.  .  .  .  And  I  rob  you.  I 
said  I  was  a  gentleman  once.  I  was.  .  .  I  was  a  gentleman 
once.” 

The  wretched  man  left  the  purse  in  her  hands,  untouched, 
and  disappeared. 


CHAPTER  X. 


BUT  Jack  returned  no  more  to  the  works.  Nest  morning 
he  called  very  early  to  see  Mr.  Bayliss,  who  was  at 
breakfast.  Ella  was  pouring  out  tea,  and  made  a  pretty 
picture  in  her  light  morning  dress  and  fair  curls. 

“  Come  in,  Armstrong,”  shouted  Mr.  Bayliss,  in  his 
cheeriest  way,  “  come  in.  Hodder  was  here  last  night.  And 
I’m  going  to  make  an  example  of  every  man.  Hodder’s  got 
the  names  of  some  fifty.  You  may  trust  Hodder  in  every¬ 
thing  that  doesn’t  want  more  than  common  sense.  Sit  down 
and  have  some  breakfast.” 

“  0  Mr.  Armstrong  !  ”  said  Ella,  in  her  pretty,  placid  way, 
“  we  have  heard  the  whole  story.  And  you  might  have  been 
killed.” 

“Might  have  been  killed?  Would  have  been  killed,” 
said  her  father,  “  but  for  that  trump  of  a  girl,  Norah  Cuolahan. 
Countess  of  Connaught,  Prank  Perrymont  calls  her.  Gad ! 
I’d  make  her  Duchess  at  once,  if  I  had  my  will.  To  think 
of  her — Plodder  met  her,  and  told  her  he  was  afraid  there 
would  be  danger.  Instead  of  sending  for  the  police,  she  made 
Hodder  take  her  to  the  place.  She  ought  to  be  a  general  in 
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petticoats.  Armstrong,  I  drink  her  health  in  a  cup  of 
tea.” 

“Norah  is  a  brave  girl,”  said  Jack,  reddening. 

“  Will  you  take  tea  or  coflee,  Mr.  Armstrong  ?  ”  asked  Ella. 
££  Oh  !  how  I  wish  I  had  been  there !  To  do  one  brave  thing 
in  your  life,  you  know ;  it  makes  one  envious.  Two  lumps 
of  sugar  or  one  ?  Three  ?  oh  !  Mr.  Armstrong,  that  is  very 
extravagant.  I  should  like  to  have  seen  Norah  as  Hodder 
described  her.  Papa,  I  didn’t  know  before  that  Hodder  was 
so  clever.” 

“  Hodder  is  mad  about  it,  Jack.  He  was  here  last  night 
describing  the  whole  scene ;  and  if  I  did  not  know  that 
Hodder  is  the  most  sober  creature  alive,  I  should  have  said 
he  had  been  drinking.  As  it  is,  I  can  only  say  that  Hodder 
has  mistaken  his  vocation,  and  ought  to  have  been  an  actor.” 

££And  when  she  took  the  wretched  man  away  from  the 
mob,  where  did  she  take  him  to  ?  ” 

“  She  took  him  to  the  cottage,  and  gave  him  something  to 
eat.  Then  he  went  away  and  disappeared,”  said  Jack.  ££  But 
it  was  not  to  talk  about  Norah  that  I  came  up,  Mr.  Bayliss. 
It  was  to  ask  you  a  favour.” 

££  Ask  a  dozen,  my  boy,  and  you  shall  have  them  all.  I 
was  in  hopes  that  you  were  going  to  show  me  the  invention 
that  they  made  so  much  of.” 

££  Not  yet,  Mr.  Bayliss.  I  will  come  to  that  presently.” 

“Well,  let  us  talk  business.  Ella,  my  girl,  run  away  and 
blow  up  the  servants.  She  always  does  that  every  morning.” 

“  0  papa  !  ”  And  ran  away. 

“  Now  then,  Armstrong.” 

“  First,  I  want  you  to  forgive  the  hands,  who  were  goaded 
to  madness  by  that  miserable  fellow,  Cardiff.” 

“  Never,  by  the  Lord !  Out  they  go  !  ” 

“You  see,  Mr.  Bayliss,  there  are  four  hundred  of  them. 
You  can’t  punish  all.  One  is  as  guilty  as  the  other,  if  there 
is  any  guilt.  And  the  man  had  deceived  them  all  with  his 
lies.” 

“  What  did  Cuolahan  mean  by  ever  letting  you  be  mixed 
up  with  such  a  rascal  ?  ” 
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“  I  will  tell  you  the  story  as  briefly  as  I  can.”  Jack  told 
him,  beginning  from  the  time  when  he  left  the  house  of  the 
Bastables.  “  The  man  is  gone.  It  is  my  belief  that  he  will 
never  come  back  again.  The  cause  removed,  the  effect  has 
already  disappeared,  and  the  hands  were  as  demonstrative 
with  me  in  the  popular  direction  as  they  were  in  the 
other.” 

“  Forgive  them  !  ”  said  Mr  Bayliss  meditatively.  “  Forgive 
them?  Well;  it  was  not  my  intention,  I  assure  you.  But 
as  you  ask  it — you  are  the  aggrieved  party— I  don’t  well  see 
how  I  can  refuse  you.  I  will  have  them  up,  and  make  them 
a  speech,  this  very  morning.” 

“  Thank  you.  Now  there  is  another  thing.  It  is  more 
than  a  year  since  I  was  out  of  my  apprenticeship.  I  have 
worked  on  in  your  engine-room,  waiting  for  something  to 
turn  up,  and  nothing  has  yet  turned  up.” 

“Well — no,”  said  his  employer,  to  whom  Jack  was  a 
servant  whom  he  got  for  nothing.  “  I  have  not  yet  seen  my 
way — but  I  shall  before  long,  I  have  no  doubt  I  shall — to 
offering  you  a  regular  salary  and  a  leading  position.  I  have 
not  forgotten  that  in  the  old  days  your  poor  father  and  I 
were  partners.  It  was  a  sorry  business  we  had,  Armstrong; 
a  devilish  poor  affair,  as  you  may  guess.  Only  the  finding 
of  the  iron  set  me  up.” 

“  That,  and  the  working  of  the  Bavendale  seam,  I  suppose.” 

“  Ay — ay  !  ”  returned  Mr.  Bayliss.  “  That  was  the  best 
stroke  of  business  I  ever  did.  But  go  on.” 

“  What  I  came  especially  to  say  is  this :  Mr.  Fortescue, 
with  his  usual  liberality,  wants  me  to  go  to  Germany.” 

“Go  to  Germany !  What  will  you  see  in  Germany  that 
you  cannot  see  here  ? 

“  Not  much.  Our  machinery  is  better ;  our  men  are 
better ;  and  where  they  work  one  ton,  we  work  a  thousand. 
Still,  there  is  something.  Where  is  the  finest  steel  made  ?  ” 

“  In  Prussia,  confound  it !  ” — “  Yes ;  but  why  ?  ” 

“You  ought  to  know  by  this  time.” 

“  I  do  know.  But  I  want  to  go  and  see.  I  am  a  chemist, 
as  you  know,  among  other  things.” 
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“You  are  a  devilish  clever  young  fellow,  Jack  Armstrong,” 
said  Mr.  Bayliss.  “  And  you  know  everything,  I  believe.” 

“  I  know  a  good  deal  about  metals.  And  I  am  going  to 
Germany  to  learn  more.  I  am  going  to  find  out,  Mr.  Bayliss,” 
said  Jack,  his  face  flushing,  “  if  I  can,  the  way  to  make  as 
good  steel  here  as  they  make  in  Prussia.” 

Bayliss  looked  at  him  for  a  moment  with  a  sort  of  astonish¬ 
ment.  “  By  Gad !  you  are  a  plucky  young  rascal.  And 
ambitious,  I  believe.” 

“  I  told  you  before  that  I  am  ambitious.  Mr.  Bayliss,  all 
this  town,  and  all  the  land  around  it,  once  belonged  to  my 
fathers.”  Mr.  Bayliss  turned  pale.  “  That  is  all  gone  now, 
and  gone  for  good.”  Mr.  Bayliss  recovered  his  natural  colour. 
“  But  I  cannot  bear  to  think  that  I  shall  have  to  go  on  all  my 
life  as  an  employ 4.  I  tell  you  because  you  are  an  old  friend 
of  my  father’s,  and  because  you  have  been  estremely  kind  to 
me,  that  I  mean  to  be  a  master.  Mr.  Fortescue  talks  of 
giving  me  money,  but  I  have  no  claims  to  it,  and  he  has 
cousins  who  will  think  that  I  have  defrauded  them.  I  would 
rather  make  my  own  way.” 

“  It  is  an  honourable  ambition,  Jack,”  replied  Mr.  Bayliss. 
“  A  very  honourable  ambition.  It  was  my  own.  ‘  Let  me 
make  my  own  way,’  I  used  to  say,  ‘  and  show  the  world  what 
sort  of  a  man  I  am.’  Go  on,  even  if  you  clash  with  my 
interests.” 

“  I  shall  hardly  do  that,”  said  Jack. 

“  I  don’t  know.  I  am  not  so  young  as  I  was.  I  am  fifty. 
I  have  no  successor.  Perhaps — who  knows  ?  And  then  you 
will  marry  Norah  Cuolahan,  I  suppose?” 

It  was  Jack’s  turn  to  change  colour.  “I  am  afraid  not. 
I  am  sure  I  shall  not.  I  have  always  regarded  Norah  as  my 
sister.” 

“  And  as  for  a  successor,”  continued  Mr.  Bayliss,  in  a 
ruminative  manner,  “  I  suppose  you  know,  or,  if  you  do  not,  I 
may  tell  you  in  confidence,  that  I  have  always  looked  on  the 
marriage  of  my  daughter  and  Frank  Perrymont  as  the  most 
natural  way  of  carrying  on  my  works.  Frank  has  not  your 
practical  abilities,  but  he  will  learn,  and,  after  all,  the  ball 
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once  set  rolling  is  kept  up  by  the  paid  people  whose  interest 
it  is.  The  work  is,  you  know,  enormous — enormous,”  he 
added,  with  a  succulent  roll  of  his  tongue.  “  But  we  capi¬ 
talists  are  never  content.  Suppose  I  may  be  worth  a  few 
hundreds  of  thousands  now,  why  should  I  not  be  worth  a  few 
millions  ?  Jack  Armstrong,  you  will  get  in  the  swim  pre¬ 
sently,  for  you  are  a  fellow  of  determination — got  it  from 
your  mother,  I  suppose.” 

“  Was  my  poor  mother  possessed  of  determination?  ” 

“  She  must  have  been,  or  else  she  never  could  have - ” 

(“  married  your  father,”  he  was  going  to  say,  but  he  checked 
himself) — “  never  could  have  given  birth  to  you,  my  boy. 
However,  let  us  return  to  business.  You  will  go  to  Ger¬ 
many,  you  say.  Very  good.  I  cannot  stop  you.  When  do 
you  return  ?  ” 

“  I  propose  to  be  away  for  a  twelvemonth  or  so.  Mean¬ 
time,  I  am  ansious  about  Myles  Cuolahan.  Will  you  keep 
him  on  ?  ” 

“  Armstrong,  Cuolahan  is  the  most  honest  collector  I  ever 
had,  and  the  most  regular.  The  rents  come  in,  thanks  to 
his  blarney,  with  twice  the  certainty  they  used  to.  I  shall 
keep  him  on,  and  I  shall  raise  his  salary.  The  rents,”  he 
said,  “  are  a  small  matter  to  me,  of  course,  but  it  is  my  prin¬ 
ciple,  even  over  a  thousand  or  two  a  year,  to  have  things  as 
carefully  managed  as  with  the  great  works.  Cuolahan  shall 
stay.” 

“  Thank  you.  It  would  break  the  poor  fellow’s  heart, 
now  that  he  has  his  daughter  with  him,  to  give  up 
his  new  life  and  take  to  the  old.  That,  however,  would  be 
impossible.” 

“  And  Miss  Ferens  ?  ” 

“  Miss  Ferens  acquiesces  in  everything.  More  than  that, 
she  finds  she  cannot  live  altogether  apart  from  Horah,  and 
talks  of  staying  with  her  sometimes.” 

“Indeed!  Really,  I  am  astonished.  We  shall  be  glad  to 
call  upon  Miss  Ferens.  I  am  very  glad  indeed  to  learn  that 
we  are  going  to  have  Miss  Ferens  at  Esbrough.  And  when 
do  you  start,  Armstrong  ?  ” 
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“  I  start  as  soon  as  I  can  get  away — as  soon  as  you  will 
let  me  go.” 

“I  will  not  keep  you  a  minute.  I  discharge  you,”  said 
Bayliss,  laughing.  “  I  discharge  you  from  this  moment.  And 
my  dear  boy,  if  my  purse  can  ” - - 

“  Thank  you  very  much,”  said  Jack;  “but  I  only  take 
money  from  Mr.  Fortescue.  He  always  keeps  me  well  sup¬ 
plied.  And  now,  Mr.  Bayliss,  that  I  have  got  your  promise 
to  forgive  the  hands,  and  to  keep  on  Myles  Cuolahan  in  your 
employment,  and  have  obtained  my  discharge  from  the 
works,  I  think  there  is  nothing  more  to  say,  except  to 
thank  you  again.  Forgive  me  for  keeping  my  invention 
a  secret.  It  is  intended  to  lay  the  foundation-stone  of  my 
fortune.” 

They  shook  hands  and  parted.  Bayliss,  when  he  was  gone, 
sat  thinking.  The  past  was  twelve  years  old  and  more ;  it 
was  well-nigh  forgotten;  there  was  little  remorse,  pity,  or 
fear  left  after  so  many  years  of  safety  and  unsuspicion.  He 
held  the  land  which  he  had  fraudulently  acquired ;  on  it  was 
the  seam  of  iron,  and  on  it  stood  the  works  out  of  which  he 
had  built  a  gigantic  fortune :  but  he  forgot  how  he  had  ac¬ 
quired  it.  It  is  not  true,  you  see,  that  criminals  are  always 
shaking  in  their  shoes.  I  believe  that  they  go  on  comfort¬ 
ably  enough  so  long  as  the  prospect  of  being  found  out  is 
remote.  When  the  chance  appears  probable,  they  repent  and 
are  exceedingly  sorry,  just  like  the  bad  boy  at  the  reproach, 
of  the  cane.  The  law  seemed  far  off  to  Mr.  Bayliss,  and 
indeed  be  had  almost  ceased  to  believe  in  its  existence.  But 
this  young  Armstrong.  He  began  to  think  that  he  was 
getting  old.  Supposing  Frank  Perrymont  and  Ella  were  to 
marry,  the  great  works  could  never  be  improved  unless  in 
more  vigorous  hands.  This  young  Armstrong,  this  clever, 
fearless,  confident  young  fellow,  who  marched  straight  on  to 
his  goal,  whatever  it  was — why  not  marry  him  to  Ella,  in¬ 
stead  ?  And  then,  as  he  thought  of  the  lad’s  determined 
face  and  resolute  step,  he  thought  of  what  might  happen  if 

- but  no,  that  was  impossible.  Armstrong  went  back  to 

the  Cottage.  Norah  was  alone,  for  her  father  had  gone  about 
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his  collecting  business.  She  was  at  some  light  work,  sitting 
among  her  flowers  and  singing  softly  to  herself. 

Jack  sat  down  opposite  to  her,  and  was  silent. 

“  You  are  taking  a  holiday,  Jack  ?  ”  she  asked.  “  All 
wheels  and  whirr  makes  Jack  a  dull  boy.  You  shall  walk 
with  me  as  far  as  High  Street  presently,  if  you  like,” 

“  I  am  going  away,  No  rah.” 

“Going  away?  OJack!  Going  away?  And  when?” 

“  I  am  only  going  for  a  few  months,  because — for  several 
reasons.  Partly  because  I  cannot  go  back  and  work  among 
the  men  as  I  have  done.  I  have  grown  out  of  it,  Norah. 
And  there  is  another  thing :  I  want  to  follow  up  an  idea.” 

“ More  wheels,  Jack?  Oh!  when  will  you  think  about 
something  else  ?  ” 

“  What  is  better  to  think  about,  Norah  ?  Mr.  Fortescue 
approves  entirely,  and  I  am  going  to  Germany.” 

“  And  leave  me,  Jack  ?  Leave  my  father  and  ine  alone  ?  ” 

Jack’s  heart  gave  a  mighty  heave.  Among  the  wheels  that 
filled  his  brain  there  was  always  Norah’s  face ;  amid  the  din 
of  the  engines,  above  the  awful  thud  of  the  steam  hammer, 
and  louder  than  the  shriek  of  the  whistle,  was  the  sweet,  soft 
voice  of  Norah.  Not  one  of  those  voices  that  pretend  to 
be  soft,  and  so  are  spoken  low ;  but  a  voice  that  was  loud 
and  clear  as  a  bell,  and  yet  always  soft ;  as  soft  when  it 
rang  out  with  a  fighting  song,  as  when  it  wept  in  an  Irish 
ballad.  Leave  Norah?  It  was  hard. — “Leave  us  both, 
Jack?” 

“  Yes,  Norah.  I  have  been  very  happy  since  you  came. 
So  happy,  but  for  one  thing,  that  I  do  not  feel  the  same 
man.” 

“  What  is  the  one  thing,  Jack  ?  ” 

“I  will  tell  you,  some  day.  In  fact,  I  suppose  I  must. 
Yes,  Norah,  I  am  going  to  Germany;  and  I  shall  stay  six 
months,  a  year,  two  years,  as  long  as  I  have  to  stay  until  my 
problem  is  worked  out.  It  is  a  great  problem,  Norah,  and 
one  that  will  bring  me  fortune,  if  I  solve  it.” 

“  You  do  not  love  money,  Jack  ?  ” 

“  Yes  I  do,  Norah.  I  love  money  for  the  things  it  will 
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bring.  I  should  like  to  put  you  into  a  better  house,  and  to  let 

your  father  do  nothing  all  his  life  but  admire  you  ;  and - ” 

“  And  what  would  you  do  with  yourself,  Jack  ?  ” 

“  I  have  got  nothing  to  do  with  myself,”  said  Jack  gloomily. 
“  I  am  done  for  already.” 

Then  he  began  to  trifle  round  the  room,  taking  up  little 
things  and  putting  them  down  again,  hovering  round  the  girl 
like  a  moth  round  a  lamp.  She  sat  half  watching  him, 
waiting  for  him  to  speak,  but  working  away  still,  after  the 
way  of  her  sex,  with  the  air  of  being  deeply  occupied  with 
the  embroidery.  Her  hair,  lustrous  and  dark ;  the  soft 
splendour  of  her  eyes ;  the  bend  of  her  neck ;  the  divine 
shape  of  her  head  ;  her  pretty  fingers  deftly  working  in  and 
out  among  the  threads ;  the  music  of  her  voice ;  the  rustle  of 
her  dress  ;  all  these  were  so  many  magnets  which  had  attracted 
the  unhappy  young  man  till  he  could  bear  it  no  longer.  It 
was  not  his  desire  to  work  out  a  problem  which  drove  him 
away ;  it  was  not  his  invention  which  kept  him  night  after 
night  among  his  wheels ;  it  was  not  thought  of  mechanics 
which  made  him  silent  and  gloomy ;  it  was  Norah — Norah 
and  the  other  woman ;  the  siren  who  had  lulled  him  with 
flatteries,  beguiled  him  with  music,  persuaded  him  that  she 
was  beautiful  and  good,  and  coaxed  his  troth  from  him.  He 
stood  over  her,  and  he  noticed  that  her  fingers  trembled  as  she 
worked ;  for  if  he  dared  not  speak  to  her,  she  dared  not  look 
up  at  him.  He  lost  his  self-control ;  he  stooped  and  took  her 
hand  in  his ;  he  knelt  at  her  feet,  and  kissed  it  passionately. 

“  I  am  breaking  my  honour  in  speaking  to  you.  I  have 
no  right  to  tell  you  that  I  love  you,  Norah.” 

“  No  right,  Jack  ?  Why  have  you  no  right  ?  ” 

“  Because,  Norah,  you  will  hate  me.  Because  I  have  given 
away  my  word  to  another  woman.  Because  I  was  a  poor 
foolish  creature,  who  allowed  himself  to  be  cajoled  and  tricked. 
Norah,  I  love  you,  and  I  am  engaged  to  another  woman. 
Pity  me.” 

Norah’s  tears  rose  to  her  eyes.  Then  she  gently  withdrew 
her  hand,  and  tried  to  face  the  question.  “  Jack,”  she 
whispered,  “is  it  Ella  Bayliss?” — “No,”  he  answered. 
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She  was  silent  again  for  a  space.  “  Jack,  is  there  no  way- 
out  of  it  ?  ” — “  None.” 

“  Does  she  know  that  you  do  not  love  her  ?  ” 

“  She  knows.  But  she  will  not  give  me  up.  Do  not  ask 
me  any  more,  Nor  ah.” 

“  She  knows,  and  she  will  not  give  him  up,”  Norah 
repeated.  “Jack,  let  us  have  no  concealments.”  She 
placed  her  hand  on  his  arm.  “  I  love  you  too.  I  know  it 
now.  I  knew  it  the  moment  I  felt  the  touch  of  your  hand 
and  your  lips  on  my  hand.  I  love  you  as  much  as  you  can 
love  me,  and  more,  my  own,  my  hero — more  a  thousand 
times,  because  you  have  your  work  to  think  about,  and  I 
have  only  —  you.  My  poor  Jack,  we  are  very  unhappy. 
How  old  was  I  when  Miss  Ferens  took  me  away  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know,  Norah.  Four  or  five.  Such  a  little  thing. 
Such  an  affectionate  little  girl,  with  your  arms  round  my 
neck  always.  And  I  was  only  eight  or  nine.  We  slept  on 
the  same  bed — a  rough,  coarse  bed  it  was,  but  we  lay  in 
each  other’s  arms.  I  have  never  thought  about  it  until 
now,  because  I  have  always  been  so  hard  at  work.  Now  it 
all  comes  back  to  me,  the  old  time.” 

“  I  remember  a  little,  Jack,  and  all  these  years  I  have  had 
you  before  my  eyes.  I  thought  of  your  growing  up,  and 
growing  wise — my  father  told  me  all  when  he  came  every 
year  to  see  me — we  used  to  talk  about  nothing  but  you.  I 
knew  all  about  your  pony,  and  your  books,  and  how  Mr. 
Fortescue  taught  you.  And  so,  somehow,  you  were  always 
present  with  me.  When  Miss  Ferens  and  I  came  to  under¬ 
stand  each  other,  I  told  her  all,  and  she  was  jealous  of  you, 
because  she  loved  me  so  much  herself.  Let  us  tell  each 
other  everything.  You  will  not  think  me  .  .  .  unmaidenly, 
will  you,  Jack,  if  I  tell  you  all  ?  ” — “  Norah  !  ” — “  Then  my 
father  asked  me  to  come  home  to  him,  and  I  came.  It  was 
right  to  come ;  but,  Jack — I  could  only  confess  it  to  you — 
the  thought  was  in  my  mind  that  I  should  meet  you 
again.  And  I  came.  You  were  so  cold,  Jack,  when  first  I 
came.” 

“  It  was  because  I  was  afraid  of  you,  Norah.” 
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“Afraid  of  me?  0  Jack!  how  could  you  be  afraid  of 
me  ?  ” 

“  You  were  so  much  above  me.  You  were  so  different  to 
the  young  ladies  I  had  ever  seen  before.  You  were  ” - 

“  No,  Jack,  not  above  you.  Only  different  from  you.  I 
see,  now,  that  we  have  been  brought  up  to  look  at  things 
from  different  points  of  view.  That  is  not  being  above  you.” 

“  Norah,  you  do  not  know  all.” 

“  Then  do  not  tell  me  all.  And  when  my  father  kissed 
me,  Jack,  I  turned  to  be  kissed  by  my  brother,  and  he  only 
gave  me  a  timid  pressure  of  his  fingers.  Then  I  knew  that 
we  were  no  longer  brother  and  sister,  and  the  old  relations 
disappeared.  I  tried  to  keep  it  up,  Jack,  but  it  would 
not  do.” 

“  No,  Norah,  it  would  not  do.  A  veil  has  come  up 
between  us  two.  My  dear,  there  is  always  a  veil  between 
two  people  who  love  each  other,  till  they  know  the  truth, 
and  then  the  veil  is  taken  off.” 

“  Yes,  Jack  !  ”  She  made  a  little  motion  with  both  her 
hands,  as  if  to  shake  off  a  veil  from  her  face.  “  See,  Jack, 
the  veil  has  gone.  Read  me  now !  Head  my  very  soul,  if 
you  will.”  She  laid  her  arm  round  his  neck,  and  her  face  to 
his,  for  all  this  time  Jack  was  kneeling  at  her  feet.  He 
drew  her  to  him  and  kissed  her,  not  passionately,  but  sadly. 
“  Should  I  have  told  you,  darling  ?  ”  he  whispered.  “  Is  it 
not  a  double  breach  of  faith  ?  ” 

“No,  Jack!  I  thank  God  that  you  have  told  me.  Now 
I  shall  be  happier.  Tell  me  one  thing,  Jack.  Is  she  in 
Germany  ?  ” 

“No,  Norah.” 

“  Then  go,  Jack  !  go  !  It  will  give  us  time.  Let  me  kiss 
you  once,  just  as  if  I  were  a  little  girl  again.” 

She  half  rose  from  her  chair  and  threw  herself  before 
him,  her  arms  round  his  neck,  her  cheek  against  his.  It 
was  so  like,  and  so  unlike,  the  last  embrace  that  Jack  had 
received  from  Mrs.  Merrion,  that  his  heart  felt  like  lead. 
Then  she  rose.  Jack  rose  too,  and  they  stood  face  to  face, 
hand-locked. 
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“  You  see,  Jack,  now,  that  I  love  you.  I  shall  always  love 
you.  If  you  cannot  marry  me,  Jack,  never  mind.  That  is 
nothing,  now  that  I  know  that  we  love  each  other.  But 
if  anything  goes  wrong  with  you,  J ack  —  if  you  are  ever 
troubled,  ever  anxious,  ever  despondent  about  things  which 
are  not  those  of  your  wedded  life,  remember  that  I  always 
love  you,  and  that  you  must  come  to  me.  Promise  me,  dear 
Jack.” — “I  promise,  Norah.”  —  a Jack,  you  will  be  vexing 
yourself  that  you  have  told  me.  Do  not,  dear.  It  is  better 
so.  It  is  better  always  to  know  the  truth,  and  face  it ;  and 
then  we  can  do  our  duty.  You  will  try  to  give  up  thinking 
of  me,  and  then  you  will  perhaps  get  to  think  of,  and  love — 
the  other  one  ” - 

“  Norah,  I  am  always  thinking  of  her.  And  the  more  I 
think,  the  less  I  love  her.” 

“  Jack,  I  saw  the  other  day,  quoted,  two  lines  which  seem 
to  me  the  noblest  that  English  gentleman  ever  wrote.  Do 
you  know  them  ? — 

‘  I  could  not  love  thee,  dear,  so  much, 

Loved  I  not  honour  more.’  ” 

££  I  know,”  said  Jack.  £<  Norah,  I  am  glad  I  told 
you.” 

££Yes,”  said  Norah,  C£you  have  loved  me.  That  will  be 
always  something  to  think  about.  Only,  Jack,  henceforth 
it  must  never  be  spoken  of  again.  I  have  had  my  love- 
scene.  I  have  told  you  all.  Ask  me  any  question  you  like, 
and  I  will  answer  it.  But  we  must  never  again  speak  of 
love.  For  that  is  a  secret  between  us  that  must  be  hidden 
away  for  ever.” 

££  You  are  always  right,  Norah,”  said  Jack.  ££  If  you  knew 
how  contemptible  I  feel  in  your  eyes,  how  wretched  in  my 
own  you  would  ” - 

££ Nonsense,  Jack!  I  should  do  nothing.  You  must  not 
feel  contemptible.  I  ask  you  nothing.  But  I  shall  very 
soon  know  everything.  You  will  go  to  Germany.  You  will 
work.  You  will  make  yourself  famous.  Perhaps — who 
knows? — you  may  escape  from  the  fetters  that  bind  you. 
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And  then  we  can  talk  again.  But  my  Jack  will  always 
save  his  honour.” 

Jack  said  nothing,  but  kissed  her  hand  humbly,  and  left 
the  room.  Norah  heard  him  go  into  his  study  and  lock  the 
door,  and  then  she  crept  upstairs,  and  threw  herself  upon 
the  bed,  crying  and  sobbing.  Jack  loved  her — but  of  what 
use  was  his  love  when  he  was  promised  to  another?  Who 
was  that  other  ?  She  started  from  the  bed,  and  stood  think¬ 
ing.  As  she  stood,  she  heard  Jack’s  feet  in  the  little  hall. 
He  left  the  house.  She  darted  to  the  window,  just  to  look 
at  him.  She  saw  him  step  across  the  road,  and  stop  for  a 
moment  irresolute  at  the  door  of  Laburnum  Cottage.  Then 
he  walked  up  the  steps  and  knocked. 

Norah  sank  back  against  the  wall.  Good  Heavens !  He 
was  going  to  marry  Mrs.  Merrion.  There  was  no  doubt  in 
her  mind,  not  the  least.  She  had  found  out  the  truth.  All 
in  a  moment  it  flashed  upon  her.  The  other  one — the  woman 
he  was  engaged  to  marry — it  was  Mrs.  Merrion.  She 
divined  the  truth  :  she  felt  that  she  was  right.  Marry  Mrs. 
Merrion  ?  “Not,”  thought  Norah,  “  if  I  can  prevent  it.” 

Then  she  sat  down  to  think.  She  wept  no  more.  The 
spirit  of  war  was  in  her  breast ;  she  must  fight  for  her  lover ; 
she  must,  somehow,  rescue  him.  But  how  ?  She  did  not 
know.  Should  she  tell  her  father  ?  No.  Should  she  tell  Miss 
Ferens  ?  Yes :  but  it  would  be  of  little  use.  Should  she 
tell  Mr.  Fortescue  ?  Perhaps.  Mrs.  Bastable — it  suddenly 
flashed  across  her  how  Mrs.  Bastable  once  mysteriously  hinted 
at  things  going  on  which  she  should  not  allow  to  advance 
beyond  a  certain  point — that  was  Jack’s  involvement. 

“  He  shall  not  marry  her  !  ”  said  the  girl,  setting  her  lips 
together  and  flashing  her  eyes.  “  He  is  mine.” 

You  may  inflict  all  wrongs  upon  a  woman,  and  she  will 
forgive  you — except  three.  You  may  not  forsake  her  for 
another  woman ;  you  may  not  take  away  her  child  ;  and  you 
may  not  take  away  her  lover. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

JACK’S  departure,  and  the  knowledge  that  he  loved  her, 
was  to  Norah  like  the  removal  of  the  sun  from  her  sky. 
Life  grew  grey,  colourless,  and  clouded.  It  was  bad  in  the 
morning  to  rise  with  the  consciousness  that  there  would  be 
no  Jack  all  day  long,  but  it  was  worse  in  the  long  evenings, 
which  she  passed  chiefly  with  her  father.  Poor  Myles  had 
improved  himself,  taking  the  hugest  pains,  and  no  longer 
offended  in  small  matters.  But  he  was  afraid  of  his  daughter. 
It  seemed  to  him  something  inexplicable  that  he  should  be 
the  progenitor  of  such  a  girl :  he  lived  in  a  perennial  con¬ 
dition  of  awe  and  wonder :  she  belonged  to  another  world ; 
and  though  he  tried  to  be  grateful  for  so  many  mercies,  he 
was  also  constrained  in  her  presence.  At  morning  and  at 
evening  he  kissed  her  with  a  sweet  caress  to  which  his 
memory  loved  to  turn.  But  he  could  not  make  it  out.  She 
talked  to  him,  but  her  talk  was  different  to  Jack’s  :  she  poured 
into  his  mind  ideas  that  made  him  ashamed  of  his  crude 
notions,  for  he  was  quick  at  catching  new  things,  like  all 
Irishmen :  she  looked  after  him :  she  loved  him — that  was 
the  strangest  thing  of  any.  And  now  that  Jack  was  gone 
Norah  would  sit  with  him  while  he  smoked  his  pipe — and 
yet  his  evenings  seemed  lonely.  For  Myles  Cuolahan  looked 
on  his  daughter  as  a  veritable  goddess.  He  had  become 
accustomed  to  think  of  her  as  something  so  very  different  in 
his  solitary  days  and  nights  ;  and  now  that  he  had  her  with 
him  always  he  lost  the  very  materials  of  thought,  for  she 
was  a  reality  to  him.  The  house  was  silent  for  want  of 
Jack’s  step:  it  was  gloomy  for  want  of  Jack’s  laugh:  it  was 
melancholy  for  want  of  Jack  to  keep  them  talking.  And 
then,  a  fresh  complication  to  poor  Myles’s  troubles,  came 
Miss  Ferens.  She  did  not,  as  she  proposed  at  first,  give  up 
her  house  at  Bedesbury,  but  she  came  to  Esbrough  and  took 
lodgings  for  a  time.  And  she  always  seemed  to  be  in  the  house, 
this  woman  with  the  earnest  eyes  and  the  deep  voice,  in  whose 
presence  poor  Myles  could  never  force  himself  to  say  a  word. 
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Nor  ah  told  Miss  Ferens  everything.  “  He  loves  me,”  the 
girl  said  with  sparkling  eyes.  “  Why  should  he  love  me — 
he  so  clever  and  I  so  ignorant  ?  How  happy  and  grateful  I 
ought  to  be !  I  seem  to  care  nothing  that  he  has  made  it 
impossible  for  us  ever  to  marry — for  oh  !  it  is  so  pleasant 
to  feel  that  one  is  loved.  I  wonder  why  Jack  loves  me — I 
forgot  to  ask  him.  You  see  we  only  talked  about  it  for  half 
an  hour,  and  then  we  had  so  much  to  say  that  it  went  out 
of  my  head.” 

“  He  loves  you,  my  dear,”  said  Miss  Ferens  in  her  harsh 
voice,  “  because  you  are  beautiful ;  and  men  always  fancy 
beautiful  women  are  angels.  You  are  a  good  girl,  my  Norah, 
but  you  are  not  an  angel.” 

“  Am  I  pretty  ?  I  never  thought  much  about  it  till  I 
came  here.  Ella  Bayliss  says  I  am.  But  love  cannot  have 
everything  to  do  with  beauty.” 

“  No,  dear.  I  suppose  not;  though  I  know  little  enough 
about  it.  No  man  ever  paid  any  attention  to  me,  as  I  have 
often  told  you.  But  of  one  thing  I  am  quite  sure,  that  no 
really  ugly  woman  was  ever  yet  loved  by  any  man.  My 
dear,  if  a  man  wants  to  marry  he  must  get  money :  if  a 
woman  wants  to  marry  she  must  get  good  looks.” 

“  But  it  sounds  degrading  to  us  that  we  are  only  to  be 
loved  for  what  we  cannot  help.” 

“  Yes,  dear  ;  there  are  a  good  many  things  in  life  that  take 
the  conceit  out  of  us :  having  to  get  old,  being  neglected, 
having  to  die,  whether  you  like  it  or  not — all  these  things 
are  degrading.  But  on  the  whole  I  don’t  think  it  is  degrad¬ 
ing  to  be  loved  for  one’s  beauty  first  of  all — if  one  can  convert 
the  fire  of  a  passion  into  a  lasting  flame.  Norah,  dear,  I  am 
as  sure  as  a  loveless  woman  can  be  of  anything  that  there 
is  no  greater  gift  to  our  sex  than  the  steady  love  of  a  man. 
Woe  to  her  that  has  it  and  throws  it  away  !  You  have  got 
it,  my  dear,  even  though  it  be  only  like  the  spring  blossom, 
that  comes  and  falls  and  leaves  no  fruit  behind.  It  will  be 
something  to  make  you  happier  all  your  life.” 

“  I  know  who  it  is,”  said  Norah,  reddening,  “  at  least  I 
guess.  Oh !  I  know,  because  I  feel  it.  It  is  Mrs.  Merrion, 
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that  woman  of  whom  I  wrote  to  you.  I  hate  her,  Miss 
Ferens.  Do  not  tell  me  just  now  that  it  is  unchristian, 
because  I  cannot  help  it.  I  hate  her.  She  is  twelve  years 
older  than  poor  J ack  ;  she  paints  her  withered  cheeks  :  she 
dyes  her  hair:  she  wears  false  curls:  she  enamels  her  wrinkled 
forehead  :  she - ” 

“Norah!”  cried  Miss  Ferens.  “Stop,  child — stop!  Where 
have  you  learned  all  these  things  ?  ” 

“  Ella  Bayliss  told  me,”  answered  Norah,  subdued.  “  Ella 
hates  her  too,  because — oh  !  Miss  Ferens,  it  seems  too  wicked 
— the  dreadful  woman  allows  Mr.  Bayliss  and  Captain  Perry- 
mont  to  visit  her.” — “Well,  Nor  ah,  why  not?  She  cannot 
marry  everybody,”  you  know. 

“  Please  don’t  talk  about  her  any  more,  Miss  Ferens.  It 
makes  me  feel  out  of  peace  with  the  world  and  everybody 
in  it.” 

The  odd  thing  was  that  the  day  after  Jack  went  away 
Mrs.  Merrion  herself  disappeared,  taking  with  her  the 
French  maid,  and  leaving  Mrs.  Bastable  in  charge  of  the 
house.  This  good  woman,  being  quite  alone,  began  to  make 
little  deferential  visits  to  Norah,  ostensibly  to  ask  after  Mr. 
Armstrong.  She  came  in  the  morning  when  Norah  was  sure 
to  be  alone  and  able  to  receive  her.  In  consideration  of  her 
interest  in  Jack,  Norah  forgave  her  connection  with  the 
enemy  and  allowed  her  to  talk.  She  wandered  a  good  deal 
when  she  did  talk. 

“  I  remember  his  father  and  mother,  Miss  Cuolahan,  all  the 
same  as  if  it  was  yesterday.  Poor  Johnny  Armstrong  hadn’t 
much  left  of  the  property  that  he  and  his  father,  and  his 
grandfather  too,  had  all  been  making  ducks  and  drakes  of. 
Partner  he  was  of  Mr.  Bayliss,  and  they’d  got  a  little  scrap 
factory — quite  a  poor  thing.  It  was  before  my  Benjamin 
came  to  the  town,  and  I’ve  been  married  twenty  years  and 
been  separated — that  is,  I’ve  been  neither  wife  nor  maid  nor 
widow,  if  you  call  that  being  separated — for  twelve  years 
and  more.  All  Johnny  had  left — because  his  wife  told  me 
a  month  before  the  dreadful  fire,  and  she  near  her  time — was 
a  field ;  the  very  field  where  Mr.  Bayliss’s  works  stand.  That 
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was  all ;  and  when  lie  died  there  was  nothing,  and  no  relations. 
Mr.  Bayliss  behaved  handsome,  and  gave  poor  Johnny  and 
his  wife  a  decent  funeral,  poor  as  he  was.  And  then  your 
mother — Lord !  Miss  Norah,  it’s  wonderful  that  you  should 
be  her  daughter — she  took  Jack  and  brought  him  up,  and 
they  went  away,  and  I  never  set  eyes  on  him  again,  till  he 
came  to  live  with  me.” 

“  Yes,  I  know  about  it !” 

“  Ah !  Benjamin  had  found  me  out  by  that  time.  When 
we  first  kept  company  he  was  a  lawyer’s  clerk ;  come  from 
Newcastle,  he  told  me,  for  I  never  knew  any  of  his  friends : 
and  when  we  married  he  got  a  berth  in  London,  and  we  went 
to  town  to  live :  that  was  twenty  years  ago.  But  then  he 
got  into  bad  hands,  at  least  ” — she  corrected  herself — “  I 
never  speak  harm  of  the  sperruts ;  for  he  found  out  his  own 
povers  and  mine  too.  Miss  Norah,  many’s  the  time  I’ve 
read  my  Bible  and  got  no  comfort  from  it,  but  only  wretched¬ 
ness  and  misery.  For  the  leaves  open  always  in  one  or  two 
places.  There’s  the  place  where  it  says,  ‘  A  man  or  a  woman 
that  hath  a  familiar  sperrut,  or  that  is  a  wizard,  shall  surely 
be  put  to  death.’  My  dear,  I’m  sure  my  husband  and  me 
had  a  hundred  sperruts,  all  on  familiar  terms.  There’s  the 
story  of  the  woman  of  Endor  who  called  up  Samuel.  I  don’t 
know  about  him,  and  I  never  called  him ;  but  I’ve  called  up 
Peters,  and  Pauls,  and  Johns  by  the  dozen ;  and  they  came : 
and  much  good  I  got  out  of  it,  or  my  husband  either.  And 
the  wickedness  of  it.  My  dear,  did  you  ever  hear  of  a  rich 
witch  ?  No !  nor  ever  will.  I’ve  been  a  witch,  and  so  I 
ought  to  know.  And  it’s  among  the  works  of  the  flesh,  put 
with  idolatry,  envy,  hatred,  and  all  the  other  dreadful  things. 
And  so  the  rest  of  the  Bible  seems  no  good  to  me.” 

“  But  how  have  you  been  a  witch  ?  ” 

“  Don’t  ask  me,  young  lady,  for  I  can’t  tell  you.  It  was 
Benjamin’s  doing.  He  found  me  out,  and  then  I  had  no 
peace  of  my  life.  He  threw  me  into  trances  whenever  he 
pleased,  and  then  I  could  see  everything  that  went  on  every¬ 
where.  Pray,  my  dear,  that  you  may  not  be  a  clairvoyong. 
And  the  rappings  that  went  on ;  the  fingers  you  felt  in  your 
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hair  at  niglit,  and  the  things  you  saw !  Sometimes  I  think 
that  the  power  has  gone  out  of  me,  for  I  don’t  feel  now  as  I 
used  to,  long  after  Benjamin  went  away  and  left  me.  Then 
I  knew  when  he  was  thinking  of  me  by  the  terrors  that  fell 
on  me ;  and  I  followed  him  in  a  trance.  He  went  across 
the  sea  in  a  ship  ;  I  saw  him  in  a  great  town  ;  after  that,  I 
saw  him  now  and  then,  but  each  time  more  feebly,  till  at 
last  it  went  out  of  my  power  altogether.  I  don’t  think  he’s 
dead,  my  dear.  But,  oh  !  to  think  of  him  coming  back,  after 
all  these  years,  and  beginning  the  old  carryings  on.” 

“  Is  Mrs.  Merrion  his  cousin  ?  ” 

“No,  Miss  Cuolahan ;  Jenny’s  my  own  cousin.” 

“  Jenny  ?  I  thought  her  name  was  Adelaide.” 

Mrs.  Bastable  put  up  her  two  hands  in  a  serious  way,  and 
whispered:  “Hush,  Miss  Cuolahan!  Never  you  mention  it 
to  a  soul,  please,  but  her  name  is  Jenny,  plain  Jane  Susan, 
as  ever  was.” 

“  And  she  is  your  cousin  ?  ” 

“  Not  born  here,  but  away  in  Shropshire.  Yes !  my 
mother’s  sister’s  daughter.  She’s  got  money  and  I’ve  got 
none.  So  I  live  with  her  and  do  for  her.  She’s  mad  because 
the  Esbrough  ladies  won’t  call  upon  her ;  but  as  I  tell  her, 
and  it  makes  her  mad,  ‘You  know,  Jenny,  you  never  was 
a  real  lady,  and  a  nursery  governess  is  very  well  to  begin 
with,  but  it  doesn’t  make  a  young  woman  a  countess  all  at 
once.’  She  can't  bear  being  called  Jenny,  you  know.  And 
I  think  it’s  because  I  can’t  help  it,  for  the  name  is  as  pat  in 
my  head  as  the  grace  before  meat,  and  Adelaide  is  too  out¬ 
landish,  that  I’ve  got  to  stay  downstairs  when  there’s  company. 
Jenny  always  says  I’m  out,  but  that’s  rubbish.  I  make  the 
dinner.  But  she’s  a  dreadful  temper,  my  dear  Miss  Cuolahan, 
and  it’s  a  terrible  time  I  have  with  her,  one  way  and  the 
other,  and  only  my  own  sister’s  family  in  the  world  to  go  to 
if  I  leave  Jenny,  and  they  too  poor  to  help  me.  Well !  we’ve 
all  got  our  burdens,  and  when  it’s  over  we  shall  be  thinking 
of  what  we’ve  received,  and  not  what  we  haven’t  had.  There’s 
gentlemen  call  on  Jenny  enough,  I’m  sure.  Mr.  Bayliss 
drops  in  of  a  night  and  stays  talking ;  and  Captain  Perry- 
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mont,  he’s  taken  to  coming  of  an  evening  too,  to  say  nothing 
of  Mr.  Armstrong.  See,  Miss  Nor  ah,  Mr.  Armstrong’s  there 
too  often — now,  mind  I  told  you  so.  You  keep  him  away.” 

“  He  is  in  Germany,  now,  at  any  rate.” 

££  And  none  of  them  ever  come  in  the  same  evening,  which 
shows  how  clever  she  is.  There’s  more,  too ;  but  never 
mind  ;  only  it  grieves  me  to  see  poor  young  Mr.  Armstrong 
dragged  in  with  the  rest.  I  told  her  so  the  other  day.  I 
said,  £  Jenny,  do  what  you  like  with  the  old  ones.  There’s 
Mr.  Bayliss,  with  his  fat,  red  face,  and  Captain  Penymont, 
with  his  thin,  white  face.  You  can  make  fools  of  them,  if 
you  like.  But  you  don’t  make  a  fool  of  Jack  Armstrong,  or, 
as  sure  as  my  name  is  Keziak  Bastable,  I’ll  stop  it.’  I  told 
her  that  plump.  And  then  she  flew  into  one  of  her  rages.” 

“  You  told  her  that !  ”  asked  Norah  with  flashing  eyes. 

££  Miss  Cuolahan,  I’ll  tell  you  something  else.  I’m  only  a 
weak,  silly  woman,  and  my  nerves  all  gone  to  pieces  with 
the  clairvoyonging,  but  I’ve  my  feelings  like  women  that 
haven’t  been  sinful  witches.  And  once  I  loved  Johnny 
Armstrong,  your  Jack’s  father.  It  wasn’t  the  like  of  me 
that  an  Armstrong  would  many,  though  they  were  down  in 
the  world.  Not  but  what  ours  was  a  respectable  family  as 
any  in  Esbrougli,  and  my  father  parish  clerk  for  thirty 
years ;  but  we  weren’t  Armstrongs,  you  know,  we  were  only 
Kislingburys.  You  see  the  Ivislingburys’  headstones  in  the 
old  churchyard,  but  the  Armstrongs  are  mostly  buried  in 
the  church,  as  they  should,  among  the  quality.  It  was  a 
Kislingbury  that  built  the  parish  pump,  and  an  Armstrong 
that  paid  for  it — well !  I  was  young  and  foolish,  and  Johnny 
Armstrong  used  to  meet  me  at  nights,  and — there — it  seemed 
nothing  that  he  should  put  his  arm  round  my  waist,  you 
know,  and  kiss  me;  and  he  meant  nothing,  and  I  thought 
he  meant  everything.  It’s  the  way  of  men.  I  couldn’t  cry, 
because  I  had  no  place  to  cry  in,  not  even  at  night,  when  I 
slept  with  my  sister.  And  when  I  married  Bastable,  I  re'lly 
believe  it  was  because  I  wanted  to  think  over  handsome 
Johnny  Armstrong,  married,  and  dead,  and  buried,  and  to 
cry  over  him  when  I  was  alone.”  She  stopped,  out  of  breath. 
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“And  now  I’ll  go,”  she  said.  “You  won’t  say  a  word  of 
wliat  I  told  you,  Miss  Cuolahan  ?  Promise  me !  It  would 
take  the  bread  out  of  my  mouth  if  you  did.  Shh-sh !  ”  she 
whispered,  “  Jenny  hates  you.  But  don’t  you  mind.  I’ve 
got  her  tight,  and  she  knows  it.  She’s  coming  back  next 
month.” 

Mrs.  Bastable  gone,  Nor  ah  breathed  more  freely.  She 
began  to  put  things  together.  There  was,  then,  something 
wrong  about  this  woman.  She  called  herself  by  a  false 
name  :  she  deceived  people,  so  far.  And  though  the  prattling 
Bastable  woman  was  as  shallow  as  a  mountain  brook,  and  as 
disconnected  as  a  racked  heretic,  there  was  no  doubt  that  she 
had  power  over  her  cousin  and  meant  to  use  it.  So  Norah 
felt  some  of  the  weight  off  her  mind.  Should  she  tell  Jack  ? 
Should  she  tell  Miss  Ferens  ?  She  told  the  latter,  at  all 
events.  But  Miss  Ferens  was  new  to  such  things  as  wicked 
or  intriguing  women,  and  could  advise  nothing,  .except  that 
Mrs.  Bastable  should  tell  Jack  on  his  return. 

Meantime  there  were  festivities  at  which  Miss  Ferens  was 
welcome  as  one  who  belonged  to  the  best  Bedesbury  circle 
as  well  as  the  guardian  of  the  Countess  of  Connaught.  The 
autumn  was  a  time  that  brought  many  visitors  to  Esbrough 
and  its  neighbourhood.  In  Ravendale  county,  as  they  called 
it,  was  the  seat  of  the  great  and  wealthy  Earl  of  Ravendale, 
a  baronet  or  two,  with  half  a  dozen  squires  of  good  old 
family ;  then  a  clergyman,  like  Mr.  Fortescue,  who  was  also 
a  gentleman  by  birth  and  a  scholar  :  these  gave  society  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Esbrough  its  hall-mark.  And  into  those 
circles  Paul  Bayliss,  Mayor,  J.P.,  chairman  of  everything, 
had  not  yet  penetrated.  He  wanted  his  daughter  to  be  one 
of  the  county  ladies.  He  wanted  to  see  himself  invited  in 
Ravendale  county.  First,  he  tried  to  get  in  by  means  of 
Captain  Perrymont,  whose  interests  were  bound  up  with  his 
own  in  so  many  ways.  That  could  not  be  managed  on 
account  of  the  Captain’s  reserve,  Bayliss  said — really  because 
the  Captain  thought  his  quasi  partner  vulgar,  as  indeed  he 
was.  But  Bayliss  became  less  vulgar.  He  did  not  brandish 
his  wealth  in  people’s  faces ;  he  put  on  comparatively  quiet 
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manners ;  lie  could  not  help  keeping  himself  in  the  front,  but  it 
was  more  with  the  air  of  one  who  has  been  born  to  greatness, 
such  as  that  with  which  we  might  expect  of  the  son — say  of 
Lord  Derby.  The  later  manner  of  Paul  Bayliss  was  rather 
good.  He  learned  not  to  affect,  not  to  parade,  not  to  con¬ 
ceal — three  very  valuable  lessons  to  a  •parvenu.  Then  Mr. 
Fortescue,  who  liked  the  man  for  a  shrewd  common  sense, 
which  contrasted  with  his  secluded  and  scholarly  habits  but 
yet  did  not  jar  with  them,  took  him  up,  and  would  drive 
over  to  the  Hall  to  the  great  dinners.  Presently  the  great 
dinners — perhaps  through  Ella’s  influence — became  smaller 
and  quieter ;  though  Bayliss,  with  a  sense  of  fitness  which 
was  almost  artistic,  refused  to  lessen  the  magnificence  of 
service.  The  big  red-faced  successful  man,  with  the  loud 
full  voice,  seemed  in  his  place  behind  an  immense  priceless 
epergne,  and  in  the  midst  of  gold  and  silver  plate.  He  liked 
it :  he  felt  it  due  to  his  position  as  a  millionaire.  He  told 
Miss  Ferens,  truly  enough,  that  if  he  were  a  man  of  good 
birth  whose  money  had  descended  to  him,  he  should  make 
no  show.  “As  it  is,”  he  said,  “my  money  is  all  that  recom¬ 
mends  me — so  I  show  it.  I  was  just  as  able,  just  as  great 
a  man  before  I  had  my  money,  as  I  am  now,  only,  you  see, 
people  had  not  found  it  out  then.  It’s  the  framing,  Miss 
Ferens,  that  makes  many  a  picture  look  handsome.  And 
I’m  so  splendidly  framed  that,  by  George,  most  people  take 
me  for  a  picture  by  one  of  the  old  masters.” 

“  Indeed  !  ”  said  Miss  Ferens,  laughing  in  her  deep  voice. 
“  Vou  are  something  like  a  Rubens  I  have  seen.” 

Miss  Ferens  and  Norah  stayed  at  the  Hall  for  a  fortnight. 
A  baronet  called,  and  stayed  to  dinner.  More  than  that, 
the  baronet  asked  them  all  to  dine,  and  had  a  lord  in  his 
house.  So  that  Paul  Bayliss  began  to  think  that,  after  all, 
he  was  going  to  belong  to  the  upper  circles.  It  did  not  seem 
to  give  Ella  as  much  gratification  as  her  father.  Indeed,  the 
conduct  of  that  young  lady  had  not  been,  for  some  time,  all 
that  a  fond  father  could  wish.  She  was  uncertain  of  temper, 
she  had  headaches,  she  had  fits  of  gloom,  quite  unlike  the 
usual  even  tenor  of  her  shallow  way.  When  Norah  came 
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she  improved.  For  Ella  fancied  herself  in  love,  and  chose  to 
assume  injured  airs  because  her  father  still  spoke  of  Frank 
Perrymont.  She  was  in  love  with  Jack  Armstrong,  though 
Jack  had  never  addressed  his  attentions  to  her  in  any  way,  as 
Mr.  Bayliss,  who  was  acute  enough  to  see  the  reason  of  these 
humours,  very  well  knew.  At  the  same  time  he  was  not 
displeased.  It  came  more  and  more  into  his  mind  that  Jack 
was  the  man  who  would  carry  on  the  works,  while  Frank 
Perrymont  would  let  things  slide.  Perhaps,  too,  there  was 
a  secret,  half-acknowledged  thought  of  retribution  due. 

There  were  other  complications.  Frank  Perrymont,  who 
ought  to  have  fallen  in  love,  as  was  arranged  by  both 
parents,  with  Ella  Bayliss,  chose  to  think  himself  in  love 
with  Norah.  At  the  croquet  parties,  at  the  little  dances,  at 
after-dinner  musical  evenings,  it  was  with  Norah  that  he 
tried  to  get  up  a  flirtation.  As  a  noticeable  point,  Frank  was 
always  in  love.  With  Ella  Bayliss  as  a  central  figure,  at 
which  he  was  destined  some  time  or  other  to  settle,  he 
hovered  like  a  butterfly  from  flower  to  flower.  Norah 
attracted  him  more  than  any  girl  he  had  ever  met. 

“  It  is  not  her  beauty,”  he  said,  “  though  she  is  as  beautiful 
as  a  dark-eyed  Venus  of  the  Isles,  and  as  straight  as  Diana, 
but  it  is  her  voice  that  I  love.  They  say  that  a  soft  voice  is 
a  sweet  thing  in  women.  Nonsense !  I  hate  your  soft 
voices.  I  like  a  musical  voice.  Norah’s  voice  is  as  full  of 
poetry  as  a  page  of  Tennyson.  It  whispers  and  sings  all 
sorts  of  impossible  delights.  When  I  hear  it,  I  am  carried 
away  to  some  earthly  Paradise  where  it  is  always  afternoon. 
I  come  away  from  her  filled  with  strange  thoughts.  Ella 
Bayliss  is  a  beautiful  girl,  but  Norah  Cuolahan  is  more 
than  beautiful.  She  is  a  muse.  She  would  do  for  Alfred  de 
Musset’s  invisible  form  which  cheers  and  sustains  the  droop¬ 
ing  poet.” 

He  wrote  verses  for  her ;  openly,  for  airs  which  he  raked 
out  of  old  portfolios :  secretly,  poems  which  he  kept  in  his 
desk,  or  sometimes  showed  to  her.  Norah  accepted  the 
homage,  not  with  any  sense  of  what  was  meant,  but  with  the 
proud  air  of  a  woman  who  takes  whatever  gifts  men  offer  her 
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as  a  natural  tribute.  It  is  the  prerogative  of  a  goddess 
to  make  no  sign  when  the  votive  offering  is  laid  upon  her 
shrine. 

“  Norah,”  said  Ella,  “  I  see  something.  Frank  Perrymont 
is  in  love.” 

“  With  you,  dear  ?”  said  Nor  ah  calmly. 

“  No,  not  with  me  at  all,  though  papa  is  so  eager  for  it. 
He  is  in  love  with  quite  somebody  else.” 

“You  mean  me  ?  ”  asked  Norah  calmly.  “  My  dear  Ella, 
men  never  know  what  they  mean,  to  begin  with ;  and  if 
they  do,  they  always  mean  the  wrong  thing.  At  any  rate, 
I  am  not  in  love  with  Mr.  Perrymont.  And  I  think  it 
extremely  bad  taste  in  him  to  act  so  as  to  make  you  think 
him  faithless  in  his  allegiance.” 

Then  Ella  pouted,  and  was  silent  for  an  hour.  But  she 
said  no  more  about  Prank  Perrymont.  One  day,  the  young 
man  sought  his  father  in  his  laboratory.  Here,  surrounded 
by  the  shades  of  Cornelius  Agrippa,  Albertus  Magnus,  Jean 
de  Meung,  and  other  great  alchemists,  and  amid  a  thousand 
glass  bottles  and  retorts,  the  enthusiast  pursued  the  silent 
studies  which  would  lead  him  to  the  discovery  of  the  elixir 
vitae,  or  at  least  the  philosopher’s  stone. 

“  I  want  to  speak  to  you,  father,”  said  the  young  man, 
“  about  myself.  Can  you  give  me  five  minutes  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  if  you  can  wait  ten.” 

He  was  conducting  an  experiment  with  a  crucible.  Like 
the  rest  of  the  alchemists,  the  Captain  was  always  discover¬ 
ing  something  new  in  chemistry.  To  be  sure,  he  never  hit  on 
any  new  discovery  that  was  not  already  known  to  the  world, 
but  that  mattered  nothing.  He  made  a  note  of  it  in  the  big 
books  about  which  his  will  had  made  ample  provision,  and 
went  on  calmly.  It  was  just  as  if  any  one  were  to  redis¬ 
cover,  in  their  latter  days,  the  force  of  gravity,  the  laws  of 
attraction,  or  the  Copernican  system,  and  then,  after  making 
solemn  note  of  his  find,  to  issue  rigid  instructions  about 
giving  it  to  the  world  after  his  death.  The  Captain,  had  he 
found  the  elixir  vitas,  would  probably  have  abstained  from 
drinking  any  himself,  because  he  was  a  religious  man  ;  but 
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would  have  left  his  secret  behind  him,  as  his  predecessors 
did,  wrapped  in  an  obscure  enigma. 

“  Now,  Frank,  what  is  it  ?  ” 

“I  am  in  love,  sir,”  said  Frank  with  a  ingenuous  blush. 

“Yes?  It  is  a  phenomenon  natural  at  your  age.  Let 
me  see.  I  was  thirty  when  I  fell  in  love  with  your  mother, 
the  best  of  women,  and  married  her.  You  are  five-and- 
twenty,  I  suppose.  Yes,  it  is  natural.  I  hope  it  is  with  the 
right  girl,  Frank.” 

“  It  is  with  Norah  Cuolahan,  the  best  of  all  good  girls.” 

“  Norah  Cuolahan !  ”  said  the  Captain.  “  The  daughter  of 
an  Irish  rent-collector,  made  a  lady  by  education.  I  was  in 
hopes  you  were  going  to  say  it  was  with  Ella  Bayliss.” 

“  The  daughter  of  an  uneducated  scrap  factory  owner,  who 
made  himself  rich  by  good  luck,  and  made  his  daughter  a 
lady  by  ed;ication,”  retorted  Frank. 

“ Hcibet”  returned  his  father,  laughing.  “A  fair  parry, 
Frank.  But  Bayliss  and  I  have  many  things  in  common. 
We  are  both  made  rich  by  good  luck.  Before  the  iron 
turned  up,  I  had  five  hundred  a  year  and  this  house,  and 
nothing  else.  Now,  if  you  marry  Ella  Bayliss  ” - 

“  But  I  love  Norah  Cuolahan.” 

“  Does  she  love  you  ?  You  see,  love  is  a  double-barrelled 
kind  of  weapon.” 

“  ‘  II  y  a  toujours  un  qui  aime  et  un  qui  est  aime,’  ”  said 
F  rank. 

“  Don’t  throw  your  immoral  French  proverbs  at  me,  sir,” 
said  his  father.  “  Your  mother  and  I  loved  each  other,  and 
the  result  was - ” 

“Well,  sir?” 

“Well,  sir,”  said  the  Captain,  rubbing  his  nose,  “one  of 
the  results  was  yourself.  Another  was  that  your  poor  mother 
was  a  happy  woman.  A  third,  if  less  consideration,  was  that 
I  was  a  happy  man.  Now,  Frank,  there  is  no  talking, 
between  us,  of  ways  and  means.  You  shall  marry  where 
you  please,  provided  that  I  am  certain  beforehand  that  the 
young  lady  loves  you  for  yourself.  Any  girl  in  Esbrough 
would  jump  at  your  income.  I  don’t  want  a  jumping  Jenny 
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for  you.  Show  me  a  girl  who  loves  you,  as  your  mother 
loved  me,  and  you  shall  have  her.” 

“  May  I  speak  to  Norah  ?  ”  asked  Frank. 

The  Captain  sat  down  and  meditated.  “  Before  I  pro¬ 
posed,”  he  said,  “  I  found  out  that  your  mother  loved  me.  I 
was  suspicious,  so  I  watched  her  with  other  young  fellows. 
I  was  only  a  lieutenant  then,  on  leave.  I  flirted  with  girls 
— ugly  girls,  you  know,  so  as  not  to  create  any  diversion  in 
my  own  feelings ;  for  the  passion  of  love  is  as  uncertain  as 
the  weather  in  the  Channel,  and  before  you  know  where  you 
are,  you  are  blown  on  quite  another  tack.” 

“  I  suppose  ugly  girls  have  their  feelings,  sir,”  said  Frank. 
“  If  you  pinch  them,  they  squeal ;  if  you  tickle  them,  they 
laugh ;  if  you  prick  them,  they  bleed  ;  if  you  make  love  to 
them  and  mean  nothing,  they  suffer.” 

“The  boy’s  right,”  said  the  Captain.  “Gad,  Frank!  I 
believe  I’ve  been  a  great  sinner !  ”  Then  he  chuckled,  as  all 
men  do  after  fifty,  at  the  recollection  of  their  sins ;  men 
under  fifty  like  to  be  considered  gay  young  rovers  still. 
Their  wives  humour  them,  and  pretend  to  be  j  ealous. 

“Well,  sir,  I  tried  my  wife:  before  I  married  her  I  dis¬ 
covered  that  she  cared  nothing  about  anybody  else  ;  that  she 
was  jealous  if  I  flirted  :  and  that  she  had  fixed  her  heart  on 
me.  So  I  gave  her  myself ;  and  we  even  had  a  poor  half- 
dozen  years  of  happiness.  Then  she  died,  poor  thing ! — poor 
thing !  ”  The  Captain  cleared  his  throat,  and  went  on  : 

“  Now  bring  your  Norah  Cuolahan  here,  and  I  will  subject 
her  to  experiments.  Then  I  will  tell  you.  I  have  watched 
her — a  mighty  pretty  girl !  with  her  black  eyes — soft  black 
eyes,  too,  not  great  staring  black  eyes — and  her  pretty  head! 
I  am  not  so  blind  as  most  men  of  my  age  !  ” 

“  You  are  an  old  sailor,  sir,”  said  the  diplomate,  his  son. 

“  True,  Frank,  true ;  there’s  nobody  so  wise  as  an  old  salt. 
Her  voice,  too  !  ” 

“  Did  you  ever  hear  her  sing,  sir  ?  ” 

“Am  I  deaf?”  he  replied  with  huge  contempt.  “Sing¬ 
ing  ? — I  have  actually  found  the  tears  come  into  my  eyes 
when  she  sang  an  Irish  ballad.” 
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“  Did  you  ever  see  her  own  eyes  swimming  with  tears 
while  she  was  singing  ?  ” 

“  I  like  her  lips,  Frank  ;  her  ripe  rosy  lips,  like  a  rosebud! 
Gad,  sir  !  I  always  think  of  Henri  Quatre  and  the  young 
lady  who  was  going  to  be  a  nun :  ‘  Who  is  your  father,  my 
pretty  dear  ?’  asked  the  jolly  king.  ‘  I  am  the  daughter  of 
God,  sire,’  said  the  girl.  ‘Ventre  Saint  Gris!’  said  the 
king,  ‘  I’d  like  to  be  his  son-in-law !  ’  Norah  Cuolahan  is  a 
saint  when  she  sings ;  she’s  an  angel  when  she  sits  silent ; 
she’s  a  woman.  Eh,  sir  !  ” — the  Captain  began  to  walk  up 
and  down  the  room — “  she  will  be  a  woman  when  she  puts 
her  arms  round  some  lucky  devil’s  neck,  and  says,  ‘  I  love 
you !  ’  Frank,  you  dog !  if  you  get  Norah,  you’ll  be  the 
luckiest  man  alive  !  But  no  tampering  with  her  affections. 
Wait  till  I  make  my  experiments  upon  her.” 

“  Upon  my  word,  sir,”  said  Frank,  “I  believe  you  are  in 
love  with  her  yourself!  ” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  Captain,  left  alone,  sat  down  and  began  to  think. 

Was  he  in  love  with  Norah  Cuolahan?  At  his  age — 
at  fifty-five — to  fall  in  love  with  a  girl  of  eighteen  !  It  was 
so  absurd  that  he  began  to  laugh,  but  choked.  And  then 
he  turned  fiery  red,  for  he  thought  of  certain  passages  that 
had  passed  between  himself  and  another  lady — older,  it  was 

true,  than  Norah,  but  still — but  still - He  contrasted  the 

two. 

“Pshaw!”  he  cried,  pacing  the  floor  of  his  laboratory, 
“  what  can  an  old  fool  like  me  expect  but  painted  cheeks 
and  artificial  ways !  Of  course,  Adelaide  paints,  and  she’s 
full  of  airs  ;  but  she’s  a  lady — widow  of  a  general  officer,  too. 
And  little  Norah  is  the  daughter  of  a  collector  of  rents ; — a 
man  you  could  not  ask  to  dinner.  And  yet  what  would  it 
matter  ?  The  little  witch  ! — the  soft-eyed  little  witch ! 
What  a  devil  of  a  thing  it  is  to  get  old !  We  ought  to  have 
three  lives  at  least ;  and  a  beautiful  woman  in  every  one.” 
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Then  he  broke  off  the  subject  in  his  mind,  and  resumed  the 
current  of  his  thoughts,  set  steadily,  with  few  interruptions, 
in  the  direction  of  the  elixir  vitae  and  the  philosopher’s 
stone.  But  he  did  not  forget  his  promised  experiments. 

Mrs.  Merrion  came  home  again,  and  in  a  temper  which 
boded  storm.  Something  had  happened.  Outwardly,  she 
was  calm  ;  but  Mrs.  Bastable’s  experience  warned  her  that 
the  most  tranquil  weather  frequently  precedes  a  hurricane  of 
the  most  violent  kind.  Pauline  privately  imparted  to  Mrs. 
Bastable  the  fact  that  the  glass  had  been  fixed  at  “  set 
stormy  ”  for  some  days  past,  ever  since  the  receipt  of  a  letter. 
Keziah  was  not  a  brave  woman,  but  she  was  not  afraid  of 
Mrs.  Merrion  ;  and  at  the  worst  times,  when  Pauline  would 
run  shuddering  like  a  vessel  with  close-reefed  sails  before  a 
gale,  and  when  the  housemaid  would  burst  into  tears  of 
trembling  fear,  beneath  the  cascade  of  invective  which 
dropped,  instead  of  pearls,  from  this  angry  lady’s  lips,  Keziah 
would  calmly  front  the  danger,  and  reduce  her  to  silence  by 
mere  indifference  of  the  nervous  system.  A  woman  in  wrath, 
you  see,  is  like  a  woman  in  love ;  she  requires  sympathy, 
support,  and  reciprocity.  Now,  Keziah  afforded  none  of 
these  aids ;  so  that  Mrs.  Merrion,  when  Pauline  was  routed 
and  the  housemaid  reduced  to  rags,  ran  down  of  her  own 
accord.  On  this  occasion,  when  she  was  quite  spent,  Mrs. 
Bastable  asked  quietly  what  the  matter  was. 

“You  go  up  to  London  in  a  temper,  Jenny,”  she  said, 
“  and  you  come  back  in  a  temper  ;  and  I’m  sure  I  don’t 
know  why.” 

“And  I’m  not  going  to  tell  you,”  answered  her  cousin. 
“  I  suppose  I  can  be  in  a  temper  if  I  like.  I’m  my  own 
mistress.” 

Then  she  sat  down  and  wrote  a  letter.  “  My  own  Jack,” 
it  began.  “  I  received  your  note,  which  was  sent  on  to 
London  to  me,  and  was  astonished  at  the  contents.  You 
may,  if  you  please,  refuse  to  keep  to  your  written  word.  All 
the  same,  I  have  it,  and  shall  make  what  use  I  please  of  it. 
And  my  first  use  will  be  to  go  to  Mr.  Fortescue  with  it,  and 
show  it  to  him.  He  will  be  able  to  form  his  own  judgment 
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about  the  character  for  honour,  truth,  and  constancy  which 
you  will  deserve.  But  I  am  not  writing  to  threaten  you.  I 
refuse  to  accept  your  letter.  I  appeal  to  the  long  evenings 
we  have  passed  together,  to  the  words  you  have  spoken,  to 
the  kisses  which  I  feel  on  my  cheek  always,  for  I  never  loved 
anybody,  really,  except  you,  and  until  I  am  your  wife  I  shall 
always  be  your  betrothed. — Adelaide.” 

Looking  for  an  envelope  in  her  writing-table,  she  came 
upon  two  or  three  other  documents,  which  she  read  with  a 
curious  smile.  “  I  am  a  great  fool,”  she  said  to  herself. 
“  I  am  infatuated  with  this  boy,  who  will  get  tired  of  me  in 
a  week  and  make  my  life  miserable  for  me  in  a  month.  Let 
him  take  care.  If  he  does  I  can  make  his  more  miserable, 
if  I  tell  him  all.  I  am  indeed  a  fool.  What  is  the  boy  after 
all  ?  0  Jack  !  if  I  could  get  your  brown  curls  out  of  my 
heart,  I  might  be  Mrs.  Perrymont,  or  Mrs.  Bayliss — Queen 
of  Esbrough — to-morrow,  for  here  are  their  letters  to  say  so. 
But  I  can’t — I  can’t.  I  think  always  of  the  time  when  he 
threw  his  arms — his  great  strong  arms — round  my  neck, 
and  told  me  he  loved  me.  Good  honest  love  it  was  then, 
such  love  as  few  women  get ;  the  first  and  best,  and  the 
most  constant,  if  it  is  properly  handled.  And  I  think  he 
did  love  me  once,  or  was  it  only  a  kind  of  intoxication? 
Men  used  to  tell  me,  in  the  old  days,  that  I  intoxicated  them 
with  my  eyes.  I  am  getting  old  now,  but  my  eyes  remain 
the  same.  I  must  have  bewitched  him  as  I  used  to  bewitch 
all  the  rest.  I  will  marry  him — I  will.  I  will  have  neither 
the  stiff-necked  old  Captain  with  his  chemicals,  nor  the  red¬ 
faced  Bayliss,  fifty-five  if  he’s  a  day,  with  his  pompous  self- 
conceit.  I  will  have  my  Jack,  my  handsome,  my  bonny  Jack. 
And  as  for  that  JSTorah  girl,  I  wish  I  could  poison  her. 

She  looked  as  if  she  could  for  a  moment,  then  she  laughed 
in  her  hollow  way.  “Norah?  The  girl  is  a  lady,  and  I  am 
only  half  a  lady.  Well,  but  then  I  know  the  world.  She  is 
nineteen,  and  I  am  turned  five-and-thirty.  But  then  I  know 
things  and  she  knows  nothing.  Bah !  she  is  a  chit.  And 
here  I  have  Jack’s  letters.  And  if  the  worst  comes  to  the 
worst,  I  will  bring  an  action  against  him.  I  am  the  widow 
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of  General  Merrion  of  the  Confederate  Service,  formerly  of 
Louisiana.  Who  is  to  say  I  am  not  ?  I  defy  them  to  prove 
a  single  thing,  or  even  to  bring  forward  a  single  charge. 
Here  are  his  letters.  1  Dearest  Adelaide,’  1  Dearest,’  ‘  My 
own,’  all  written  on  bits  of  note-paper  and  sent  across  the 
street  in  answer  to  mine.  Jack,  my  boy,  I’ve  got  you  under 
my  thumb.  You  are  mine,  and  nobody  else’ s.  Pretty  Norah ! 
Poor  little  child.  I  shall  see  your  insolent  contemptuous 
cheeks  grow  pale,  my  dear.  I  shall  see  the  light  in  your 
eyes  grow  dim.  I  shall  watch  you  pining  away  when  you 
know  that  he  is  to  be  married,  and  married  to  me.  For  you 
love  him  ;  I  saw  you  flush  when  I  said  you  were  his  sister. 
You  love  him ;  and  for  all  your  demurity,  sleekness,  and 
purity,  Countess  of  Connaught,  you  shall  sorrow  and  be 
miserable.”  Then  she  laughed  again.  And  then  she  stopped, 
put  up  the  letters,  and  took  a  hasty  look  at  herself  in  the 
chimney-glass,  for  she  heard  the  knock  of  a  visitor.  “  Who 
is  that  ?  ”  she  said.  “  Is  it  Paul  Bayliss  ?  I  do  hope  not. 
He  is  too  insufferable.  Or  is  it  Captain  Perrymont  ?  Or  is 
it  Myles  Cuolahan  ?  I  hope  it  is  Myles.  He  is  the  one  who 
admires  me  most.  But  it  can’t  be  him.  He  only  comes 
when  his  daughter  is  out.” 

It  was  no  other  than  Captain  Perrymont,  who  entered  in 
his  quiet  and  thoughtful  way,  and  sat  down. 

“  So  you’ve  come  back,  Mrs.  Merrion.” 

“  I  have  come  back,  Captain  Perrymont.” 

“Ah!  Yes.  You’re  looking  very  well  to-night — a — a — 
Adelaide.” 

The  Captain  had  been  a  sailor,  you  see.  And  a  pretty 
woman  has  always  charms  to  a  sailor.  Besides,  he  was  going 
to  do  what  he  thought  was  a  cruel  thing. 

“Thank  you,”  she  said,  shifting  her  chair  a  little  nearer 
his.  “  Thank  you.  Yes.  I  am  very  well  indeed.  What  is 
the  matter  with  you  this  evening  ?  ”  For  Captain  Perrymont, 
sooth  to  say,  had  been  wont  to  show  more  ardour  in  his 
visits  at  the  beginning  of  an  interview,  though  he  sometimes 
slacked  off  towards  the  finish. 

“  Well,  Adelaide,”  he  began,  refreshing  himself  with  a 
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kiss,  “  I  can’t  kelp  it,  and  couldn’t  if  I  was  eighty,  instead  of 
fifty-four  and  three-quarters.  The  fact  is,  I’ve  been  thinking 
that  a  certain  letter  I  sent  you  was  a  mistake.” 

“  I’ve  got  sis  letters  from  you,”  she  replied,  “  all  kept,  and 
all  locked  up.  Which  is  the  mistaken  letter  ?  ” 

The  Captain  changed  colour.  But  he  remembered  that  he 
had  once  been  in  command  of  a  frigate,  and  encouraged  him¬ 
self. 

“  They  are  all  mistaken.  I  want  them  back.” 

“  Captain  Perrymont  asks  me  to  marry  him,”  said  Mrs. 
Merrion  softly,  addressing  the  world  in  general.  “  He  takes 
advantage  of  my  promise  to  kiss  me,  and  the  nest  minute  he 
says  it  was  all  a  mistake.” 

“  Kissing  you  !  ”  murmured  the  Captain.  “  Now,  I  put  it 
to  you,  my  dear — did  ever  a  man  find  himself  in  your  com¬ 
pany  alone  for  an  hour  without  doing  the  same  thing  ?  ” 

She  laughed.  Some  ladies  would  have  taken  it  for  an 
insult.  Mrs.  Merrion  received  it  as  a  compliment  to  her 
beauty.  Nevertheless  she  disclaimed  it. 

“  I  suppose  you  think  that  I  allow  all  the  world  to  make 
love  to  me.  You  are  mistaken  again,  Captain  Perrymont. 
But  see,  you  want  me  to  give  up  your  letters.  What  if  I 
refuse  ? ” 

“  Then  I  offer  to  buy  them  back.” 

“  That  is  frank,”  she  replied. 

“  I  like  to  call  things  by  their  right  names.  You  made  a 
fool  of  me,  and  I  am  not  going  to  marry  you.  You  have 
letters  by  which  you  can  make  a  fool  of  me  in  the  public 
courts,  if  you  like.  A  woman  looks  a  greater  fool,  however. 
Now  will  you  give  me  my  letters  back?” 

4  c  Captain  Perrymont” — Mrs.  Merrion  turned  upon  him 
quickly — “  you  are  in  love  with  another  woman.  Lord,  man, 
don’t  look  ashamed.  There  is  many  another  old  fool  in  the 
world.  You  are  in  love,  and  it  is  no  use  trying  to  hide  it, 
with  Norah  Cuolahan.”  The  Captain  answered  nothing.  “  So 
is  your  son.  But  Norah  will  never  love  him.” 

“  Will  she  not  ?  Why  not  ?  How  do  you  know  ?  ” 

“  Oh  !  I  know  many  things.  Norah  will  not  marry  your 
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son :  whether  she  will  marry  your  son’s  father  is  quite  another 
question.  She  is  poor  ;  you  are  rich  :  she  has  no  position ; 
you  are  a  gentleman  :  she  is  without  any  prospects  ;  you  will 
assure  her  future.  Upon  my  word,  Captain  Perrymont,  I 
think  you  have  a  very  good  chance.  Now,  look  here.  You 
are  wrong  in  supposing  that  I  will  sell  your  letters  to  you,  at 
least,  for  the  present.  I  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  To 
begin  with,  I  am  not  altogether  destitute,  as  you  know.  I 
have  enough  for  a  woman’s  simple  wants  ” — including  cham¬ 
pagne,  Chateau  Lafitte,  and  curacoa,  which  were  among  her 
simple  wants.  “  I  am  not  a  mercenary  woman.  When  you 
told  me  you  loved  me  ” — she  drew  out  a  pocket-handkerchief 
to  conceal  the  dryness  of  her  eyes — “  when  you  said  you  loved 
me,  I  thought  myself  a  happy  woman  at  last.  My  poor  dear 
general  was  a  good  man,  but  he  was  too  old,  and  full  of  ail¬ 
ments.  I  was  his  nurse.  I  thought  that  the  time  had  come 
when,  no  longer  a  young  woman — I  am  already  past  eight- 
and  twenty — I  was  to  have  a  husband ;  one  to  whom  I  could 
look  for  protection  as  well  as  love.  But  it  is  not  to  be.  Sir, 
Captain  Perrymont,  I  can  be  generous.  On  the  day  when 
you  tell  me  that  Norah  Cuolahan  is  engaged  to  you,  I  give 
you  back  your  letters.  But  not  before.  And  now,  sir,  good 
night.  Trifle  with  no  other  woman’s  happiness.  Go,  Captain 
Perrymont !  Go  !  and  forget  your — your — p-p-poor,  poor 
Adelaide.” 

She  fell  back  on  the  sofa  in  an  ecstasy  of  tears,  her  face 
buried  in  her  hands.  The  captain,  preserving  his  equanimity 
under  these  trying  circumstances,  saw  on  the  desk  his  own 
bundle  of  letters.  Noiselessly  and  rapidly  he  possessed  him¬ 
self  of  them,  and  slid  them  into  his  pocket.  It  was  done  in 
a  moment.  Then  he  began  to  soothe  her. 

“  My  poor  Adelaide,”  he  said.  “  I  am  grieved  indeed  that 
my  hasty  words  could  hurt  your  feelings.  Had  I  known, 
before,  that  you  were  touched  by  the  supposed  affections  of 
an  old  boy  like  me,  I  should  have  acted  differently.  You 
are  a  very  generous  woman,  by  Gad  ;  and — and — ”  here  his 
voice  choked,  for  he  thought  of  the  letters  in  his  pocket,  and 
he  was  on  the  point  of  a  chuckle,  but  refrained  in  time. 
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“  Good-bye,  Adelaide.  Let  an  old  fellow  Lave  one  more 
kiss.” 

Slie  turned  half  a  cheek  to  him,  a  very  fair  cheek,  and  the 
gallant  Captain  impressed  a  fervent  kiss  upon  it.  Then  he 
disappeared,  walking  down  the  road,  with  an  occasional  tap 
of  his  pocket  to  ascertain  the  existence  of  the  letters. 

“Well  out  of  that,  old  salt,”  he  said,  shaking  his  head; 
“  deuced  well  out  of  that !  She’s  a  pirate,  or  I’m  mistaken. 
And  to  think  of  her  finding  me  out.  There’s  Cuolahan’s 
cottage,  and  there — hang  me,  if  there  isn’t  Frank  in  the 
garden !  ” 

It  was  a  bright  moonlight  night  in  August,  about  half¬ 
past  ten.  The  Captain  stood  under  a  tree  in  the  shade. 
The  front  of  the  cottage  was  lit  up  by  the  white  moonlight. 
A  single  window,  on  the  first  floor,  was  lit  up.  In  the 
garden  sat  Myles,  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth,  while  Frank 
was  tootling  on  the  flute. 

“  It’s  lovely,  Mr.  Frank,”  said  Myles  ;  “  lovely.  When  I 
was  a  boy  at  Ennis,  where  the  fair  was — you’ll  have  heard 
of  Ennis  fair — there  was  a  boy  about  your  weight,  though  I 
think  he’d  have  doubled  you  up  with  a  shillalah,  used  to 
handle  a  flute  as  I’d  handle  a  knife  and  fork.  They  bruk 
his  head  once  over  a  wake  they  had — it  was  my  own  father’s 
first  cousin  twice  removed — and  after  that,  divil  a  chune  he’d 
play  but  £  Croppies,  lie  down :  ’  and  so,  poor  fellow,  he  got 
his  head  bruk  so  often,  that  once  he  laid  down  and  never  got 
up  again.  Kilt  entirely,  he  was.” 

Frank  was  thinking  of  Norah,  and  began  to  play  some¬ 
thing  else. 

“  The  puppy’s  serenading  her,  I  believe.” 

When  the  air  was  half  finished,  Norah’s  head  came  out  of 
the  window.  “  Know,  Mr.  Perrymont !  ”  she  said  sweetly ; 
“  my  father  has  to  get  up  early  in  the  morning ;  and  I  have 
to  get  up  to  give  him  his  breakfast.  So  you  will  not  keep 
him  out  any  longer,  I  am  sure.” 

Frank  pulled  his  flute  to  pieces,  shook  hands  with  Myles, 
and  quickly  walked  away. 

“  Ho  !  ho  !  ”  said  his  father.  “  Ho  !  ho  !  and  about  this 
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time  Adelaide  lias  found  out  about  the  letters.  Here’s  a 
good  night’s  work.” 

Adelaide  had  not,  however,  found  out  about  the  letters. 
She  swept  all  together,  Jack’s  and  the  rest,  into  a  drawer,  as 
soon  as  her  visitor  had  gone,  and  then  rung  the  bell  for  Mrs. 
Bastable. 

“Now,  Keziah,”  she  said,  in  great  good-humour,  for  the 
prospect  of  Norah’s  possible  advance  in  life  afforded  her  every 
gratification.  “  Now,  Keziah,  my  dear,  get  the  brandy  and 
water,  and  give  me  my  cigarettes,  and  let  us  have  a  talk. 
Tell  me  all  about  the  stupid  Esbrough  people.  Has  the 
curate  person  called  ?  He’s  but  a  poor  pump,  but  he  has  the 
good  taste  to  admire  me.  I  wept  over  his  last  sermon,  right 
under  his  silly  nose.  If  that  lawyer’s  wife  calls,  I  had  best 
be  civil  to  her :  lawyers  are  always  to  be  cultivated.  For  I 
am  going  to  change  my  life,  Iveziah — not  too  much  water — 
and  I  am  going  into  society  a  little  more.  That’s  right !  Now 
mix  for  yourself,  my  good  soul,  and  talk  to  me.” 

She  really  was,  as  she  said  herself,  only  half  a  lady. 

“  Some  people  would  call  this  ungentlemanly,  I  am  afraid,” 
said  the  Captain,  burning  the  letters  one  by  one  in  the  candle. 
“  But,  Lord  !  what  does  it  matter  ?  A  pretty  fool  I  should 
have  looked  in  a  witness-box  for  a  breach  of  promise.  ‘  Is 
this  your  writing,  sir  ?  Don’t  equivocate.  Answer  me,  yes 
or  no  ?  ’  ‘It  certainly  is,  my  Lord.’  ‘  Bead  it,  Mr.  Pump- 
handle.’  ‘  My  dearest  Adelaide,  I  have  been  thinking  over  you 
all  the  night,  so  that  I  hardly  had  more  than  eight  hours’ 
sleep.  When  shall  I  call  you  mine  ?  ’  Toorul-loo  !  ‘  When 

shall  I  call  you  my  own  for  ever  ?  ’  Ho !  ho !  ho !  what  a 
rage  she  will  be  in  !  ” 

Captain  Perrymont  next  proceeded  to  make  his  promised 
experiments  upon  Norah.  He  gave  an  afternoon  party,  one 
of  those  much  affected  in  the  neighboui’hood,  where  a  luncheon 
at  four  allowed  the  abolition  of  dinner  and  dress,  and  supper 
afterwards.  It  was  a  strange  old  house,  that  of  the  Perry- 
monts’.  A  tower,  like  one  of  the  Peels  of  Northumberland, 
once  a  little  fortress  near  the  coast,  had  tacked  on  to  one  side 
of  it  a  small  Elizabethan  house,  with  diamond  lattices,  tall 
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gables,  and  much  wood  carving.  This  was  now  the  servants’ 
quarters.  On  the  other  side  was  a  stately  house,  warm, 
comfortable,  and  ugly,  of  Queen  Anne’s  date,  practically 
belonging  to  Frank  Perrymont,  because  the  Captain  lived  in 
the  tower.  In  front  was  a  lawn,  and  round  the  house  stood 
what  was  called  the  park,  but  it  was  of  small  dimensions, 
though  planted  with  trees  and  laid  out  to  the  best  advantage. 
It  was  five  miles  from  Esbrough,  and  the  Captain’s  works 
were  to  be  seen,  when  the  wind  blew  from  the  west  so  as  to 
drive  the  smoke  in  the  opposite  direction,  plainly  in  the 
distance.  And  it  gave  him  no  pain  that  next  to  his  works 
stood  those  of  Mr.  Bayliss,  bigger  than  his  own,  and  belong¬ 
ing  to  a  richer  man.  He  detached  Miss  Ferens  from  the 

O 

croquet  players,  and  led  her  for  a  walk  about  the  grounds, 
talking  of  Nor  ah. 

She  is  a  prize  for  a  duke,  my  dear  Miss  Ferens,”  he  said  in 
his  grandest  manner.  “There  is  no  man  who' ought  not  to 
be  proud  in  marrying  Miss  Cuolahan — Norah,  I  may  call  her 
to  you.” 

“  She  has  not  the  accident  of  birth,”  said  Miss  Ferens, 
“  but  she  has  everything  else.” 

“  Not  fortune,  my  dear  lady.” 

“  She  will  have  all  that  I  have.  It  is  not  a  great  fortune, 
but  it  is  something.” 

“  I  wish  I  was  five-and-twenty.  It  is  hard  upon  us  old 
fellows,  Miss  Ferens,  to  see  these  angels  of  beauty,  and  feel 
that  they  are  out  of  your  reach.” 

“  Captain  Perrymont,  you  have  married  once,  and  you  have 
had  your  share  of  youth  and  beauty.  Be  content.  Besides, 
it  is  absurd  that  a  man  cannot  see  a  pretty  girl  without 
talking  nonsense  about  her.  It  would  make  you  no  happier 
if  you  could  take  Norah  in  your  arms  and  kiss  her  at  once.” 

The  Captain  gave  her  a  funny  look.  Make  him  no  happier 
to  take  the  girl  in  his  arms  and  kiss  and  cuddle  her !  Good 
heavens  !  to  think  of  the  senseless  nature  of  elderly  woman¬ 
kind. 

After  luncheon,  at  which  he  did  the  honours  in  the  most 
stately  style,  for  he  was  proud  of  being  at  the  head  of  his 
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own  table,  and  that  a  well-appointed  one,  he  left  the  rest  of 
his  guests  to  stroll  about,  and  attached  himself  to  Norah. 
Frank,  disappointed,  began  to  turn  over  music  with  Ella 
Bayliss. 

“  Play  something,  Frank,”  said  his  father.  “  My  son  plays 
the  flute  with  remarkable  sweetness,  Miss  Cuolahan — very 
remarkable  sweetness.  Did  you  ever  hear  him  ?  ” 

Frank,  bending  over  the  portfolio,  blushed,  but  no  one  saw 
him. 

“  Oh  yes  !  ”  said  Norah,  in  her  frank  way.  “  I  heard  him 
the  other  night.  He  was  spending  the  evening  with  my 
father,  and  played  to  us.” 

Ella  looked  up,  radiant.  Frank,  then,  was  in  love  with 
Norah. 

“  Come,  Miss  Cuolahan,”  said  the  Captain,  “  and  I  will 
show  you  my  den,  where  I  work.” 

He  led  her  to  the  tower.  On  the  first  floor,  raised  by  a 
dozen  steps  from  the  ground,  was  his  own  bedroom,  a  camp 
bed  standing  in  the  comer,  and  rows  of  books  round  the  walls. 
That  was  all  the  furniture,  save  a  sword  hung  above  the  bed, 
and  the  model  of  a  ship. 

“My  sword,”  said  the  Captain.  “It  hasn’t  seen  much 
fighting,  but  it  has  seen  some.  I  left  the  service  before  the 
Crimean  W ar.  Here  is  a  model  of  my  last  ship.  Ah !  she 
was  a  beauty  of  the  old  school.  Look  at  her  lines.  Look  at 
her  rig.  Look  at  her  stern.  And  to  think  that  ironclads 
have  come  into  fashion.  My  dear  young  lady,  though  I  am 
a  man  of  science,  I  am  also  a  sailor,  and  it  is  enough  to 
break  a  man’s  heart.  Come  upstairs.” 

Up  a  stair  so  steep  as  to  be  almost  a  ladder,  the  Captain 
conducted  his  guest.  She  found  herself,  at  the  top,  in  a 
circular  room  round  which  shelves  ran  laden  with  countless 
bottles.  A  few  books  lay  on  the  table  in  the  centre.  Where 
should  have  been  the  fireplace  was  a  furnace.  Curious 
diagrams  lay  about  on  chairs,  marked  with  figures  in  black 
and  red,  signs  which  might  mean  anything. 

“  You  are  looking  at  my  horoscopes,”  said  the  Captain. 

“  What  are  horoscopes  ?  ” 
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“  They  are  calculations,  founded  on  an  ancient  science  as 
old  as  the  Chaldeans,  of  which  I  am  almost  the  only  scholar 
left  in  England.  This  is  my  own.  I  calculated  it  a  few 
years  ago.  It  contains  a  prognostication  of  my  wife’s  early 
death  and  my  own  great  good  fortune.” 

“  But  your  wife  died,  and  your  fortune  came  before  the 
prognostication  was  made.  Is  that  prophesying,  Captain 
Perrymont  ?  ” 

“  What  does  it  matter,  if  the  nativity  comes  true  when  it 
is  calculated  ?  ”  returned  the  astrologer.  “  Well  now,  Miss 
Cuolahan,  here  is  your  own  nativity.  I  only  calculated  that 
a  few  days  ago.  You  are  nineteen.  You  have  all  your  life 
before  you.  Shall  I  read  it  to  you  ?  ” 

“  If  it  is  a  lucky  life,”  said  Norah,  hesitating. 

“  I  am  glad  that  you  are  not  afraid.  It  is  here.  I  find 
that  you  were  born  on  the  ” - 

“  You  were  told  all  that.  Pass  on  to  the  future.” 

“  You  will  marry.  You  will  be  happy.  I  am  not  quite  cer¬ 
tain  whom  you  will  marry.  Something  seems  to  interfere.” 

“  If  I  am  to  be  happy,”  murmured  the  girl,  “  I  know 
whom  I  shall  marry.” 

Captain  Perrymont  took  his  eye-glasses  off  his  nose  and 
laid  down  the  document.  “  Is  Miss  Cuolahan  engaged  ?  ” 
he  asked. 

“No,  sir,”  said  Norah.  “And  you  have  no  right  to  ask 
the  question.” 

“  Pardon  me.  I  have  not,”  he  returned.  “  Only,  I  am  a 
man  a  great  deal  older  than  you,  my  dear  young  lady,  and  I 
took  the  privilege  of  my  years.  Pray  forgive  me.” 

“  I  forgive  you,”  she  said,  smiling. 

“  Is — let  me  ask  a  question  or  two.  It  is  not  mere  idle 

curiosity.  Is — is - ”  The  Captain’s  power  of  making 

experiments  seemed  to  be  eclipsed  for  the  moment,  for  he 
stammered  painfully.  “  Miss  Cuolahan,  I  have  observed  a 
certain  leaning  towards  you  on  the  part  of  a — a  young  man 
—an  extremely  young  man,  in  whom  I  take  an  interest.” 

“  I  cannot  answer  enigmas,”  said  Norah. 

“  He  is  a  rich  young  man,  the  son  of  a  rich  man.” 
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“  Oh  !  then  it  isn’t - ”  interrupted  the  girl,  ungram¬ 

matically. 

“In  fact,”  said  the  Captain,  growing  desperate,  “  it  is  my 
own  son,  Frank.” 

“Captain  Perrymont,  did  your  son  ask  you  to  speak  to 
me  ?  ” 

“  No,  that  is — you  see — I  know.” 

“Then,  if  he  did  not,  I  can  answer  you.  It  is  impossible, 
absolutely  impossible,  that  I  could  ever  listen  to  your  son. 
Do  not  mistake  me.  I  like  him  very  much.  He  is  very 
nice,  and  I  am  sure  he  is  good.  But  I  could  not,  oh  !  I  could 
not  think  of  marrying  him.” 

The  Captain’s  face  beamed  with  satisfaction.  “  I  always 
thought  that  Frank  was  a  jackanapes,”  he  said.  “  He  is  too 
young,  is  he  not  ?  ” 

“Much  too  young,”  said  Norah  in  great  confusion,  and 
hardly  knowing  what  she  said. 

“  What  you  want,”  pursued  Captain  Perrymont,  “  is  an 
older,  a  steadier  man — eh  ?  one  whose  habits  are  fixed  ;  a 
man  of  good  position  :  perhaps  a  little  elderly.” 

“  Oh  !  I  don’t  know  what  I  want,”  said  Norah,  impatiently. 
“  I  want  nothing.” 

“  Miss  Cuolahan,”  he  began  again  in  a  solemn  voice. 

“I  shall  go  downstairs,  I  think,  and  join  the  others,”  said 
Norah  quickly. 

“  One  moment,  pray — only  one  moment.  Miss  Cuolahan 
— Norah,  if  the  love  of  Frank’s  father  can  make  you  happy, 
take  it  and  be  his  wife.” 

Norah  looked  him  straight  in  the  face.  She  neither 
laughed,  nor  cried,  nor  blushed.  “  I  take  it  very  kindly  of 
you,  Captain  Perrymont.  You  have  an  interest  in  me,  and 
you  think  I  am  unprotected  and  friendless.  That  is  not  so, 
indeed.  I  am  not  afraid  for  myself.  As  I  cannot  marry 
your  son,  you  think  I  might  marry  you,  just  to  assure  me  a 
home.  It  is  good  of  you ;  but  of  course  I  can  only  say  that 
I  thank  you — and — and  ” — — The  Captain  recovered  himself 
at  once.  Without  the  least  apparent  emotion,  he  opened  his 
arms  upon  the  air  as  if  to  get  rid  of  an  unpleasant  subject. 
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“  You  refuse,  Miss  Cuolalian.  Well — it  is  not  quite  what 
you  think.  I  persuaded  myself  that  I  loved  you.  I  believe 
I  do,  too,  but  I  shall  see  after  a  while.  You  are  so  pretty 
and  so  clever,  and  so  different  from  the  girls  one  meets,  that 
really  I  think  there  is  some  excuse  for  the  folly  of  an  old  boy 
like  me.  Shake  hands,  my  dear,  and  don’t  tell  Frank,  or 
anybody  else.  Well,  well.  That  is  finished.  Of  course  I 
can’t  have  two  lives,  any  more  than  other  people,  till  I’ve 
finished  my  work  here.  Then,  indeed — would  perennial 
youth  and  boundless  wealth  tempt  you,  child !  Should  you 
like  to  keep  your  health  and  beauty  and  to  have  everything 
that  gold  can  procure  for  you?  That  is  what  I  can  offer 
you,  but  not  yet,  not  yet.” 

“  That  is  your  dream,  Captain  Perrymont.  Are  you  going 
to  make  gold  out  of  those  pots  and  pans  ?  ” 

“  My  dream,  indeed.  And  as  yet  I  seem  only  on  the 
threshold.  See.  Here  are  all  the  books  ever  written — that 
I  could  hear  of — on  the  subject.  This  old  French  poet  gives 
the  secret  in  a  ballad,  but  I  am  too  thick  to  understand. 
Cornelius  gives  the  secret  in  an  enigma,  but  I  cannot  read 
it.  Albertus  tells  it  a  dozen  times  over  in  his  books  to  those 
who  have  been  initiated.  I  have  searched  everywhere  for 
the  Rosicrucians,  but  it  is  no  use.  I  have  gone  to  spirit- 
compellers,  but  their  utterances  have  helped  me  in  no  way. 
Love,  indeed,  for  me  ?  Why,  my  dear  girl,  I  spend  the 
whole  day  and  half  the  night  in  this  tower.  Some  day  I 
shall  die  here.  What  an  ass  I  am !  What  an  ass  I  am,  to 
be  sure!  And  so  you  can’t  marry  Frank,  eh?  Well,  what 
must  he  do  ?  Go  away,  to  cure  himself?  ” 

“  Not  at  all.  I  will  cure  him.  And  he  must  marry  Ella 
Bayliss.  Think  how  rich  you  will  be,  then ;  and  you  can 
lock  up  the  laboratory  door  and  go  outside  among  the  flowers 
for  the  rest  of  your  life.” 

“  Go,  girl,”  said  the  Captain,  in  good  temper.  “  Go — you 
have  no  mind  for  science.  Give  me  a  kiss,  you  wilful  queen, 
and  be  very  glad  you  said  no  to  an  old  donkey.” 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

MISS  FERENS  could  hardly  understand  the  difference 
that  a  few  months  had  made  in  Norah.  The  girl,  who 
was  only  a  girl,  had  become  a  woman :  all  her  fun  and  frolic 
had  gone  out  of  her :  she  was  grave,  staid,  sober.  Life  was 
serious  for  her,  since  the  day  when  -Jack  had  spoken.  It  is 
so  with  women  ;  love  awakens  love  :  what  was  before  only  a 
vague  inclination,  an  unsatisfied  unknown  desire,  an  incom¬ 
prehensible  restlessness,  becomes  a  fierce  flame  of  passion, 
when  the  man  has  told  what  is  in  his  heart :  and  not  before. 
Girls  do  not  fall  in  love  :  they  have  preferences :  they  think 
one  man  better  than  another :  but  not  until  the  man  they 
“  fancy,”  to  use  the  homely  phrase,  comes,  do  they  permit 
the  full  current  of  love  to  flow  through  their  veins.  Love 
springs  full  born  in  the  brain  of  a  man,  like  Athene  in  the 
brain  of  Zeus :  love,  a  tiny  infant  at  first,  in  the  heart  of  a 
woman,  stretches  out  vague  hands  here  and  there,  catching 
feebly  at  unknown  distances,  till  the  magician,  Speech,  gives 
it  knowledge,  power,  and  ripeness.  Norak  was  in  love, 
because  Jack  had  spoken.  She  had  loved  him  always,  she 
said ;  but  what  was  her  love  when  Jack  was  a  sort  of  brother, 
compared  to  that  which  now  filled  all  her  heart,  and  made 
life  a  sweet,  intelligible,  serious  whole  ?  Then  she  had 
learned  more  of  the  world.  In  Esbrough  the  grades  of  a 
society  essentially  bourgeois  amused  and  interested  her. 
Unlike  that  quiet  Bedesbury  aisle,  where  a  few  cathedral 
dignitaries  made  all  the  set,  the  Esbrough  people  had  their 
fierce  jealousies  and  bickerings.  And  they  looked  with 
jealousy  amounting  to  a  divine  wrath  on  the  girl  whose  father 
was  nothing,  positively  lower  than  nothing,  on  whom  they 
could  not  afford  to  call,  going  everywhere,  and  into  the  best. 

About  this  time,  too,  Myles  became  restless.  If  you  put 
the  Bedouin  Arab  into  a  town,  he  lies  about  for  a  few  days, 
happy  in  the  change ;  but  if  you  keep  him  too  long,  he 
begins  to  pine  for  the  fresh  free  air  of  the  desert.  Myles  had 
been  a  wanderer  and  an  Arab  for  a  good  many  years.  While 
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Jack  was  witli  him,  he  was  content  to  be  a  dweller  among 
houses, — was  proud,  too,  of  a  newly-gained  respectability; 
but  when  Jack  was  gone,  there  was  nobody,  not  even  his 
daughter,  to  whom  he  could  pour  out  his  soul.  Nor  ah  taught 
him :  in  every  action,  in  every  gesture,  in  every  word,  he 
recognised  in  the  girl  the  existence  of  a  world  of  thought,  on 
whose  threshold  he  was  standing,  with  a  sort  of  wonder  and 
curiosity.  He  learned  many  things  from  her,  but  he  could 
not  talk  to  her.  Between  her  and  himself  there  seemed  to 
be  some  hedge,  too  tall  for  him  to  look  over.  And  if  he  tried 
to  open  his  heart,  it  was  timidly,  and  with  a  fear  that  he 
should  say  something  that  would  make  her  ashamed  of  him. 
This  was  Myles’s  great  terror,  that  she  should  be  ashamed  of 
him.  Then  cam9  Miss  Ferens,  in  whose  presence  he  was  con¬ 
strained  and  stiff,  because  she  knew  the  dreadful  past. 

“  Don’t  tell  her,  Miss  Ferens,  ma’am,”  he  whispered  in  an 
agitated  voice.  “  Don’t  tell  her.”  She  knew  what  he  meant, 
and  renewed  her  promise.  And  then  there  came  upon  him, 
like  a  wave,  the  desire  to  be  once  more  upon  the  road,  if 
only  for  a  week.  He  grew  restless :  he  prowled  about  the 
house  after  dark,  instead  of  sitting  at  home,  as  he  had  been 
wont  to  do. 

“  I  can’t  help  it,  alaunah,”  he  said  one  night,  when  Norah 
came  out  and  found  him  marching  backwards  and  forwards 
in  the  road.  “  I  can’t  help  it ;  but  the  desire’s  strong  upon 
me  to  go  back  to  the  old  life.” 

“  Not,  and  leave  me,  father  ?  ” 

“  That’s  it,  my  darlin’,  that’s  what  keeps  me  here.  I  can’t 
leave  you.  It’s  ungrateful  to  think  of  it.  It’s  a  cruel  wrong 
I’d  do  you.  But  I  can’t  sleep  at  night ;  and  all  day  long  I 
think  of  the  green  fields,  and  the  road,  and  the  evenings,  and 
the  story-tellin’,  and — oh!  Norah,  my  angel  that’s  sent  by 
the  blessed  Lord  to  bring  me  to  heaven,  I’m  sickening  to  see 
them  all  again.” 

“  Then  why  not  go,  father  ?  You  can  get  a  holiday  for  a 
month.  Leave  Miss  Ferens  to  take  care  of  me,  and  go.” 

He  gasped  at  the  chance,  and  thinking,  when  he  went  to 
bed,  of  the  old  life  to  begin  again,  slept  soundly. 
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Something  happened  which  kept  him  in  Esbrough  for  a 
while.  For  one  morning,  while  Miss  Ferens  and  Norah  were 
sitting  at  work  in  Norah’ s  room,  there  came  along  the  road  a 
miserable  old  man.  A  disgraceful  old  man  ;  an  old  man  all 
in  rags,  dirt,  and  tatters ;  a  mumbling  old  man,  one  who 
shook  his  head  from  side  to  side,  and  had  protruding  lips 
that  trembled  when  he  talked  to  himself ;  an  old  man  with 
flowing  white  hair.  After  him  followed  a  tail  of  boys,  hoot¬ 
ing  and  cheering.  And  at  sight  of  that  horrible  old  man 
Norah  rushed  out  of  the  room,  and  before  Miss  Ferens  had 
recovered  her  surprise,  had  him  into  the  house,  and  on  a 
chair,  still  feebly  murmuring  and  muttering. 

“  Hush,  dear,”  she  said.  “  Don’t  say  anything.  Only  get 
me  some  milk  if  there  is  any.  It  is  the  best  thing  for  him.” 

Miss  Ferens  got  a  cup  of  milk,  which  the  poor  old  creature 
swallowed  eagerly,  and  then  looked  about  the  room. 

“  It’s  a  man  named  Cardiff,”  ISTorah  whispered.  “  It  is  he 
w’ho  tried  to  murder  Jack.  He  is  old  and  half  mad.” 

“  Cardiff’s  my  name,”  he  bawled  out  loud.  “  And  I’m  not 
ashamed  of  it.  Captain  Cardiff,  General  Cardiff,  Gentleman 
Cardiff,  Prince  of  all  the  road — Cardiff’s  my  name.”  Then 
his  voice  dropped  suddenly  to  a  whisper. 

“  He’s  after  me,  Miss  Norah — he’s  after  me  again :  all  the 
same  as  when  I  came  here  last.  Oh !  I  remember — when 
you  gave  me  food  and  drink  .  .  .  ah !  it’s  years  ago  .  .  . 
years  ago  .  .  .  years  ago.  He’s  after  me  again.” 

“He’s  dangerous,  dear,”  whispered  Miss  Ferens.  “  What 
can  we  do  for  him  ?  Can’t  you  persuade  him  to  go  ?  ” 

“  Not  yet,  dear.  Wait  a  little.” 

“  He’s  after  me,  Miss  Norah — the  boy  I  murdered.  I  can’t 
keep  away  from  Esbrough.  And  I  came  back  to  see  the 
place,  and  I  can’t  find  it.  You  know  all  about  it :  you  know 
everything.  I  tied  him  hard  and  fast,  the  pretty  boy,  to  the 
ribs  of  the  old  barge,  and  the  tide  came  up,  and  came  up, 
and  came  up — and  he  never  cried  and  never  asked  for  mercy  : 
and  I  drank  up  all  the  rum  in  the  bottle,  and  went  to  sleep 
and  forgot  him.  And  when  I  awoke  in  the  morning  it  was 
broad  daylight,  and  the  tide  was  gone  out  and  the  wreck 
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too — and  he  was  drowned.  I  murdered  him.  And  I  want 
to  see  the  place  where  I  did  it.  And  I  can’t  find  it — I  can’t 
find  it.  .  .  .  The  boys  throw  stones  at  me.  They  call  me 
names.  If  they  knew  they  would  kill  me  too.  Don’t  tell 
them  !  ”  he  cried,  in  an  ecstasy  of  terror.  “  Don’t  tell  them, 
Miss  Norah,  or  they’ll  murder  me  too.  And  I’m  too  young 
to  die — because  I  haven’t  repented  yet.  If  I  could  find  the 
place  where  I  did  it,  I  should  be  able  to  repent.  But  I 
can’t.  It  isn’t  there  :  they’ve  taken  it  away ;  and  somehow 
I  can’t  rightly  remember.” 

“  Suppose,”  said  Norah,  “  that  he  wasn’t  dead,  after  all  ?  ” 

“  Don’t  talked  damned  nonsense !  ”  he  answered  in  a  rough 
voice,  “  because  I  did  it,  I  tell  you.  Some  time  ago,  I  saw 
somebody  like  him — I  don’t  know  where :  I  think  it  was 
somewhere  near  you,  Miss  Norah.  I  remember  your  name. 
Oh  yes  !  .  .  .  .  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  I  remember  you.  You  gave 
me  cold  mutton,  and  then  I  thought  I  would  rob  you  of  your 
purse — and  did  it.  Ha !  ha !  Cardiff  Jack  must  keep  up 
his  reputation.” 

It  is  a  curious  psychological  fact  that  he  forgot  the  crimes 
he  had  actually  committed,  and  remembered  only  those  he 
had  intended  to  commit. 

“  There  was  a  young  fellow  like  little  Jack  Armstrong, 
only  big  and  strong.  I  hated  him.  I  got  the  men  to  kill 
him  with  stones.  Serve  him  right.  But  I  wish  I  hadn’t 
murdered  the  poor  little  boy.  Because  I  can’t  get  away  from 
him.  He  drives  me  always  back  here.  And  it’s  through 
him  that  I  can’t  think.  And  it’s  him  that’s  brought  me  to 
trouble.  I’ve  had  nothing  but  trouble  ever  since  I  murdered 
him.  That  was  a  bad  day,  Gentleman  Cardiff,  that  was  a 
bad  day.” 

He  went  on  maundering,  the  two  women  looking  on 
helplessly.  Presently  he  stopped,  and,  dropping  his  head 
between  his  hands,  fell  fast  asleep. 

“  What  on  earth  shall  we  do,  Norah  ?  ” 

“  We  must  send  for  the  doctor,  dear,  and  get  a  nurse.” 

They  did  so,  the  man  slumbering  tranquilly.  In  the  after¬ 
noon  the  nurse  and  the  doctor  came.  They  undressed  the 


342 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


poor  old  creature,  washed  him,  and  put  him  to  bed.  When 
Myles  came  home,  Norah  told  him  of  his  guest.  He  at  once 
proposed  that  Mr.  Cardiff  should  be  transferred  to  the  curb¬ 
stone,  to  lie  there  till  he  died. 

“  ’Tis  he,”  he  cried,  “  that  nearly  murdered  Jack.  Norah, 
have  you  got  no  love  for  poor  Jack,  that  you’ll  harbour  his 
murderer  ?  ’Tis  he  that  I  thrashed.  Look — here’s  the  cut 
I  got  against  his  teeth.  I  told  Mr.  Fortescue  that  I  would 
forgive  him  when  I’d  hammered  him,  and  not  till  then.  ’Tis 
he  that  drove  Jack  out  of  the  works  and  away  among  the 
foreigners  ;  and  Lord  knows  when  I’ll  see  him  again.  Norah, 
I  didn’t  think  it  of  you — you,  that  should  have  turned  upon 
him  and  driven  him  down  the  road  with  the  boys  throwin’ 
stones,  and  the  men  duckin’  him  in  the  horse-pond ;  you, 
that  should  have  laughed  at  every  misfortune.” 

“  Father !  ”  Norah  cried  hoarsely,  “  remember  what  you 
said  last  night.” 

“  What  did  I  say,  alaunah  ?  ” 

“You  said,  dear,  that  God  had  sent  me  to  bring  you  to 
heaven.  God  help  us  both,  if  that  is  the  way  I  have  done 
my  duty.” 

“  What  is  it  at  all,  my  daughter  ?  ” 

“  Father,  forgive  us  our  sins,  as  we  forgive  those  that  sin 
against  us  and  against  the  ones  we  love,”  said  the  girl. 

Myles  was  silent  for  a  while.  “  I  can’t,  Norah,  my  sun¬ 
shine.  I  can’t.  I’d  try  to,  but  I  can’t.  When  I  think  of 
the  night  I  wandered  about  the  shore  looking  for  Jack, 
crying  for  Jack,  and  found  him  in  the  boat  in  the  morning 
more  dead  than  alive — I  can’t,  Norah.  But  have  it  your 
own  way.  Only  don’t  ask  me  yet.  For  I  am  not  able  to  do 
it.  Let  me  see  him.” 

He  was  lying  asleep,  as  peacefully  as  a  child,  this  robber 
and  murderer.  Sleep  had  smoothed  out  the  lines  of  his  face  : 
his  mouth  was  pursed  in  a  gentle  smile. 

“  Look  at  him,”  murmured  Myles.  “  Only  to  look  at  him, 
Miss  Ferens,  that’s  the  biggest  rogue  in  all  England.  He’s 
the  king  of  rogues.  There’s  nobody  to  touch  him.  I  knew 
him  well,  once.” 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


343 


“  Mr.  Cuolahan,”  returned  Miss  Ferens,  “  do  not  recall 
too  much.” 

Myles  collapsed,  and  suffered  himself  to  be  led  away.  In 
the  middle  of  the  night  Norah  was  awakened  by  a  cautious 
step.  She  wrapped  a  dressing-gown  round  her  and  hurried 
out.  As  she  suspected,  Mr.  Cardiff,  in  the  only  robe  they 
had  left  him  with,  was  slowly  creeping  down  the  stairs.  He 
carried  a  candle.  She  followed  him.  He  went  first  into 
Jack’s  room,  which  was  pitch-dark.  Then  he  came  out, 
armed  with  a  long  chisel,  the  first  thing  he  came  across,  and 
made  for  the  kitchen.  Norah  followed  him  still,  with  a 
stiffening  of  her  nerves.  He  placed  the  candle  on  the  table 
and  began  to  hunt  about  the  room.  Norah  stepped  towards 
him,  and  caught  him  by  the  arm. 

“  What  do  you  want,  Mr.  Cardiff?  ” 

“  Drink  !  ”  he  replied ;  “  drink  !  Give  me  drink.  I  will 
have  it !  ” 

“  There  is  water,”  she  said,  pouring  him  out  a  glass  from 
a  jug.  “  Drink  that.” 

“  Put  some  rum  in  it.  Put  some  rum  in  it.  I  will  have 
it.  I  know  who  you  are.  You  are  Miss  Norah.  I  know 
well.  I  forget  how  I  know.  It’s  night,  and  there’s  no  one 
else  in  the  house.  Give  me  rum,  or  I  will  kill  you.” 

“  You  will  not  kill  me,”  replied  the  girl,  looking  him  full 
in  the  face.  “  And  I  will  not  give  you  any  spirits.  Go  to 
bed,  Mr.  Cardiff,  and  be  ashamed  of  yourself.” 

“  I  must  have  drink.  Give  me  beer,  give  me  whisky,  give 
me  rum,  give  me  anything.  I  must  have  it.  Drink  makes  me 
young  :  drink  makes  me  forget :  drink  makes  me  remember  : 
drink  makes  me  happy.  Give  me  drink,  I  say.” 

“  You  had  best  not  raise  your  voice,”  said  Norah,  “  or 
you  will  wake  my  father.” 

“  The  nurse  is  asleep,”  he  went  on,  chuckling  to  himself. 
<c  I’ve  been  in  hospitals,  and  I  know  a  nurse  when  I  see  her. 
She’s  asleep,  and  here  I  am.  Now  then,  I’m  not  afraid  of 
you.  Give  me  the  drink,  before  I  get  desperate.” 

“  Mr.  Cardiff,”  she  replied,  “  you  are  an  old  man.  Think 
how  you  murdered  the  little  boy — the  poor  little  boy.” 
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“  I  want  to  forget  it.  Where  is  the  bottle?  ” 

“You  cannot  forget  it.  Every  day  he  follows  you:  every 
night  you  hear  his  voice  at  your  bedside  :  you  see  his  eyes  in 
the  darkness.”  He  groaned,  and  dropped  the  chisel.  Norah 
adroitly  put  her  foot  on  it,  and  drew  it  under  the  folds  of 
her  dress. 

“  You  have  that  crime  upon  your  mind.  The  time  will 
come  when  you  will  be  laid  upon  a  sick-bed,  unable  to  move. 
You  will  have  no  drink  there  :  you  will  be  unable  to  escape 
the  voice  of  conscience:  you  will  be  ill,  weak,  and  dying. 
And  that  boy’s  murder  will  be  heavier  than  any  lead.  And 
there  will  be  no  one  to  help  you.”  He  stood  shivering  in 
every  limb.  “  And  you  want  to  bring  another  murder  upon 
your  head.  Wretched  man  !  is  not  one  enough  ?  ” 

“  It  is  too  much.  Oh !  for  mercy’s  sake,  help  me  to 
forget.” 

“  I  will.  Kneel  down  with  me,  and  say  what  I  say.” 

They  knelt — this  poor  old  hardened  tramp,  on  whose  con¬ 
science  every  conceivable  crime  lay  like  a  leaden  cowl,  and 
the  fresh,  innocent  girl,  who  knew  nothing  of  sin  but  what 
she  had  read.  They  knelt,  and  the  old  villain,  whose  mind 
was  weak  and  wandering,  seemed  to  remember  something 
about  the  talisman  of  virtue  and  innocence,  for  he  followed 
in  a  low  voice,  and  word  for  word,  while  she  pleaded  for 
mercy  and  forgiveness.  When  she  had  finished,  she  rose. 

“  God  hears  all  we  say.  You  have  told  God  that  you 
repent,  and  are  sorry.  Take  care  you  tell  him  no  lies,  or  it 
will  be  worse  for  you.  Go  now  to  bed,  and  sleep.  To-night 
you  need  have  no  fear.  Come  upstairs  softly,  for  fear  of 
waking  the  house.” 

She  had  no  fear  of  the  man  who  a  few  minutes  before 
would  have  murdered  her,  and  led  the  way,  clothed  in  her 
long  white  robe,  her  bare  feet  glistening  upon  the  stair- 
carpet,  her  long  hair  flowing  free  ;  and  the  man  following 
her  unclad  and  bent,  feeble  and  unsteady,  wondering  and 
dazed.  She  watched  him  get  into  bed,  and  sat  down  by  the 
side  of  it.  He  tossed  and  moaned.  The  foolish  nurse  in  her 
easy-chair  slept  steadily  and  comfortably.  Norah  laid  her 
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hand  upon  his  eyes,  whispering,  “  God  has  heard  our  prayer. 
Think  only  that  you  repent,  and  sleep  in  peace.”  He  turned 
his  face  upon  the  pillow  —  was  it  in  faith,  or  was  it  in 
fatigue  ? — and  slept  again.  When  the  nurse  awoke,  Norah 
left  him,  and  went  to  bed.  But  in  the  morning  they  found 
their  patient  in  a  fever,  and  raving.  Norah  told  the  doctor 
what  had  happened. 

“  My  dear  young  lady,  you  might  have  been  murdered. 
The  man  has  got  delirium  tremens.” 

So  Myles  had  to  put  off  his  holiday,  and  watched  by  the 
bedside  of  his  enemy,  who  fought  and  wrestled  with  the 
devils  that  possessed  him.  After  a  week  he  suddenly  got 
better,  and  began  to  talk.  Norah,  listening  to  his  foolish 
prattle,  heard  him  go  backwards  through  his  life.  He  began 
with  his  evil  life  on  the  road,  and  talked  wild  nonsense  which 
she  did  not  understand.  After  a  time  he  began  to  talk  of 
the  army :  then  of  Oxford — when  Norah  discovered  that  he 
was  a  gentleman  by  birth :  and  then  of  school  life.  And 
then  he  stopped :  seemed  to  recover  his  senses :  picked  up 
his  strength,  and  asked  to  be  allowed  to  dress  and  walk 
about  again.  They  dressed  him  and  brought  him  downstairs. 
He  was  now  the  most  delightful-looking  old  man  possible  to 
imagine.  His  hair  was  long,  and  of  that  soft,  creamy  white 
which  is  almost  pathetic  ;  his  mouth  was  singularly  soft  and 
sweet ;  his  eyes  were  of  a  limpid  blue ;  there  were  no  ugly 
lines  about  his  face ;  his  nose,  which  had  been  swollen  with 
drink  before  his  illness,  was  fine  now,  and  delicate  in  its  shape; 
his  chin  was  sharp  and  cleanly  shaped ;  his  face  was  smooth- 
shaven.  Strange  to  say,  too,  his  manners  were  perfect, 
though  a  little  deferent  and  hesitating.  This  was  explained 
presently,  when  they  understood  that  his  memory,  having 
carried  him  faithfully  back  to  the  period  when  he  was  fourteen 
years  of  age,  stopped  there,  and  left  the  after  part  of  his  life 
a  blank.  Mr.  Cardiff  was  only  a  boy  of  fourteen.  What  had 
happened  after  that  age  he  forgot ;  could  not  possibly  recall 
— made  no  effort  to  recall — not  any  more  than  a  boy  at  Eton 
could  try  to  think  of  a  possible  past  future,  a  paulo-post  future , 
in  which  he  was  sixty.  They  called  him  Mr.  Cardiff,  but  he 
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made  no  reply.  This  astonished  them  ;  but  after  discovering 
gradually  what  had  befallen  him,  Miss  Ferens  thought  of 
asking  him  his  name. 

“  I  am  Arthur  Vyvyan  Dimsdale,”  he  answered,  with  the 
sweetest  possible  blush. 

“We  must  call  him  Arthur,”  said  Norah.  “Father,  you 
see  that  we  have  a  new  member  of  our  family.” 

There  was  no  fear  of  him ;  the  doctor  told  them,  that  such 
as  he  was  now,  he  would  probably  remain  till  the  end  came ; 
he  showed  no  vices — he  spoke  gently  and  nicely — he  drank 
water  by  choice — he  was  delighted  to  be  sent  on  messages — 
he  would  go  and  buy  things  for  them — he  wTould  dig  in  the 
garden,  and  manifested  a  fine  taste  for  flowers ;  only  he  could 
not  bear  the  sight  of  a  book,  and  never  wanted  to  read  any¬ 
thing.  When  any  one  noticed  him,  he  would  blush  and 
laugh,  like  a  sensitive  boy  ;  he  never  lost  his  temper — never 
was  discontented,  never  sulky.  “  Altogether,”  as  Miss  Ferens 
said,  “  the  only  boy  that  was  ever  tolerable.”  No  one  in 
Esbrough  recognised  in  him  the  fine  delegate  from  the  United 
States  who  egged  on  the  workmen  to  attack  young  Mr.  Arm¬ 
strong  ;  nor  did  any  of  the  boys  remember  him  in  the  grue¬ 
some,  tottering  old  man  they  had  chivied  through  the  streets 
as  joyously  as  the  children  in  Mansoul,  since  the  deliverance 
of  that  city,  are  reported  to  chivy  any  unfortunate  waif  and 
stray  from  the  camp  of  Diabolus. 

Once  Norah  was  reading  from  a  paper  an  account  of  some 
cruel  deed.  The  “  boy  ”  interrupted  her.  “  Norah,”  he  said, 
“  don’t  read  any  more.  How  can  people  be  so  wicked  ?  It 
is  too  dreadful  to  think  of.”  Evidently  a  carefully  and 
delicately  reared  boy. 

Then  Myles,  this  event  having  turned  out  satisfactorily, 
grew  restless  again.  He  was  ashamed  of  his  restlessness ; 
tried  to  put  it  down  to  the  score  of  ill-health,  which  was 
absurd,  as  he  had  never  a  day’s  illness  since  the  well-nigh 
fatal  attack  of  delirium,  and  made  his  own  life  a  burden  to 
himself.  Miss  Ferens  watched  him  with  keen  eyes. 

“Men  are  so,”  she  said  to  Norah.  “We  are  content  to  go 
on  quietly,  the  days  following  one  another  placidly,  with  no 
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change.  But  men  are  different :  they  want  excitement  and 
change.  I  have  read  that  men  in  colonies  and  quiet  country 
towns  go  mad  sometimes  for  want  of  variety  in  their  lives.” 

“  What  am  I  to  do  ?  ”  asked  Norah.  “  I  talk  to  him ;  but 
it  never  seems  to  me  that  I  talk  with  him.  He  listens,  and 
that  is  all.  My  poor  father !  can  we  not  send  him  somewhere 
all  by  himself?” 

“  We  will  let  him  do  what  he  likes  for  a  month,”  said  Miss 
Ferens,  who  had  a  quiet  talk  with  Myles;  the  result  being 
that  he  slipped  out  of  the  house  one  fine  morning  in  October, 
his  faithful  old  stick  in  his  hand,  and  a  bag  at  his  back 
containing  his  simple  toilette  materials,  and  disappeared, 
leaving  the  cottage  in  charge  of  Miss  Ferens  and  Norah — 
and  the  boy,  now  the  most  docile,  quiet,  and  genial  of  all  boys. 
After  a  week  he  came  back  again,  a  little  weather-beaten 
about  the  face,  his  grizzled  locks  a  little  longer,  and  with  an 
expression  of  the  most  profound  disappointment. 

Norah  asked  no  questions ;  but  after  dinner,  over  his 
coffee,  Myles  opened  his  heart,  “  Norah,  my  princess !  you 
haven’t  asked  me  why  I  came  back  so  soon.” 

“We  waited  for  you  to  tell  us,  father.” 

“  I’ve  nothing  to  tell,  Norah  ;  that  is,  I’ve  everything  to 
tell,  but  I  don’t  know  how  to  tell  it.  I’ve  been  to  the  old 
places  and  among  the  old  people,  my  friends  in  the  days 
when  I  was  a  licenced  hawker.  They  are  the  same,  but  I  am 
different.  I  can’t  go  there  any  more.  It’s  all  you  and  Jack, 
I  suppose.  The  life  that  I  have  been  thinking,  for  the  last 
six  months,  so  full  of  pleasure  and  delight,  is  gone  from  me. 
I  can’t  enjoy  it  any  more.  What  have  you  done  to  me, 
alaunah  ? 

“  I  found  the  cottagers  glad  to  see  me,  but  their  ways  are 
coarse  and  rough.  Fancy  me,  Myles  Cuolahan,  finding  any¬ 
thing  coarse  and  rough.  They  came  to  their  doors  to  wel¬ 
come  me  ;  they  gave  me  their  best,  poor  things,  but  I  did 
not  enjoy  it.  They  wanted  me  to  sing  and  tell  them  stories, 
and  I  was  glum  and  uncomfortable.  Then  I  went  into  the 
towns.  Norah,  my  dear,  Miss  Ferens,  you  won’t  need  to  be 
told  that  I  couldn’t  stand  the  towns.  It  was  all  over 
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again.  There  was  another  Cardiff  Jack — I  beg  your  pardon,” 
he  turned  to  “  the  bov.” 

4/ 

“  Why  do  you  beg  my  pardon,  Mr.  Cuolahan  ?  ”  answered 
the  young  gentleman  with  the  grey  hair.  “  I  do  not  know 
any  Cardiff  Jack.” 

“  No,  I  suppose  you  don’t,”  returned  Myles,  with  a  smile. 
“How  should  you?  Well,  there  was  our  old  friend,  and 
there  was  another,  General  Duckett,  and  some  other  rogues 
and  villains,  trading  on  honest  people.  And  to  think  that 
once  I  sat  down  among  them  all,  thinking  no  wrong,  and 
never  troubled  my  head  about  what  they  did,  nor  how  they 
lived,  provided  they  were  good  company.  There  were  women 
among  them.  God  forgive  me,  Norah.  But  when  I  thought 
of  you  and  Miss  Ferens  here,  and  the  things  I  have  heard 
from  you  both,  I  could  have  got  up  and  left  the  house.  It’s 
sick  and  sad  I  am  to  think  of  what  the  world  is  like.  And 
me  to  be  in  it  so  long,  and  never  to  know  it  tillnow.  I’ve 
done  with  roaming.  Henceforth  I  sit  at  home,  if  the  Lord 
will.” 

He  was  silent  for  a  while.  Then  he  got  up,  and  went  into 
Jack’s  workshop,  whither  presently  Norah  followed  him. 
He  was  sitting  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth  on  a  wooden  stool, 
in  an  attitude  of  profound  reflection.  Norah  crept  behind 
him,  unseen,  and  laid  her  hand  on  his  forehead. 

“  It’s  only  you,  darlin’  Norah  ?  ” 

“  Only  me,  father,”  she  replied,  pulling  back  his  head,  and 
kissing  him  between  the  eyes. 

“  I  am  a  pretty  sort  of  man  to  have  a  daughter  like  you.” 

“  Don’t,  father ;  you  make  me  unhappy  if  you  talk  like 
that.” 

“  I’ve  got  all  that  a  man  can  ask  for.  I’ve  got  a  daughter 
that’s  the  queen  of  all  women.” 

“  If  you  say  that  again  I  will  ...  I  will  take  your  pipe 
out  of  your  mouth.” 

“  It’s  gone,  Norah,”  he  replied,  setting  it  on  the  lathe. 
“  It’s  gone.  I’ve  got  the  best  of  all  daughters,  and  the  best 
of  all  sons,  though  he’s  gone  away  among  the  foreigners, 
and  I’m  not  content.  I  must  needs  hanker  after  the  old 
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wild  life.  0  Norah,  Norah !  if  you  knew  all  tlie  shame  and 
degradation  of  it  all.  .  .  .  That  you  can  never  know.” 

“  You  were  never  shamed  and  degraded,  father.” 

“  Not  in  any  way  you  can  think  of,  dear.  But  yet  .  .  . 
But  yet  .  .  .  Norah,  will  you  hear  your  father’s  confession  ?  ” 

“  No,  dear,  I  would  rather  not.” 

“  Yes,  Norali,  for  I  can’t  be  happy  while  I  think  there  is  a 
secret  about  me  you  might  find  out.  Listen,  dear,  and  kiss 
me  afterwards  if  you  can.  I  was  once  a  great  drunkard.  It 
was  years  ago.  Jack  knows  it.  He  wTas  only  nine  years 
old ;  but  he  saved  your  life.” 

“  Jack  saved  my  life  ?  ” 

“  He  saved  your  life,  my  dear  ;  but  it  was  your  father  who 
wanted  to  take  it.” 

“  0  father  !  I  cannot  believe  it.” 

“  It  is  true,  Norali ;  it  is  the  truth  of  the  blessed  Gospels. 
Don’t  think  that  I  did  not  love  you  always.  God  knows  I 
did.  But  I  was  mad  with  the  drink  ;  and  one  night  I  got  up 
more  mad  than  ever,  in  the  middle  of  the  night.  I  saw  you 
and  Jack  asleep  in  the  moonlight  in  each  other’s  arms,  and 
I  took  the  poker  to  kill  you  both.” 

“  Poor  Jack!  ”  said  Norah. 

“  Then  I  crept  across  the  room — I  remember  it  all  so  well, 
though  I  was  mad — the  poker  in  my  hand,  and  you  two,  the 
sweet  little  children,  sound  asleep  before  me.  To  think  of 
it,  Norah,  to  think  of  it.  .  .  .  Was  my  heart  stone?  Was 
my  mind  filled  with  the  devil  ?  .  .  .  And  I  remember  I 
loved  you  both  all  the  time  I  was  going  to  do  it.  And  then 
God  waked  up  Jack.  He  stood  in  front  of  me,  my  brave  boy, 
his  eyes  fearless,  just  as  he  stood  before  the  raging  workmen 
two  months  ago.  .  .  „  And  he  said  nothing,  only  he  took  me 
by  the  aim  „  .  .  Why,  it  might  have  happened  yesterday, 
so  well  I  remember  it  all.  .  .  It  was  the  blessed  ...” 

“  Not  the  Blessed  Virgin,  father.” 

“No,  I  forgot  I  was  a  Prodesdan  then  :  but  whoever  it  was, 
it  was  some  one  who  made  me  take  the  pillow  for  you,  and  I 
murdered  that  entirely  with  the  poker.  ...  0  Norah,  Norah  ! 

.  .  .  And  the  next  thing  I  remember  was  a  long  day,  which 
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seems  a  year,  and  then  I  was  leaning  out  of  the  window,  when 
Miss  Ferens,  God  bless  her,  pulled  me  back  by  the  coat-tails, 
and  you,  that  I  thought  I  had  murdered,  was  laughing  and 
crowing  in  my  arms.  My  darling,  my  Norah.  .  .  .”  He 
sprang  to  his  feet,  and  clasped  her  in  his  arms.  .  .  .  “  When 
I  think  of  it  all  at  night,  I  cannot  do  anything,  since  you 
taught  me  the  way,  but  go  down  upon  my  knees,  and  praise 
God  for  all  His  mercies.” 

“  My  poor  father  !  ”  said  Nor  ah.  “  And  Miss  Ferens  knows 
all?” 

“  She  knows  everything,  and  she  said  she  wouldn’t  tell ; 
and  Jack  knows  everything,  and  he  pretends  he  has  forgotten. 
Norah,  forgive  me.” 

“  There  is  nothing  to  forgive,  father ;  but  I  am  thankful 
to  you  for  telling  me.” 

“  It  has  been  on  my  mind  ever  since  I  went  away  all  the 
last  week.  I  have  seen  again  the  wretchedness  that  the 
drink  does  among  the  people.  I  had  almost  forgotten  it, 
Norah.  I  took  the  pledge  the  day  after  from  Father  Mathew 
himself,  and  I’ve  kept  it  ever  since ;  but  that  is  not  enough. 
Do  you  think  I,  too,  could  do  something  for  the  unhappy  men 
and  women,  like  myself,  who  destroy  and  waste  their  lives 
with  the  poison  that  the  public-houses  sell  them  ?  ” 

“  Think  it  over,  father.  Why  should  you  not  ?  ”  But 
think  it  over,  and — and — father — you  have  told  me  all,  and 
I  am  glad,  because  I  honour  you  now  ten  times  as  much  as 
ever  I  did  before.  But  don’t  talk  of  it  any  more.  Don’t  let 
me  hear  about  it  again.  It  is  a  past  horror.  It  is  a  great 
sin,  repented  of,  and  forgiven.” 

“  You  think  that  God  forgives  such  sins  ?  ” 

“  Is  there  any  sin  that  God  will  not  forgive  ?  Father,  we 
are  Christians.” 

“Yes,  but  you  have  never  sinned.” 

“  0  father !  don’t  say  that.  You  do  not  know  the  heart 
of  a  girl,  or  you  would  not  say  it.  Leave  off  thinking  me 
your  queen,  as  you  call  it.  Think  of  me  only  as  your  daughter, 
full  of  faults,  and  only  trying  to  do  her  best,  and  .  .  .  and 
.  .  .  go  on  loving  me.  It  is  love  that  I  want.” 
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“  And  love  that  you  have,  my  angel  from  Paradise.  We 
all  love  you.  I  love  you  with  all  my  heart,  for  I  think  of 
you  every  hour  of  the  day ;  I  dream  of  you  every  hour  of  the 
night ;  all  my  life  is  yours,  Norah.  When  I  pray  to  God,  it 
is  for  my  daughter,  who  is  taking  me  to  heaven  with  her.” 

“  Father,  father,  I  don’t  deserve  it.” 

“When  I  thank  God,  it  is  for  you;  and  Jack  loves  you 
too.” 

“  Ah  !  yes,”  murmured  the  girl,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears, 
“  Jack  loves  me  too.” 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

MISS  FERENS  stayed  on  in  Esbrough.  For  the  first  time 
she  was  in  a  life  of  reality.  This  was  what  the  books 
talked  of,  the  crowd  of  workers,  the  hive  of  bees,  that  seemed 
from  a  distance  to  hum  so  harmoniously,  and  yet  were  so  full 
each  of  his  own  personal  hopes,  envies,  jealousies,  and  fears. 
It  is  by  the  blending  of  all  these  notes — there  are  not  a  great 
many  in  the  gamut  of  human  passion — that  the  harmonious 
effect  is  produced.  It  amused  the  lady,  come  into  the  busy 
manufacturing  town  from  her  quiet  cathedral  city,  to  watch 
what  she  could  of  all  its  humours ;  she  admired  the  arrogant 
kindliness  of  Paul  Bayliss,  the  quiet  assumption  of  his  rank 
by  Captain  Perrymont ;  she  saw  how 

“  All  conditions  and  all  minds 

(As  well  of  glib  and  slippery  creatures  as 
Of  grave  and  austere  quality)  tender  down 
Their  services  to - ” 

these  two  mighty  princes.  And  then  she  turned  her  eyes 
homewards,  and  saw  with  amazement,  as  well  as  with  interest, 
the  little  comedy  that  was  being  played  before  her  own  eyes, 
in  which  Norah  took  the  principal  part,  and,  in  the  absence 
of  Jack,  Frank  Perrymont  was  the  hero.  The  plot  of  the 
play  was  that  Norah  had  set  herself  to  persuade  Frank  to  be 
in  love  with  Ella  Bayliss;  and  if  this  were  done,  another 
difficulty  remained  behind,  to  persuade  Ella  to  accept  Frank. 
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The  Captain  did  not  think  proper  to  tell  his  son  the  result 
of  his  “  experiments  ”  with  Norah,  and  on  being  questioned, 
gravely  replied  that  Frank  had  better  make  his  own  experi¬ 
ments  for  himself,  which  the  young  man  proceeded  to  do  in 
the  manner  usual  among  suitors.  For  he  called  at  the  cottage ; 
he  made  a  particular  friend  of  Myles  Cuolahan ;  he  waylaid 
Miss  Ferens  and  bestowed  bouquets  upon  that  lady,  to  her 
intense  amazement ;  he  wrote  verses  with  the  most  ardent 
breath  of  passion,  and  offered  them  at  the  shrine  of  the  adored 
one.  Norah,  inexperienced,  save  by  the  teachings  of  that 
instinct  which  never  fails  a  woman,  in  the  arts  of  flirtation 
and  modern  courtship,  at  first  paid  little  heed  to  what  she 
thought  would  be  a  passing  fancy.  But  it  was  no  passing 
fancy,  and  Frank  Perrymont,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
was  serious.  Ella  Bayliss  saw  it  with  the  mixed  delight 
which  comes  of  having  what  you  want  and  yet  not  getting  it 
your  own  way.  Most  things  in  this  world  are  so,  chiefly 
because  so  many  unreasonable  people  want  exactly  the  same 
thing  as  ourselves.  You  see,  it  was  not  altogether  pleasant 
to  think  of  an  old  admirer  going  over  to  another  woman, 
even  although  the  desertion  seems  to  leave  the  coast  clear 
for  other  and  more  desirable  arrangements.  Fortunately,  Ella 
did  not  know,  nor  did  any  one  know,  the  whole  extent  of  the 
desertion.  Only  Norah  knew,  and  she  was  silent  about  it. 

“  Why  do  you  bring  me  these  verses  ?  ”  she  asked  one  day, 
receiving  a  sheet  of  rhymes  addressed  to  “  Aura,”  which  the 
fond  swain  adopted  because  it  could  so  easily  be  changed,  on 
occasion,  into  Norah.  “  I  am  the  worst  of  critics,  Mr.  Perry¬ 
mont,  even  if  you  are  the  best  of  poets.  Do  you  want  me 
to  tell  you  the  faults  and  the  beauties  of  the  verses  ?  They 
seem  to  me  rather  weak,  you  know,  though  they  are  certainly 
pretty.  Have  I  not  seen  most  of  the  lines  before,  or  some 
of  them  ?  All  the  new  poets  seem  to  me  to  make  up  their 
poems  bit  by  bit,  cento  fashion,  out  of  the  old  ones.  Perhaps 
the  old  ones  did  the  same  out  of  the  older  ones.” 

“  I  do  not  want  you  to  criticise,”  said  Frank,  rather  hurt 
at  this  plain  speaking.  “  Can  you  not  see  that  I  try  to 
throw  my  soul  into  my  verse  ?  ” 
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“Yes,  I  see  that,”  said  Norah  pitilessly.  “Do  not  you 
think  it  rather  selfish  of  young  verse-writers  to  expect 
sympathy  from  the  world  because  they  try  to  throw  their 
soul  into  their  rhymes  ?  ” 

“  I  do  not  expect  sympathy  from  the  world.  I — I — hoped 
that  I  might  get  it  from  you.” 

She  hardened  her  soul.  He  had  her  sympathy,  because 
he  looked  so  longing  and  so  unhappy,  but  she  would  not  tell 
him  so. 

“  But  suppose,  Mr.  Perrymont,  that  I  do  not  want  to  read 
your  soul  ?  I  have  many  things  to  think  of  and  to  do.  On 
the  whole,  I  have  not  time  to  read  into  the  souls  of  more 
than  a  few  people.  I  like  to  know  what  my  dear  Susan  is 
thinking  of,  and  what  my  father  feels  about  things — and — 
but  that  is  nearly  all.” 

“  Is  there  no  way,”  asked  Frank,  “  to  touch  your  heart  ?  ” 

“  My  heart,”  repeated  Norah  with  a  quick  flush.  “  It  is 
touched  by  everything,  I  think.  Do  you  mean  that  I  am 
cold  and  selfish  ?  ” 

“  Not  selfish  :  only  cold — cold  to  me.” 

Norah  hesitated  a  moment.  Then  she  replied,  without 
shame  or  blushing — “  Not  cold,  Frank  Perrymont,  because  I 
take  a  great  interest  in  you ;  but — I  do  not  know  whether 
you  are  only  practising  a  little  flirtation  with  me  ” - 

“No;  a  thousand  times  no  !  ” 

“  I  believe  you  are  not,  because  I  know  you  are  a  gentle¬ 
man,  and  because,  though  I  do  not  think  your  verses  very 
good,  they  seem  to  me  to  show  something  of  your  character. 
Then,  Frank  Perrymont,  I  will  answer  you  before  you  have 
questioned  me.  You  want  to  make  love  to  me.  Do  not.” 

“  Why  not,  Norah  ?  Let  me  call  you  Norah  for  once.” 

“  You  may  call  me  Norah  all  your  life,  if  it  will  give  you 
any  pleasure.  But  do  not  ask  me  to  love  you,  because — 
because  I  cannot.” 

“You  cannot!  0  Norah!  you  think  you  cannot.  It  is 
the  caprice  of  a  girl.  Woman’s  love  rises  to  meet  love: 
woman’s  passion  sleeps  till  her  lover  wakens  it.  Let  me 
only  love  you,  and  trust  that  you  will  soon  love  me.” 
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Slie  shook  her  head.  “No,  Frank.  It  is  impossible.  You 
mistake  altogether.  My  poor  boy,  you  would  be  miserable 
with  me.  You  are  led  astray  by  some  blindness.  It  is  not 
me  you  love  at  all.  It  is  another  girl.  You  have  written  so 
much  verse  that  your  Aura,  whom  you  describe  there  with 
black  eyes  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  seems  to  your  brain  to 
resemble  me.  Leave  the  world  of  fancy  and  come  back  to 
the  world  of  fact.  Tell  me,  were  you  not  in  love  with  some 
one  else  before  you  saw  me?”  Frank  said  nothing.  “I  am 
sure  of  it.  I  saw  it  the  first  time  I  met  you.  And  I  know 
who  it  is.  Frank  Perrymont,  it  is — shall  I  tell  you  ?  ” 

“  What  does  it  matter  ?  ”  he  answered  stupidly. 

“  It  is  Ella  Bayliss.  Long  before  you  knew  me,  Ella’s  face 
was  in  your  thoughts,  Ella’s  eyes  before  your  own.  I  am 
certain  of  it.  Tell  me  truly,  was  it  not  so  ?  ” 

“  I  once  thought  I  loved  her.” 

“  Then  you  love  her  still,  and  what  you  were  going  to  say 
to  me  was  the  wilful  treachery  of  love.  Frank  Perrymont, 
you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself.” 

“  But  I  do  not  love  her  still,”  he  answered  passionately. 
“  She  is  not  like  you.  Norah,  I  love  you.  I  live  in  the 
divine  tenderness  of  your  voice.  I  see  all  the  depths  of  love 
in  your  eyes — I  feel  ” - - 

“You  feel  all  the  unreal  rapture  of  a  poet  who  sets  up  an 
ideal,  my  poor  boy,”  she  said,  with  the  superiority  of  nineteen 
over  four  and  twenty.  “  You  wanted  a  peg  :  Ella  Bayliss — - 
the  girl  you  love — must  be  wooed  and  won  in  proper  fashion, 
and  as  girls  ought  to  be,  through  the  permission  of  her  father, 
and  then  you  would  see,  what  is  it  ? — I  quote  your  own  words 
— her  love  rising  to  meet  your  love  :  her  sleeping  passion 
wakened  by  your  words.  Frank  Perrymont,  what  have  I 
done  or  said  that  you  should  make  me  your  Lesbia,  your 
Chloe,  your  Dulcinea?  I  think,  sir,  you  have  insulted  me.” 

“  No,  Norah  !  no.” 

“  Then  you  have  made  a  great  mistake  about  me.  You 
have  fancied  that  I  was  a  girl  to  step  between  you  and  your 
bride-presumptive.  Why  did  you  think  so  ?  ” 

“  Good  heavens  !  You  talk  as  if  I  were  in  love  with  Ella.” 
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“  You  have  just  told  me  you  thought  you  were  in  love  with 
her.  Men  who  fancy  they  are  in  love  with  girls  and  make 
them  fancy  so,  and  then  go  off  to  somebody  else,  do  not  seem 
to  me  worth  having.  Mr.  Frank  Perrymont,  if  I  were  to 
listen  to  you — which  is  impossible,  quite  impossible,  and 
always  was — in  a  week  you  might  be  in  love  with  Ella  again. 
I  do  not  like  will-o’-the-wisps.” 

Frank  was  silent  and  confused.  The  girl’s  sharp  wit  caught 
him  at  all  points.  “  I  was  wrong,”  he  said  at  last.  “  Give 
me  my  verses,  Norah.” 

“  No,  I  shall  keep  your  verses,  because  they  are  pretty,  and 
I  do  not  often  get  pretty  verses  written  all  for  my  own  special 
criticism.  But  you  shall  have  a  copy,  if  you  will,  to  give  to 
Ella.”  He  held  his  peace.  “  To  give  to  Ella,  Mr.  Perrymont. 
You  hear  me  ?  ” 

“Yes — no,  I  mean,  Miss  Cuolahan.  Undoubtedly  I  hear 
you.” 

“  I  am  glad  we  have  dropped  the  Christian  names,  because 
I  do  not  think  we  are  going  to  be  friends  at  all.  I  am  a  girl 
inexperienced  in  the  world,  Mr.  Perrymont,  as  you  know,  and 
only  belonging  to  society  on  a  sort  of  sufferance,  which  our 
friends  in  this  town  would  very  soon  put  an  end  to,  if  they 
could,  but  I  like  a  man  to  be  honourable  in  his  court  to  a 
woman.” 

“You  say  that  I  am  dishonourable  ?  ” 

“  Do  not  let  us  quarrel,”  she  returned  with  a  grave  smile. 
“  You  see,  if  I  were  a  man,  we  could  fight.  No,  fighting  is 
gone  out  of  fashion.  Gentlemen,  nowadays,  I  believe,  swear 
largely,  and  bang  out  of  the  room.  You  will  hardly  do  that 
with  me.  I  am  going  to  speak  my  whole  mind.  Now  listen, 
my  young  poet,  and  I  will  tell  you  something  about  women, 
which  you  may  put  into  verse,  and  it  will  be  a  great  deal 
more  poetical  than  unreal  raptures  about  impossible  passion. 
Women  very  seldom  fall  in  love  of  their  own  accord  with  any 
one.  We  are  brought  up  as  if  passion  was  not  in  existence. 
Fathers  and  mothers,  governesses  and  guardians,  aunts  and 
goody-goody  books,  all  go  on  as  if  girls  had  no  hearts;  as  if  love 
was  a  thing  which  does  not  exist.  So  that  all  we  know  is 
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from  novels,  ancl  that  is  not  much,  novelists  being  such 
extremely  foolish  creatures,  as  a  rule.  Charles  Reade  can 
draw  a  woman,  but  he  is  the  only  man  among  them  all  who 
knows  what  a  woman  is  like— unless  it  be  Anthony  Trollope, 
and  his  girls  are  only  pasteboard  conventionalities.  Presently, 
you  see,  there  comes  down  from  the  army  or  the  university, 
just  as  you  came  down  here,  a  young  gentleman  who  begins 
to  make  love.  Pray,  on  whom  did  you  try  your  ’prentice 
hand,  Mr.  Frank  Perrymont  ?  ” 

Frank  laughed.  “  Go  on,  Miss  Cuolahan.  Ella  wasn’t  the 
first.” 

“  Then  you  ought  to  be  more  ashamed  of  yourself  than  you 
are,  and  — she  burst  out  laughing — “  if  I  were  your  sister,  I 
would  box  your  depraved  ears,  sir.  Now  be  quiet  till  I  tell 
you.”  She  had  the  least  little  bit  of  an  Irish  phrase,  here 
and  there,  which  she  had  picked  up  from  her  father. 

“  He  comes  down,  Monsieur  Chevalier,  and  begins  to  make 
love.  Then  the  girl  gets  uneasy.  Nothing  in  her  education 
has  prepared  her  for  this  curious  feeling.  She  is  attracted, 
and  she  is  frightened.  She  is  afraid  of  making  advances,  and 
she  is  afraid  of  seeming  cold.  If  he  leaves  her  there,  if  he 
entices  her  heart  out  of  the  calm  fold  of  passionless  make- 
believe  in  which  they  have  educated  her,  he  dooms  her  to 
certain  misery.  Frank  Perrymont,  there  is  a  greater  un¬ 
happiness  than  the  memory  of  lost  joys — it  is  the  thought  of 
joys  that  might  have  been.” 

She  spoke  half  in  jest  and  half  in  earnest,  but  her  eyes 
filled  with  tears. 

“Norah,”  said  Frank,  after  a  pause,  “you  speak  from 
knowledge.  You,  too  ” - 

“  Hush  !  ”  she  cried.  “  Some  day,  people  will  change  it 
all.  They  will  bring  boys  and  girls  up  together,  as  they  do 
in  America,  so  that  they  shall  not  be  so  ignorant  of  each 
other’s  natures,  and  so  ashamed  to  look  into  each  other’s 
souls.  They  will  teach  the  children  that  the  rose  and  crown 
of  life  is  love — that,  like  all  the  prizes  of  this  world,  it  is 
greatly  to  be  desired  and  to  be  prayed  for  ;  that  it  does  not 
come  for  all ;  but  that  all  must  work  and  make  themselves 
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ready  for  it,  looking  on  their  life  as  due,  not  to  themselves, 
but  to  their  lovers.  Ah  !  Frank,  help  the  happy  time,  and 
be  true  to  yourself.” 

“  Tell  me,  Norah  ” - 

“  No,  I  will  tell  you  nothing.  Yes,  Frank,  I  will  tell  you 
something,  because  you  are  a  gentleman  and  will  ask  no 
questions,  and  tell  no  one,  and  try  not  to  guess  at  anything. 
I  have  said  all  this  out  of  my  own  heart.  It  is  because  I 
love  ...  I  love  ...  a  man  .  .  .”  She  did  not  blush,  but 
the  words  dropped  from  her  lips  with  a  soft  lingering,  while 
her  eyes  were  suffused  with  a  softness  which  spoke  of  tears 
in  the  background.  “  I  love  a  man  whose  name  you  may 
not  ask.  He  loves  me  too,  but  we  shall,  perhaps,  never  marry. 
I  think,  you  see,  of  what  might  be,  and — and,  Frank,  I  am 
not  happy.  Do  not  try  to  move  me  any  more.  Perhaps 
you  were  mistaken.  Perhaps — let  me  be  honest  with  you — 
I  want  you  to  marry  Ella  Bayliss.  After  all,  what  can  you 
do  better  for  yourself?  If  she  loves  you,  there  is  beauty, 
and  there  is  wealth.” 

The  young  man  made  a  gesture  of  impatience.  “  Let  us 
finish,  Miss  Cuolahan.  If  I  cannot  have  you,  do  not  advise 
me — I  shall  go  my  own  way.” 

“Do  not  be  angry,  Frank.” 

He  passed  from  one  extreme  to  another,  and  seizing  her 
little  hand,  kissed  it  passionately.  “  I  will  do  all  you  like, 
everything  you  like,  Norah,  and  for  your  sake.  Bid  me  marry 
Ella  Bayliss,  if  you  will,  and  I  will  marry  her.  I  would 
even  marry  that  woman  opposite,  Mrs.  Merrion,  if  you 
told  me.” 

Norah  turned  pale.  “No,  Frank,  I  don’t  think  I  should 
like  you  to  marry  her,  of  all  women.  Now  go.  Forget  all 
that  we  have  said,  and  think  of  me  only  as  a  friend.  I 
suppose  men  and  women  may  possibly  be  friends — may  they 
not  ? — without  always  wanting  to  be  in  love.  It  is  a  fault 
of  our  defective  education  if  they  cannot,  because  we  are  not 
taught  definitively  that  each  can  only  belong  to  one.  Yes, 
Frank,  for  more  reasons  than  one,  I  want  you  to  marry  the 
girl  with  whom  you  were  once  in  love.  I  want  it  for  her 


353 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


sake,  to  prevent  her  falling  into  misery  and  disappointment. 
And  I  want  it — for  my  own.” 

Frank  went  away — feeling  something  like  the  young  man 
who  was  ordered  to  sell  all  he  had  and  give  to  the  poor. 
For  Ella  Bayliss  was  not  now  his  ideal,  and  Norah.  was. 
Only  his  imagination,  easily  excited,  as  easily  shifted  its 
ground.  Perhaps,  if  women  were  wise,  they  would  be  shy  of 
marrying  poets  and  young  gentlemen  of  poetic  proclivities ; 
for  their  inclinations  are  like  the  point  of  the  weathercock. 
Frank  went  to  call  at  the  Hall.  Ella  was  alone,  daintily 
dressed,  and  disposed  to  louder  with  her  old  admirer.  But 
then  Jack  had  been  away  for  three  months,  and  one  must 
keep  one’s  hand  in.  When  he  went  away  he  had  already 
deflected  many  points,  and  if  ISTorah  should  be  west,  and 
Ella  south,  his  position  might  be  expressed  as  sou’-west  by 
south. 

“  Have  I  said  too  much  ?  ”  asked  Norah.  “  Will  he  think 
that  I  have  been  rude  and  unmaidenly  ?  ”  And  made  herself 
unhappy  all  the  morning,  thinking  over  possible  sins.  Then 
came  a  letter  from  Jack,  all  to  herself,  and  the  first  she  had 
ever  received  from  him — 

“  My  dearest  Norah, — I  hear  from  Myles, — from  your  father, 
I  mean,  only  I  always  call  him  Myles,  and  cannot  help  it — who 
gives  me  all  the  news  he  can  think  of  :  I  hear  from  Mr.  Bayliss, 
who  is  anxious  to  know  how  I  am  getting  on  in  my  quest  :  I  hear 
even  from  Mr.  Hodder,  our  foreman,  who  stood  by  us  on  that  day 
when  you  behaved  like  Deborah  and  became  a  prophetess.  I  hear 
from — from  some  one  who  I  wish  had  forgotten  me.  But  I  never 
hear  from  you.  Write  to  me  sometimes,  if  only  to  let  me  know 
that  you  have  not  quite  forgotten  me.  It  would  be  better  for  you 
if  you  had,  because  I  have  thrown  away  my  chances,  and  have  no 
right  even  to  a  kind  thought  from  you.  Norah,  I  wish  at  times 
that  I  had  not  spoken  to  you  as  I  did — and  then  I  am  glad  that 
I  did.  It  was  wrong  to  tell  you  that  I  love  you,  with  such  a 
frightful  obstacle  in  the  way,  one  that  I  do  not  see  my  way  out 
of ;  but  then  it  was  a  happiness  greater  than  I  can  hope  to  make 
you  understand  only  to  tell  you.  All  the  world  is  different  to  me 
since  then — I  work  better,  I  think  better,  I  see  better.  Between 
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you  and  roe  there  rises  the  spectre  of  a  promise,  given  in  a  foolish 
moment,  and  yet  that  must  he  kept.  You  know,  dear  Norah, 
that  I  have  bound  myself.  It  was  Mr.  Fortescue’s  only  lesson — 
always  to  keep  my  word.  He  began  it  the  first  day  I  went  to 
him,  and  has  never  ceased  repeating  it.  ‘Keep  your  word,’  he 
used  to  say  ;  ‘it  is  the  secret  of  all  happiness.  To  keep  your 
word  means  honour,  duty,  obedience,  and  everything.  Keep  your 
word.’  Let  what  will  happen,  I  must  keep  my  word,  till  I  am 
released.  But  I  cannot  bind  you.  You  are  free,  Norah.  No 
syllable  of  sorrow  shall  escape  from  my  lips,  or  from  my  eyes, 
even  when  you  find  another  man  whom  you  can  love  better  than 
myself.  And  you  will  help  me  to  bear  my  burden,  the  only  one 
that  I  have.  Norah,  I  believe  I  am  going  to  make  myself  rich. 
I  have  found,  among  the  ironworks  of  these  Prussians,  the  secret 
that  I  looked  for.  It  is  not  an  actual  secret,  because  every  one 
well  knows  the  method.  But  I  think  that  I  alone  know  how  to 
carry  it  out.  Is  it  because  I  was  born  in  the  old  furnace-room 
that  I  seem  to  have  an  instinct  about  iron  1  I  think  it  must  be. 
This  is  my  secret.  I  can  turn  the  commonest  English  iron  into 
the  best.  I  can  make  of  the  worst  metal  we  put  into  a  furnace 
the  best  that  was  ever  forged  into  a  Krupp.  I  stand  over  the 
furnace  and  put  in  the  manganese,  that  does  it.  I  know  how 
much  to  put  in,  and  I  know  when  to  do  it.  I  will  tell  all  the 
world  how  much  is  wanted,  but  no  one  except  myself  knows  the 
right  moment  to  put  it  in.  How  do  I  know  it  ?  I  seem  to  feel 
it.  I  know  the  colour,  the  heat,  the  fumes,  and  if  I  fail  at  the 
exact  moment  of  time,  the  metal  is  hopelessly  ruined.  How  the 
power  came  to  me  I  do  not  know,  but  it  is  as  certain  as  that  I  can 
read  and  write.  And  I  am  coming  home  to  make  the  best  use  of 
my  power.  For  I  mean  to  be  rich. 

“  Do  you  think  I  am  mercenary  ?  I  do  not.  It  seems  to  me 
that  to  make  himself  rich  is  the  duty  of  a  man  in  these  times.  I 
know  that  wealth  means  self-indulgence  with  most  people,  but  I 
try  to  think  it  will  not  with  me.  I  think  of  all  that  wealth  can 
do  ;  how  it  can  relieve  the  thriftless,  and  help  the  thrifty,  and  aid 
civilisation  ;  and  I  want  wealth  to  make  experiments  with.  I 
belong  to  the  very  lowest  stratum,  because  I  was  brought  up 
among  the  people  who  suffer  most,  and  I  feel  for  them  and  with 
them.  The  memory  of  the  early  days  never  leaves  me  :  I  re¬ 
member  the  days  of  tramp  along  the  roads,  when  every  other 
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word  was  a  word  of  complaint ;  I  remember  the  men  who  drank 
and  the  women  who  lamented ;  I  remember  the  suffering  and 
the  sorrow.  And  then  I  know  the  lives  of  the  hands.  They 
might  be  so  entirely  beautiful — their  lives,  were  it  not  for  the 
vices  of  the  men,  their  prodigality,  their  selfishness,  and  their 
drink.  Norah,  whatever  we  may  be  to  each  other  henceforth, 
let  us  be  friends  in  this  :  I  promise  you  that  if  I  make  money,  I 
will  help,  so  far  as  I  can,  the  men  and  women  about  me. 

“  Norah,  a  thought  often  comes  over  me.  What  if  we  were 
all  of  us  to  resolve  always  to  give  to  everybody  in  want,  and 
always  to  forgive  every  one  who  trespassed  against  us.  Would 
not  people  cease  to  sin  and  to  be  idle  for  very  shame  1  I  cannot 
think  that  there  is  any  man  who  deliberately  makes  evil  his  good. 
I  should  like  to  take  some  poor  wretch  from  the  road — I  remember 
the  kind  of  man  esactly ;  ferocious,  wild-eyed,  haggard  with  drink 
and  want — and,  after  dressing  him,  daintily  place  him  in  a  kind  of 
prison,  where  he  would  have  to  associate  with  people  of  gentle 
life.  Do  you  not  think  that  after  a  time  he  wrould  be  humanised, 
and  would  look  back  upon  the  shameful  past  with  a  sort  of  horror  ? 
Or  there  are  women — those  terrible  women  that  one  sees  in  great 
cities  and  reads  of  in  books,  say,  of  the  French  Revolution.  How 
would  it  be  to  take  one  of  them,  and  make  her  clean  and  dress 
her  becomingly,  and  seat  her  with  ladies  for  six  months,  till  per¬ 
force  her  language  was  purified  and  her  heart  cleansed  1  What 
else  is  meant  when  Christ  bade  us  turn  the  other  cheek,  and  give 
the  other  half  of  the  stolen  garment  1  And  yet  it  is  nearly  two 
thousand  years  ago,  and  we  have  never  even  tried  it.  Religion 
has  yet  to  reign  some  time  in  the  world,  and  perhaps  the  doctrine 
of  social  pardon  may  come  in  at  last. 

“  How  is  it,  Norah,  that  I  can  say  to  you  what  I  can  say  to  no 
one  else  1  The  thoughts  that  come  into  my  head  are  kept  all  to 
myself,  except  to  you.  I  dare  not  tell  you  some  because  I  have 
no  right,  but  those  that  I  do  tell  you  are  what  I  can  tell  to  no 
other  living  creature.  If  I  weary  you  with  my  egotism,  let  me 
know,  and  I  will  write  no  more. 

“  And  now,  Norah,  my — sister.  Since  it  must  be  so,  let  us  be 
brother  and  sister  again,  and  tell  each  other  everything.  The  veil 
that  was  between  us  is  lowered  ;  the  cloud  that  had  grown  up 
during  the  year  of  separation  is  dissipated.  You  know  me  now, 
as  you  did  when  you  were  a  child :  you  trust  me,  as  you  did  then  : 
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I  know  you  too,  Norah,  now.  Write  to  me.  Just  once.  I  shall 
he  home  again  sooner  than  you  think,  but  not  before  you  have 
time  to  write  me.  Jack.” 

The  girl  read  the  letter.  Alone  in  the  garden,  where  the 
barren  branches  of  the  apple-trees  grated  against  each  other 
under  the  cold  autumn  wind ;  her  face  flushed  and  heated, 
her  heart  beating,  her  pulses  bounding,  her  blood  coursing 
through  her  veins.  It  was  her  first  love-letter :  a  strange 
love-letter,  but  yet  breathing  love  in  every  word. 

“  He  loves  me,”  she  murmured,  gazing  round  her  with 
eyes  that  saw  nothing,  but  limpid  and  clear — those  black 
eyes,  wells  of  light  and  softness  to  those  whom  they  love, 
stony-hearted  Arctic  Oceans  to  those  whom  they  love  not. 
“  He  loves  me,  he  loves  me  always.”  And  then  by  a  natural 
revulsion,  her  thoughts  turned  to  where  “  the  other  woman  ” 
was  sitting,  also  waiting  the  return  of  her  betrothed. 

11  Ho,”  she  whispered  savagely.  “  She  shall  not  have  him. 
She  shall  not  have  him.  I  will  kill  her  first.  I  would  rather 
see  my  Jack  dead  in  his  grave.  I  would  rather — oh !  God 
forgive  me.  God  forgive  me  for  a  selfish  girl.”  And  then 
she  thought  of  Mrs.  Bastable,  and  what  she  had  said,  and 
took  comfort. 

She  spent  the  whole  afternoon  in  writing  a  reply.  It  was 
very  short,  but  it  was  all  she  could  say.  “Dear  Jack,”  it 
went.  “  Come  home  as  soon  as  yon  can,  sooner  than  you  can 
if  that  is  possible.  We  all  want  you — Myles,  and  Miss 
Ferens,  and  your  ” — sister  she  was  going  to  write,  but  crossed 
it  out  with  a  shudder.  “  Your  affectionate  Norah.” 


CHAPTER  XV. 

IT  was  on  a  cold  and  rainy  afternoon  in  December  that 
Jack  came  home  again.  Norah  was  sitting  at  the  window, 
her  work  in  her  lap,  looking  sadly  out  on  the  dreary  prospect. 
There  was  no  colour  in  anything :  the  flowers  were  dead  :  the 
grey  and  leaden  clouds  hung  over  the  sky,  weighed  down  by 
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the  smoke  of  the  factories :  her  own  life  loomed  before  her 
like  some  long  voyage  over  sunless  seas  beaten  into  sullen 
waves  by  a  gale  that  had  no  end  :  what  was  the  use  of  it  all 
— what  was  the  meaning  of  it  all  ?  The  girl  was  weighed 
down  by  the  solemn  problem  that  comes  to  every  one  of  us 
when  life  is  at  its  darkest.  What  was  the  meaning  of  it  all  ? 
At  such  moments  the  highest  aspirations  seem  foolish,  the 
dreams  of  the  past  are  vain,  the  very  things  we  most  delight 
in  lose  their  joy,  and  the  things  we  most  fear  are  loaded  with 
ten  times  their  normal  weight  of  horror.  Then  comes  the 
sunshine  of  heaven,  and  straight  the  spring  time  is  on  our 
hearts,  the  rain  is  over  and  done,  the  frosts  are  broken  up, 
and  all  the  world  sings  one  great  and  glorious  paean  of  praise 
to  God.  Tor  things  are  what  we  fancy  them,  and  what  the 
gloomy  thoughts  of  an  unquiet  spirit  clothes  with  cloud,  the 
brightness  of  hope  decks  with  all  the  colours  of  a  tropical 
sunrise.  Have  you  ever  driven  at  early  morning  along  a 
valley  which  the  night  has  filled  with  fog,  and  watched  the 
sun  chase  away  the  mists?  Wave  upon  wave  they  rise  and 
seem  to  roll  along  the  depths  swiftly,  and  more  swiftly,  till 
what  was  impenetrable  cloud  bursts  by  magic  into  river  edged 
with  green  and  glancing  wood,  more  beautiful  than  any  poet’s 
dream. 

Jack  returned.  Nor  ah  saw  him  with  his  strong  elastic 
tread,  and  her  heart  flew  up.  In  a  moment  he  was  with  her 
and  she  was  in  his  arms. 

“  Norah,”  he  whispered,  “  it  is  nonsense.  We  are  not 
brother  and  sister.  We  are  lovers.  I  love  you:  I  love 
you.” 

She  answered  nothing.  Only  her  cheek  lay  against  his  : 
his  hand  was  on  her  hair  smoothing  it  back  :  his  lips  were 
touching  hers :  his  strong  arm  was  round  her.  He  kissed 
her  again  and  again,  while  the  red  blood  flew  to  her  face  and 
back  again  to  her  heart ;  while  her  pulses  beat  quicker  ;  while 
she  glowed  from  head  to  foot  with  the  happiness  that  comes 
but  once  in  a  life,  and  only  then  when  the  heart  is  fresh  and 
pure. 

“  I  have  tried  to  make  it  otherwise,  my  darling,”  said  her 
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lover.  “  I  have  thought  of — of  what  lies  between  us.  But  I 
can  do  nothing  else  but  love  you.  Tell  me,  dear — tell  me.” 

“  Yes,  Jack,”  she  answered.  “  Yes,  I  love  you  too  ;  as  much 
as  you  can  love  me,  and  more.  I  think  of  you  as  much  as 
you  can  think  of  me,  and  more.  I  long  to  see  you  and  to 
have  you  with  me,  as  much  as  you  can  for  me,  and  more. 
But,  Jack,  Jack,  it  is  wrong ;  it  is  impossible.” 

He  let  her  go  for  a  moment,  and  looked  across  the  room 
with  a  groan.  He  might  have  seen,  had  he  suspected,  the 
corner  of  a  blind  displaced,  and  behind  it  an  opera  glass, 
through  which  his  fiancee  was  curiously  gazing  upon  the 
scene.  But  it  was  as  well  for  him  that  he  did  not,  and  better 
still  that  he  did  not  see  the  face  behind  the  glass,  white  with 
rage  and  disappointment. 

“  It  shall  not  be  impossible,  Nor  ah,”  Jack  ground  out 
between  his  teeth.  “  I  will  put  an  end  to  it ;  I  will  release 
myself  from  bondage.” 

But  Norah  had  had  time  to  freeze  again,  as  becomes  a 
young  lady.  “  No,  Jack ;  talk  of  something  else.  I  was 
wrong ;  only,  perhaps  I  could  not  help  it.  Let  us  remember 
our  happiness ;  we  have  kissed  each  other,  have  we  not  ?  And 
what  else  has  life  to  offer  ?  Tell  me  of  yourself.  No,  Jack; 
I  will  not  indeed.  Sit  down — so,  a  good  two  yards  away. 
And  now  tell  me  about  yourself.  What  have  you  brought 
from  Germany  ?  ” 

“  I  have  brought  my  new  power  with  me  that  I  told  you 
of,  Norah.  Yes,  I  shall  be  rich,  because  I  know  how  to  make 
other  people  rich.  I  shall  sell  my  knowledge  to  the  highest 
bidder ;  and  when  I  am  rich — when  I  have  sold  it  ” - 

“  Then,  Jack,  we  will  face  the  question  of  the — woman 
over  the  way.”  Norah  was  as  gentle  as  any  girl  in  the  United 
Kingdom,  except  on  one  subject.  Mrs.  Merrion  was  “the 
woman.”  “  And  till  then — till  then  we  have  to  face  it  boldly. 
Let  us  say  no  more  about  it.” 

“  Only  this,  Norah ;  I  have  begged  her  to  release  me,  and 
she  refuses.” 

“  Perhaps,”  said  Norah,  “  she  will  not  refuse  when  others 
have  to  beg.  No.  sir ;  I  will  not  explain  what  I  mean.  Tell 
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me  more  about  your  life  in  Germany.  How  do  you  like  tbe 
Germans,  and  are  tbe  German  ladies  pretty  ?  ” 

In  tbe  evening  a  note  came  for  Jack,  wbicb,  fortunately 
for  Norah’s  peace  of  mind,  sbe  did  not  see.  It  was  not 
extraordinary  that  be  should  bave  to  go  into  tbe  town,  and 
sbe  saw  bim  go  without  a  suspicion  that  be  was  about  to 
cross  tbe  road  and  go  straight  to  “  tbe  woman’s  ”  bouse. 
Wbicb,  however,  Jack  did,  while  Norah  and  her  white-headed 
boy  sat  down  to  a  game  of  dominoes,  and  Myles  retreated  to 
tbe  workshop  for  bis  evening  pipe.  “  I  like  Jack,”  said  Mr. 
Cardiff,  arranging  bis  dominoes.  “  I  like  Jack  very  much. 
When  I  grow  up  I  shall  be  an  engineer.  I  used  to  think 
that  I  would  be  a  soldier,  but  I’ve  changed  my  mind. 
Double  sixes.  Now  I’m  going  to  beat  you  again,  Norah 
dear.  Six-five.  You  see,  after  all,  a  soldier’s  life  has  nothing 
noble  about  it,  except  when  you  fight  for  your  country.” 

££  Every  life  is  noble  if  we  choose  to  make  it  so,”  said  bis 
instructress,  who  lost  no  opportunity  of  impressing  a  moral 
upon  her  pupil. 

££  I  daresay ;  but  some  lives  are  more  noble  than  others. 
I  should  like  a  life  where  you  are  always  doing  good  in  some 
way  or  other ;  making  other  people  happier,  and  reforming 
wicked  people.  Do  you  think  any  wicked  people  are  ever 
really  happy,  Norah  ?  ” 

££  I  should  think  not.  No  one  can  be  happy  unless  he  is 
trying  to  make  himself  better  every  day.” 

££  That  is  what  I  say  to  myself  night  and  morning,”  replied 
the  boy,  with  a  beautiful  look  of  faith  and  hope  upon  his  face. 
££  That  is  what  I  say  to  myself.  Oh  !  why  cannot  everybody 
agree  to  help  each  other,  Norah  ?  I  was  reading  yesterday 
about  the  criminal  classes.  The  writer  said  that  there  were 
I  don’t  know  how  many  thousands  who  live  by  preying  on 
honest  people.  Think  of  that.  Preying  on  honest  people  ; 
it  sounds  so  dreadful.”  And  so  on  ;  the  talk  which  went  on 
every  day  while  the  gentle  old  man,  with  his  mind  fixed  at 
the  age  of  thirteen  or  so,  poured  out  the  long  thoughts  that 
fill  the  brain  of  a  clever  and  imaginative  boy.  He  had  read, 
this  boy  ;  could  quote  the  poetry  of  Felicia  Hemans,  weeping 
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over  the  sorrowful  tale  of  Casabianca ;  would  even,  in  the 
garden,  play  by  himself  at  being  Robinson  Crusoe,  building 
a  hut.  He  had  good  manners,  and  knew  a  gentleman  when 
he  saw  one.  That  was  the  reason  why,  secretly,  he  did  not 
like  Norak’s  papa,  Myles  Cuolahan,  in  whom  he  saw  little 
points  of  behaviour  of  which  he  could  not  approve.  It  was 
also  the  reason  why  he  was  greatly  taken  with  Jack — the 
ideal  of  a  boy,  tall,  handsome,  and  clever,  and  able  to  make 
things.  He  was  a  great  comfort  to  Norak  in  these  times, 
and  she  had  fallen  so  completely  into  the  old  man’s  delusion 
that  he  was  still  a  boy,  that  she  regarded  him  as  one,  and 
was  quite  content  to  believe  boyhood  consistent  with  white 
hair  and  a  feeble  step.  For  Mr.  Cardiff  was  growing  very 
feeble.  At  nine,  or  even  earlier,  he  went  to  bed,  after  a  glass 
of  milk,  which  he  accepted  with  as  much  joy  and  gratitude 
as  if  strong  waters  did  not  exist  and  the  grape  had  never 
been  invented.  So  Jack  left  the  two  to  their  devices,  and 
went  across  the  road.  Mrs.  Merrion  had  by  this  time 
recovered  her  temper. 

“You  see,  Jenny,”  said  Keziah,  on  learning  from  her 
cousin  that  Jack  had  returned  and  had  actually  been  kissing 
Nor  ah — “at  the  very  window!  before  my  own  eyes!” — 
“you  see,  Jenny,  the  boy’s  nothing  to  you,  nor  never 
will  be.” 

“Keziah,  you’re  a  fool!”  returned  Jenny,  “and  always 
were  a  fool.  Who  but  a  fool  would  have  married  a  Benjamim 
Bastable  ?  ” 

“  I  was  a  fool  then,”  said  Keziah.  “  But — but  I  should 
be  a  Solomon  in  petticoats  and  a  false  front,  compared  with 
Jack  Armstrong,  if  he  were  to  think  of  marrying  you,  Jenny. 
Why,  you’re  double  his  age,  pretty  near.  Don’t  use  bad 
language,  because  it  isn’t  becoming.  You  know  you’re 
thirty-five,  if  you  are  a  day,  and  he’s  twenty-two,  or  it  may 
be,  twenty-four.” 

“  He’s  twenty-six,”  said  Jenny,  “  and  I’m  thirty.  And 
you  had  better  not  drive  me  into  a  rage,  Keziah  :  I’m  a  meek 
woman  enough  when  you  let  me  alone.” 

“  I  know  your  meekness,  Jenny,”  returned  the  other. 
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“  Mighty  meek  you  are  at  all  times :  and  I’m  the  only  one 
that  isn’t  afraid  of  you  when  you  are  not  meek.  Lord  bless 
you,  Jenny !  what’s  the  use  of  tantrums  with  me  ?  Why 
shouldn’t  Jack  kiss  Norah  ?  They’re  almost  brother  and 
sister :  and  if  they  were  husband  and  wife,  they’d  make  the 
prettiest  couple  that  ever  was  seen.  Come,  don’t  be  a  fool, 
Jenny.  Try  the  old  ones  as  much  as  you  like.” 

Jenny  flung  herself  out  of  the  room  with  a  slam,  upsetting 
two  chairs  in  her  transit.  These  Keziah  picked  up,  and 
went  on  with  her  work  quietly. 

When  Jack  came  at  her  bidding,  she  was  dressed  in  her 
best  and  quietest.  The  room  was  lit  with  a  soft  moderator 
lamp ;  a  bright  fire  burned ;  there  was  the  odour  of  fragrant 
coffee ;  and  Adelaide,  in  black  velvet,  sat  in  her  low  chair 
by  the  fireside,  a  volume  of  poetry  in  her  hand,  looking  a 
little  flushed  by  the  heat  of  the  fire  perhaps,  or  else  from  the 
emotion  caused  by  the  return  of  her  betrothed.  Her  face, 
seen  by  artificial  light,  had  a  sort  of  velvety  smoothness  about 
it ;  and  her  eyes,  dark,  deep,  and  lustrous,  promised  mines 
of  love  and  constancy.  She  turned  them  full  upon  Jack — 
— an  artillery  which  once  he  could  not  resist. 

“  You  are  back,  then  ?  ”  she  murmured,  giving  him  her 
hand,  which  he  could  not  choose  but  take.  “You  are  back, 
and  you  did  not  come  to  see  me  till  I  had  sent  for  you.” 

“  I  did  not,”  said  Jack. 

“  And  you  have  no  word  of  kindness  for  me?”  she  whispered, 
holding  his  hand  in  hers,  and  bending  her  face  so  that  the 
light  should  catch  her  profile  and  glance  upon  her  lustrous 
hair — a  tour  de  force  in  coquetry  which  this  inimitable  woman 
had  acquired  after  many  years  of  practice  with  a  hand-mirror. 
“  No  single  word  for  your  Adelaide  ? — your  betrothed  ?  He 
was  silent.  “Tell  me,  Jack,”  she  murmured,  in  her  softest 
voice.  “  Tell  me  that  you  did  not  mean  that  cruel  letter  you 
wrote  to  me.  It  was  so  hard  ! — so  bitter  to  bear  !  I  read  it 
with  all  the  others  I  have  from  you.  You  have  forgotten 
them,  perhaps ;  but  I  keep  them  all.  A  lover’s  letters  are  so 
sacred  that  I  keep  every  one.  I  never  had  any  but  yours, 
because  the  General  married  me  without  giving  himself  time 
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to  write  love-letters.”  That,  at  least,  was  true.  In  her  desk 
were  no  letters  from  any  General  Merrion. 

“  I  have  got  them  all,”  she  went  on,  kissing  his  hand  and 
holding  it  still.  “  There  is  one  in  which  you  say  that  nothing 
shall  ever  part  us — not  sorrow,  nor  sickness,  nor  any  other 
woman.  Ah  !  it  makes  me  happy  to  read  it !  Shall  I  show 
this  letter  to  your — sister ,  Jack?” 

“  I  have  no  sister,”  he  replied. 

“  I  mean  Norah  ;  your  sister  by  adoption.  She  is  a  sweet 
girl,  and  is  going  to  marry  Frank  Perrymont,  I  believe.” 

“  Come,  Adelaide,”  said  Jack,  snatching  his  hand  from  the 
soft  and  padded  fetters  of  her  fingers ;  “  come,  Adelaide,  let 
us  have  an  explanation.” 

“  No ;  I  will  have  no  explanation.” 

“  Can  you  not  see  that  it  is  impossible  ?” 

“  No,  I  cannot ;  and  I  will  not.  You  are,  I  admit,  a  little 
younger  than  myself.  You  are  twenty- three,  and  I  am  nearly 
twenty-seven.  I  wish  the  difference  was  the  other  way  ;  but 
we  cannot  help  that.  There  is  no  impossibility,  Jack,  my 
dearest,  when  two  people  love  each  other.” 

“  But  when  they  do  not  ?  ” 

“  That  I  am  not  concerned  with.  You  love  me  :  you  have 
given  me  a  thousand  proofs — in  letters.  And  I  love  you :  I 
have  given  you  as  many  proofs  of  that — in  letters.” 

Jack  groaned.  Then  he  sat  down,  his  head  in  his  hands, 
and  looked  at  her.  “  You  refuse  to  release  me,  do  you  ?  ” 

“  I  refuse  to  release  you,  Mr.  Armstrong,”  she  replied,  in  a 
hard  voice,  different  to  the  soft  tones  in  which  she  had  been 
speaking.  “  I  utterly  refuse  to  release  you.” 

“  Then,”  said  Jack,  rising,  “  I  shall  take  the  course  that 
seems  best  to  me.” 

“  And  I,”  she  replied,  rising  too,  and  facing  him,  “  shall 
take  the  course  that  seems  best  to  me.  We  have  been  engaged 
for  five  years.  You  have  written  to  me  during  all  that  time, 
letters  of  the  most  ardent  affection.  I  have  wasted  my  time 
upon  you,  refused  to  receive  others  whose  attentions  were 
honourable,  and  compromised,  perhaps,  the  reputation  of  a 
life.” 
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Jack  looked  up  and  smiled.  She  saw  him  smile,  and  would 
have  changed  colour,  but  for  the  fixity  of  the  protecting 
paint. 

“  That  is  all  nothing,”  she  went  on,  “  provided  you  keep 
your  engagement  as  an  honourable  man  should.  Go  now, 
Jack  Armstrong,  go  home  and  think  it  over.  Will  you  be  a 
liar  and  a  cheat,  or  will  you  be  a  man  of  honour  ?  Will  you 
keep  the  promises  of  five  years,  or  will  you  give  way  to  a 
passing  passion  for — for  that — that  ” — here  her  temper  grew 
the  better  of  her — “  that  black-haired  daughter  of  an  Irish 
pedlar  ?  ” 

“We  will  not,”  said  Jack,  “introduce  any  names  into  our 
discussion.  I  will  go.  And,  Adelaide,  it  is  the  last  time  that 
I  enter  this  house.  My  mind  is  made  up.  I  have  appealed 
to  you  in  vain.  I  cannot  love  you.  I  cannot  marry  you.  It 
is  impossible  for  me  to  keep  my  word.  And  you  must  do 
what  you  think  best.” 

“  I  have  read,”  replied  his  Adelaide,  “  of  women  who  worked 
spells  to  bring  their  lovers  back.  I  have  need  of  none.  See, 
Jack,  you  will  come  back  to  me  of  your  own  accord.  Look,” 
and  she  threw  herself  at  his  feet,  “  here  are  the  hands  you 
have  kissed  so  often,  and  the  white  arms  you  have  praised. 
Do  you  forget  that  you  have  knelt  at  my  feet  and  kissed  them  ? 
Are  my  eyes  grown  dull  ?  Is  my  cheek  wrinkled  ?  Are  my 
lips  thin  and  shrivelled  ?  Is  my  figure  shrunk  and  wasted  ? 
Is  my  hair  false  or  grey  ?  Have  my  teeth  dropped  out  ? 
Where  is  it,  Jack,  the  love  that  once  made  you  clasp  me  in 
your  arms  a  thousand  times,  and  kiss  me  till  the  love  flew 
into  my  heart  ?  Where  is  it,  oh,  my  Jack,  my  handsome  boy, 
the  only  man  of  all  that  ever  I  loved  and  longed  to  win  ? 
You  will  kiss  me  again,  Jack,  will  you  not  ?  You  will  throw 
your  arms  round  me,  my  darling  ?  ” 

Her  passion  was  not  simulated.  Unreal  in  everything 
else,  her  life  a  living  lie,  her  history  a  tissue  of  deceits,  the 
woman  had  found,  when  she  should  have  been  a  staid  matron, 
a  master-passion  that  held  her  enthralled  and  bound  her  with 
a  rod  of  iron.  She  sprang  from  her  knees  and  threw  herself 
upon  Jack’s  breast,  clutching  him  round  the  neck  with  her 
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two  white  arms.  He  stood  unmoved.  The  woman’s  influence 
was  wholly  gone.  Time  was  that  at  the  touch  of  her  hand 
he  would  thrill :  at  the  rustle  of  her  dress  his  pulses  would 
move  more  quickly;  but  now  it  was  all  changed,  and  he  saw 
her  what  she  was,  the  woman  past  her  prime,  a  made-up 
imitation  of  a  lady,  coarse  and  common,  vulgar  and  un¬ 
restrained.  She  took  his  hand  and  laid  it  against  her  cheek. 
He  disengaged  her  gently  but  firmly,  and  pointed  to  his 
fingers,  where  she  had  laid  them  on  her  cheek. 

“  See,”  he  said,  “  your  cheek  is  painted.  You  wash  off 
your  pretended  love  just  as  you  wash  off  your  rouge.  Let 
me  go.” 

“Is  it  peace  or  war ? ” 

“  I  am  the  stronger,”  said  Jack,  “  because  you  can  do  me 
no  real  harm.  Let  it  be  peace,  if  you  let  me  go.  It  shall 
be  war  if  you  refuse.  You  may  think  what  you  have  to  gain, 
and  what  you  have  to  lose.  I  will  even,  if  you  like,  tell  the 
world  that  you  have  refused  me  ”- - - 

She  made  a  gesture  of  impatience.  “  The  world — the 
world — what  have  I  ever  cared  for  the  world  ?  I  want  your 
love.  Give  me  that  and  I  will  give  you  back  your  letters,” 
she  whispered  in  his  ear.  But  he  drew  back  and  answered 
nothing.  “Then  war — war — war!”  she  cried.  “And  all 
the  town  shall  ring  with  the  passion  of  Jack  Armstrong’s 
letters.  Two  hundred  of  them,  Jack ;  two  hundred  !  And 
before  the  Court  they  shall  all  be  read,  every  one  !  ” 

Jack  said  nothing,  but  was  gone  while  yet  she  stood,  with 
the  words  hissing  from  her  mouth,  a  queen  of  passion,  sub¬ 
lime  in  her  unbounded  wrath.  Then  she  heard  the  door  shut 
as  he  left  the  house,  and  sitting  down  before  the  fire,  revolved 
plans  of  vengeance. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

JACK  went  home,  with  a  mind  strangely  disquieted.  It 
was  all  true,  and  exactly  as  Mrs.  Merrion  said.  He  had 
written  letters,  by  the  score,  all  of  them  love  letters,  and 
mostly  letters  of  passionate  love.  Jack  was  one  who,  living 
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in  the  present,  worked  hard  and  enjoyed  hard.  It  had  been 
sweet  for  him  just  to  be  in  the  presence  of  the  Siren:  there 
had  been  a  time  when  his  brain  reeled  at  the  touch  of  her 
hand.  Now — now — what  had  caused  the  change  ?  It  was 
not  that  he  loved  her  less,  but  that  he  absolutely  loathed 
her :  she,  though  she  could  not  yet  realise  the  fact,  had  lost 
her  power  over  him ;  there  was  not  even  a  feeling  of  pity 
left.  He  was  disgusted  that  he  had  been  the  prey  of  a 
woman  so  common  and  so  unreal :  he  was  ashamed  that  he 
had  poured  out  his  thoughts  and  feelings  so  freely  and 
frankly.  As  he  paced  up  and  down  the  little  room,  he 
thought  of  the  fair  girl  lying  near  him,  with  but  a  wall 
between  them,  and  he  groaned  when  he  thought  of  the  things 
he  had  said  to  Mrs.  Merrion  which  should  have  been  kept 
for  Norah.  Had  he  but  known !  Did  we  know  the  possible 
consequences  of  any  single  act,  we  should  never  act  at  all. 
It  is  the  blessed  prerogative  of  human  nature  not  to  know 
the  future.  And  since  there  seems  no  act  that  we  can 
commit  which  does  not  do  mischief  to  some  one,  there  is 
every  reason  to  believe  that  the  world  would  fall  into  a 
lethargy,  and  so  our  race  gradually  become  extinguished, 
could  we  calculate  the  consequences.  Those  that  Jack  had 
to  face  were  a  bundle  of  letters,  with  all  that  an  angry 
woman  could  do.  Jack  was  liable  to  be  paraded  in  a  court 
of  law,  his  letters  of  passion  1’ead  aloud,  and  his  devotion 
laughed  at.  Most  men  would  prefer  a  quiet  five  minutes  or 
so  under  the  nine-tailed  cat,  so  that  no  one  knew  about  it, 
to  such  ridicule.  Jack  certainly  would  have  taken  punish¬ 
ment  with  far  more  alacrity  than  the  ridicule.  He  passed  a 
bad  night  pondering  over  what  he  could  do,  and  finally  fell 
asleep  after,  for  the  hundredth  time,  assuring  himself  that 
nothing,  not  even  public  exposure,  should  make  him  keep 
his  promise. 

Norah  met  him  at  breakfast  in  the  morning,  her  eyes 
ringed  with  black,  her  cheeks  pale.  She,  too,  had  been 
lying  awake,  thinking,  scheming,  and  regretting,  listening 
to  the  tramp  of  Jack  up  and  down  his  room,  and  knowing 
that  there  was  another  creature  in  the  world  as  anxious  as 
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herself.  That  was,  somehow,  a  comfort,  because  they  were 
both  anxious  about  the  same  thing.  If  one  has  a  toothache, 
one  bears  it  better  if  somebody  else  in  the  house  has  one 
too.  They  compare  the  pangs,  and  together  curse  their  fate. 

They  greeted  each  other  with  downcast  eyes,  as  if  they  had 
sinned  and  were  ashamed.  Fancy  Adam  and  Eve  waking  up 
in  the  morning  after  that  fatal  business  of  theirs — perhaps 
a  little  unwell  in  consequence  of  the  change  in  diet,  and 
certainly  apprehensive  of  other  consequences.  Nor  ah  and 
Jack  had  plucked  together  the  apple  of  love,  and  it  was  from 
a  forbidden  tree,  because  Jack  had  already  gathered  the  fruit 
with  another.  Whatever  Adam’s  shortcomings,  in  this,  at 
least,  he  was  better  than  Jack,  that  he  had  but  one  to  share 
his  guilt.  Lilith  came  afterwards,  if  you  remember. 

Mr.  Cardiff — or  rather  Arthur  Vyvyan  Dimsdale — was  up 
before  them,  and,  with  mind  intent  on  the  importance  of  the 
task,  was  fashioning  a  model  yacht  which  he  proposed  to  sail 
in  ponds  some  time  during  the  spring. 

“You  shall  show  me  how  to  sail  her,  Jack,”  he  said  with 
the  confidence  of  a  boy  in  a  senior’s  powers.  “  I  think  she 
shall  be  cutter-rigged.  The  last  one  I  had  I  sailed  at  the 
back  of  the  Grange  in  ...  no  ” —  He  stopped  and  looked 
round.  The  only  sign  of  his  mental  decay  was  that  he  some¬ 
times  confused  places,  and  was  pulled  up  short  by  finding 
himself  not  in  the  house  where  he  was  born,  but  quite  a 
different  place. 

“  Never  mind  the  yacht  now,  Arthur,”  said  Norah.  “Let 
us  have  breakfast.  Have  you  seen  my  father  ?  ” 

“Myles  had  his  breakfast  an  hour  ago,”  said  the  boy, 
placing  his  toy  on  a  chair,  “  and  I’m  jolly  hungry.” 

In  spite  of  his  amazing  twist,  the  old  man  did  not  venture 
to  do  a  very  great  stroke  of  breakfast,  but  presently  rose  with 
a  robust  air  and  determined  face,  as  one  who  was  bent  on 
enjoying  the  whole  freedom  of  his  holiday  in  running  and 
jumping.  Jack  noticed  how  his  legs  trembled  as  he  ran 
from  the  room. 

“  Don’t  take  any  notice,  Jack,”  said  Norah.  “  It  is  better 
so.  He  is  getting  feebler  every  day.” 
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Presently  he  came  back,  and  sat  down  wearily.  “  Norah,” 
he  said,  after  a  pause,  “  I  wonder  if  I  am  going  to  die.  I  re¬ 
member  reading  a  story  about  a  boy  who  died  at  thirteen. 
He  used  to  get  tired,  and  then  sit  down  and  fall  asleep.  And 
after  a  little  he  was  too  weak  to  get  out  of  bed.  And  then 
he  died.” 

“  You  would  not  be  afraid  to  die,  Arthur,  would  you  ?  ” 

He  thought  for  a  moment.  “  Ho,  Norah ;  not  afraid  ;  not 
that ;  only  I  would  rather  live.” 

She  spent  the  morning  in  conversation  over  things  high 
and  solemn,  while  his  eyes  glowed  with  the  light  of  faith  and 
hope. 

t£  If  I  live,  Norah  dear,”  he  said  at  last,  taking  her  hand — 
“  if  I  live,  I  will  be  a  great  preacher,  and  bring  the  world 
from  wickedness.  If  I  die  ”...  he  paused. 

“  If  you  die,  Arthur.” 

“  If  I  die,  I  shall  go  to  heaven,  shall  I  not,  Norah  ? — and 
then  we  shall  all  meet,  you  and  I,  and — and  cousin  Lucy — 
and — where  is  my  cousin  Lucy  ?  ”  He  looked  round  with  a 
dazed  air,  and  then  closing  his  eyes,  lay  back  gently  on  the 
sofa  and  fell  fast  asleep.  As  he  lay  there,  with  a  face  out  of 
which  every  crow’s-foot  had  been  smoothed,  the  long  white 
hair  falling  back  from  his  forehead,  the  lips  half  parted  in  a 
smile,  there  was  a  boyish  look  about  him  which  was  most 
curious.  Norah  sat  watching  him.  She  had  grown  fond  of 
this  poor  waif  and  stray  of  fallen  humanity.  He  had  been 
stricken  at  her  very  feet :  reduced  to  a  condition  in  which  he 
could  do  no  harm,  driven,  perforce,  back  to  a  state  of  inno- 
cency,  passed  tlrrougk  the  waters  of  Lethe,  and  made  ignorant 
once  more  of  evil.  If  for  every  sin  into  which  manhood  falls 
there  is  some  animal  which  may  be  taken  as  its  type  and 
personification,  then  had  Cardiff  Jack  been  pig,  wolf,  tiger, 
and  crocodile,  each  and  all  in  turn,  and  now  he  was  once 
more  the  bleating  lamb. 

Jack  left  them  and  went  to  see  his  old  employer  at  the 
works.  The  men  nodded  to  him  in  their  independent  and 
half-respectful  way.  Mr.  Hodder  came  from  his  den  and 
timidly  shook  hands  with  him ;  the  furnaces,  his  old  friends, 
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seemed  to  fan  themselves  into  a  fierce  heat,  and  the  engines 
to  puff  and  snort  a  welcome.  The  young  man  forgot  his 
gloomy  thoughts,  and  pulled  himself  together.  “  Bah  !  ”  he 
said.  “  Let  her  do  what  she  likes.  Let  her  publish  all  the 
letters.  I  will  laugh  with  the  rest.  Here  is  work,  which  is 
better  than  love.” 

All  night  he  had  been  awake,  thinking  of  Norah  and  the 
other  :  now,  he  shook  off  the  troubles  of  his  loves  as  he  would 
have  taken  off  his  coat.  Norah,  at  home,  was  sitting  in  sad¬ 
ness,  wretched  because  Jack  was  wretched ;  picturing  him 
lonely  in  his  grief  and  distracted  from  his  usual  work.  Mrs. 
Merrion,  selecting  and  reading  his  letters,  was  rejoicing  over 
the  misery  she  was  going  to  bring  upon  him.  And  here  he 
was,  with  light  heart  and  unclouded  brow,  stepping  into  the 
works  of  Bayliss’s  iron  foundry,  with  his  brain  running  un¬ 
disturbed  and  in  the  usual  channels.  Mr.  Bayliss  was  in 
his  office.  He  looked  up  from  the  work  he  was  engaged  in, 
and  gave  Jack  a  friendly  nod. 

“  Glad  to  see  you  back,  Armstrong.  Wait  a  moment  .  .  . 
Now,  then,  my  lad,  for  an  account  of  yourself.” 

“  I’ve  been  to  Germany,  and  I’ve  come  back.” 

“  With  empty  hands  ?  ” 

“No,  with  full  hands.  I  can  do  it,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 

Mr.  Bayliss  instinctively  rose  and  shut  the  door. 

“Now,”  he  said,  “let  us  have  it  out.  I  remember !  I 
remember.  You  were  going  to  make  English  steel  as  good 
as  Prussian.  ...  I  remember.” 

“  Yes  ;  and  I  can  do  it.” 

“Supposing  you  can  do  it — taking  you  at  your  own  valua¬ 
tion,  what  do  you  think  your  knowledge  is  worth  ?  ” 

“  You  shall  see  what  I  can  do,  first.  It  is  no  secret,  and  if 
any  one  else  can  do  it,  let  them.  I  experimented  in  Germany 
on  English  iron,  and  no  one  except  myself  could  do  it.” 

“  Is  it  no  secret  ?  Is  it  only  the  old  dodge  of  putting  in 
the  manganese?  Then,  Armstrong,  I  think  very  little  of 
your  secret.  Everybody  knows  it.” 

“  Do  they  know  how  much  manganese  to  put  in  ?  Do 
they  know  the  right  time  ?  Can  they  make  it  a  certainty  ?  ” 
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“  No.” 

“  I  can,  Mr.  Bayliss,”  Jack  said  with  a  quiet  air  of  assur¬ 
ance. 

“I  am  going  to  make  you  an  offer,  subject  to  my  doing 
what  I  pretend  to  do.” — “  Go  on.” 

“  My  power,  if  it  exists,  will  give  the  foundry,  when  it  is 
exercised,  a  strength  that  no  other  works  can  hope  for  .  .  . 
will  it  not  ?  ” 

“  Ay.” 

“  If  you  had  the  use  of  it,  you  could  increase  your  power 
and  name,  and  therefore  your  influence  and  position,  to  say 
nothing  of  your  income,  which  is  perhaps  great  enough 
already.” 

“No  man’s  income  is  great  enough.  I  made  a  hundred 
thousand  last  year,  but  I  am  not  satisfied  even  with  that.” 

“  I  should  help  you  to  make  more.  These  are  my  terms. 
You  will  give  me  a  despotic  control  over  the  furnaces,  always 
provided  that  I  fulfil  my  promise  to  turn  you  out  steel  as  good 
as  any  that  can  be  made  in  Germany,  and  from  Spanish 
as  well  as  English  iron — so  long  you  will  give  me  such  a 
share  in  the  business  as  shall  guarantee  me  an  income  at 
least  ” -  He  named  boldly  a  very  large  sum. 

Mr.  Bayliss  looked  at  him  with  admiration.  “  And  if  I 
refuse  ? ” 

“  Then  I  go  to  Captain  Perrymont.  If  he  refuses,  I  go  to 
London,  and  start  a  company  which  will  build  a  foundry 
here.” 

“You  young  viper!”  Mr.  Bayliss  replied.  “Would  you 
bite  the  hand  that  nursed  you  ?  ” 

Jack  laughed.  “  I  have  been  brought  up  in  your  works, 
Mr.  Bayliss.  It  is  a  hard  school.  I  mean  to  be  rich.  I  am 
grateful  to  you  for  a  good  many  things,  but  chiefly  for  the 
lesson  that  a  man  who  likes  to  push  himself  on  can  get  on. 
I  am  one  who  pushes.  My  father,  from  all  I  understand,  was 
one  who  was  pushed.” 

“Ay,”  said  Bayliss,  “you  are  right  there.  Johnny  was  a 
good  deal  pushed.  .  .  .  When  do  you  want  to  make  your 
experiments  ?  ” 
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“  When  you  please.  .  .  .  Now  ...  if  you  please.” 

Not  that  day  only,  but  several  days  afterwards,  Jack 
experimented  in  the  foundry.  He  was  within  the  truth  when 
he  boasted  of  the  possession  of  an  invaluable  power.  He  had 
watched  the  molten  metal  so  long  that  he  knew  every  mood, 
so  to  speak,  of  the  iron,  and  could  read  it  as  no  one  else  could. 
Everybody  knew  that  to  improve  the  English  steel  the 
addition  of  manganese  was  necessary.  What  nobody  knew 
except  Jack  was  the  quantity,  varying  with  the  quality  of 
the  metal,  that  had  to  be  put  in,  and  the  time  to  put  it  in. 
And  he  knew  it.  Therefore  he  was  invaluable.  Eor  if  you 
put  in  too  much,  or  too  little,  or  at  the  wrong  time,  you 
spoil  the  whole.  Bayliss  and  his  foreman  Hodder  watched 
and  inspected.  There  was  no  secret,  as  Jack  told  them,  only 
he  was  the  only  man  in  the  world  who  could  do  it. 

“  What  do  you  think,  Hodder  ?  ” 

“  Well,  sir,  if  I  might  be  so  bold,  I  should  say — take  him 
at  his  own  price,  and  it  will  be  a  cheap  bargain.” 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


OME  over  and  see  me.  I  cannot  believe  that  you  are  as 


\J  cruel  and  as  false  as  you  profess  to  be.  Come  and  tell 
me  so  once  more,  before  I  act.  Or  come  and  tell  me  that  it 
is  all  a  horrid  dream,  and  that  you  are  still  my  own  Jack,  as  I 
am  still  your  own  loving  and  most  miserable,  Adelaide.’’ 

This  was  the  letter  which  was  handed  to  Jack  by  Keziah, 
who  accosted  him  on  his  way  home. 

“  Here’s  a  letter  for  you,  Mr.  Armstrong,”  she  said. 

He  took  it,  and  read  it  under  a  gas-lamp.  Then  he  tore 
the  missive  into  small  pieces  and  gave  them  back  to  her. 

“That  is  my  answer — the  only  answer  I  have  to  give 
her  except  this.  Tell  her  that  she  may  act  as  she  thinks 
proper.  I  have  nothing  else  to  say.  Good-night  to  you,  Mrs. 
Bastable.” 

The  woman  received  the  fragments,  and  solemnly  deposited 
them  in  a  capacious  side  pocket. 
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“  Don’t  say  good-night,  Jack  Armstrong,”  she  whispered, 
looking  furtively  across  the  road.  “  Stay  and  have  a  word 
or  two  with  me.” 

“  I  have  nothing  to  say  to  you.” 

“  No ;  but  I  have  a  good  deal  to  say  to  you,  Jack  Arm¬ 
strong.  It  isn’t  that  I  knew  you  when  you  were  a  little  boy, 
and  had  you  in  the  house,  and  kissed  you  a  dozen  times  a 
day,  pretty  little  boy  that  you  were.  That’s  nothing,  because 
I  didn’t  even  know  your  name,  nor  who  was  your  father. 
Lord  !  if  I  had  known.” 

“Well,  Mrs.  Bastable,  and  if  you  had  known.” 

“  I  always  loved  you,  even  then.  And  if  you’ll  believe  me, 
a  middle-aged,  respectable,  deserted  wife,  I  love  you  still. 
And  I’d  help  you  if  I  could.” 

“  But  I  am  afraid  you  cannot.” 

“  I  could,  and  I  would.  I  told  Miss  Norah  that  I  would, 
only  I  want  you  to  tell  me  what  she’s  done.”  This,  with  a 
jerk  of  the  head  in  the  direction  of  Laburnum  Villa,  to  signify 
that  it  was  Mrs.  Merrion  she  meant. 

“  You  live  with  her,”  said  Jack.  “  You  learn  her  secrets, 
I  suppose.  Why  do  you  want  to  ask  me  anything  ?  ” 

“  She’s  not  a  good  lot,  my  cousin  Jenny,”  said  Mrs. 
Bastable.  “  And  she  keeps  her  secrets  mostly  to  herself.” 

“  Your  cousin — Jenny  ?  Who  is  your  cousin  Jenny  ?  ” 

“There  .  .  .  there  .  .  .  my  poor  tongue  ...  I  mean 
Mrs.  Merrion,  of  course — Adelaide.” 

“  Oh !  ” 

“  That  is,  she  calls  herself  Adelaide.  Jack  Armstrong,  don’t 
tell  her  I  told  you ;  but  her  name’s  Jenny,  as  Miss  Norah 
knows  already.  Jenny  she  was  christened,  and  Jenny  she’ll 
die,  whatever  she  calls  herself.  Now, then,  tell  me  all  about  it.” 

Jack  looked  at  her.  “  If  you  know  what  you  profess  to 
know,  you  ought  to  be  able  to  tell  me  something.  I’ve  got 
nothing  to  tell  you,  except  that  I  was  a  young  fool,  and  she 
made  me  think  I  was  in  love  with  her.” 

“  She  always  does.  She  makes  all  the  men  in  love  with 
her.  She’s  made  more  fools  than  any  woman  of  her  age  in 
the  world.  Bless  you,  is  that  all  ?  ” 
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“  But  she’s  got  letters  of  mine.” 

“  She’s  got  letters  from  dozens.  Lord !  you’re  only  one 
fool  among  many — the  biggest  fool,  perhaps,  because  you’ve 
fallen  in  love  with  a  woman  old  enough  to  be  your  mother, 
when  there’s  lots  of  young  girls  in  Esbrough  as  would  jump 
at  you.  For  shame,  Jack  Armstrong!  When  your  father 
fell  in  love,  it  was  with  a  handsome  young  wench  like  me — 
as  I  was  then — or  else  with  a  sweet  pretty  lady  like  your 
poor  mother.” 

“  A  fool  I  was,  no  doubt,”  said  Jack.  “  And  now  I  know  it.” 

“  Don’t  be  afraid,  Jack  Armstrong.  Don’t  mind  what  she 
says.  She  barks,  but  she  don’t  dare  bite.  There’s  them 
behind  as  holds  her  back.  As  for  letters,  she’s  got  letters 
from  Mr.  Bayliss,  and  from  Captain  Perrymont,  and  .  .  .  and 
...  all  the  old  fools  in  the  place.  What’s  she  to  do  with 
your  letters  ?  ” 

This  was  comfort  to  Jack.  “  Can  you  get  her  to  give  them 
back  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“  No,  I  can’t.  She  locks  them  all  up  in  her  davenport,  and 
there  they  are.  She  won’t  give  them  back  for  all  my  asking. 
Jack,  have  nothing  more  to  say  to  her,  and  don’t  be  afraid  of 
her.  She  shan’t  harm  you,  whatever  mischief  she  does.” 

“  Mr.  Bayliss !  Captain  Perrymont !  Do  you  mean  that 
they  write  to  her  ?  ” 

“  Captain  Perrymont  hasn’t  written  for  a  month  and  more. 
I  think  he’s  broke  off.  Mr.  Bayliss  always  comes  himself, 
regular,  once  a  week.” 

“  Good  heavens !  She  told  me  she  had  never  seen  him 
even,  and  did  not  know  him  by  sight.” 

“Jenny  and  lies  means  much  the  same  thing,”  said  Mrs. 
Bastable,  “  though  she  is  my  cousin.” 

“  And  who  was  General  Merrion  ?  ” 

Mrs.  Bastable  looked  round  again.  Then  she  whispered  in 
his  ear  hoarsely,  “  There  never  was  no  General  Merrion.” 

“  No  General  Merrion  ?  ” 

“  She  never  had  a  husband  at  all.  She’s  a  single  woman.” 

“  Then,”  said  Jack  coolly,  “  she’s  a  considerably  more  art¬ 
ful  woman  than  I  took  her  for.  Suppose,  Mrs.  Bastable, 
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suppose  she  was  to  bring  an  action  against  me,  would  you  be 
prepared  to  prove  this  in  the  witness-box  ?  ” 

“  I’d  prove  that,  and  plenty  more,  if  sbe  tries  to  harm  you. 
And  I’ve  told  her  so,  only  she  won’t  believe  it.  Ah  !  she’s  a 
wilful  woman,  a  wicked  woman.” 

“  Then  why  do  you  live  with  her  ?  ” 

“  Because  I  can’t  help  it.  Because  I’m  tied  to  her.  Because 
I’m  the  only  person  in  the  world  that  cares  for  her  and  isn’t 
afraid  of  her.  And  because  I  mind  the  old  days  when  Jenny 
was  a  pretty  young  slip  of  a  thing,  good  and  innocent,  and 
thought  of  nothing  but  a  bit  of  ribbon  or  some  coloured  rag 
to  set  off  her  beauty.  Ah !  you  gentlemen,  you  think  we 
women  haven’t  got  any  hearts.  What  does  it  matter  to  me 
that  Jenny  hasn’t  turned  out  so  quiet  and  good  as  the  rest 
of  the  family?  Blood’s  thicker  than  water;  and  I  mean  to 
look  after  her,  if  all  the  world  gives  her  up.” 

“  I  believe  you’re  a  kind-hearted  woman,”  said  Jack. 
“And  now  I’ll  tell  you  something  about  it.  I  was  only 
eighteen,  and  she  turned  my  brain.  One  night,  after  I’d 
been  telling  her  that  I  loved  her  and  all  the  rest  of  the 
nonsense,  she  got  me  to  write  her  a  promise  of  marriage. 
She  wrote  it,  and  I  signed  it.  I  would  have  signed  any¬ 
thing,  then.  Then  LTorah  came,  and  I  saw  what  a  fool  I 
had  been.  All  day  long,  you  see,  I  was  at  work,  and  think¬ 
ing  of  my  work ;  and  in  the  evening  she  made  a  fool  of  me.” 

“  Same  as  she  does  to  all  of  them.  Lord  !  what  creatures 
men  are,  to  be  sure.  Made  a  fool  of  you,  indeed !  Why, 
couldn’t  you  fall  in  love  with  Miss  Bayliss,  now,  if  you 
wanted  a  pretty  girl  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know.” 

“Well,  I’m  glad  you  didn’t.  You’ve  got  a  sweet  girl  and 
a  lovely  girl,  now :  and  if  you  are  not  kind  to  her,  Jack 
Armstrong,  I’ll  never  forgive  you,  as  sure  as  my  name’s 
Keziak  Bastable.” 

“  Of  course,  I  shall  be  kind  to  Norak,”  he  replied. 

“  Ah !  there’s  different  sorts  of  kindnesses.  I’ve  known 
men  that  were  kind  to  their  wives  who’d  beat  them  with 
sticks  if  they  got  into  a  rage.” 
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“  My  good  soul,  be  rational.” 

“  And  their  wives  loved  them  all  the  same,  poor  bleeding- 
lambs  !  I’ve  known  men  who  were  kind  to  their  wives,  but 
never  asked  themselves  if  the  poor  things  were  happy,  nor 
what  they  wanted,  and  saw  them  pine  away  for  want  of  a 
little  thought.  And  I’ve  known  men  who  were  kind  to  their 
wives,  or  said  they  were,  when  they’d  given  them  a  comfort¬ 
able  house,  and  left  them  alone  by  themselves  the  long  day, 
and  sometimes  the  long  night.  Don’t  you  do  that,  Jack 
Armstrong.  You’re  masterful  and  she’s  loving  ;  you’re  strong 
and  she’s  trustful.  You’ve  won  away  her  heart,  poor  thing, 
and  she  believes  you’re  an  angel  from  heaven.  Think  of  her 
after  you’ve  married  her,  Jack  Armstrong.  Think  of  the 
wife  that  wants  to  tell  you  everything,  and  to  put  all  her 
thoughts  into  your  heart,  and  don’t  be  wrapped  up  for  ever 
in  your  wheels  and  your  engines.  It  wasn’t  for  nothing  that 
you  were  born  in  a  foundry,  when  the  furnace'  was  roaring 
and  the  engine  blowing  and  the  chimneys  smoking.  I  was 
there,  and  the  first  thing  as  ever  you  did  was  to  stretch  out 
your  tiny  fist  to  the  fire  and  clutch  at  it.  And  the  doctor 
says:  ‘Let’s  have  a  look  at  this  son  of  Vulcan!’  I  said 
then,  for  I  was  a  prophet  before  I  was  a  witch  and  had 
familiar  sperruts,  I  said :  ‘  It’s  a  great  man  he’s  going  to  be, 
give  him  the  chance.’  A  beautiful  baby  you  were,  much  too 
beautiful  to  live.  But  don’t  be  carried  away  with  your 
cleverness,  Jack.  Don’t  neglect  your  wife  to  make  a  little 
money.  Have  faith,  and  give  her  your  evenings  at  least, 
and  let  her  thoughts  be  your  thoughts.  I  am  but  a  foolish 
woman,  and  a  sinful  witch  and  a  clairvoyong,  but  I  can’t 
bear  to  think  of  your  father’s  son  doing  anything  but  what’s 
right.” 

She  seized  his  hand  and  held  it  for  a  moment.  The 
tears  were  running  down  her  homely  cheeks,  but  his  big 
bright  eyes  looked  at  her  full,  with  an  intentness  which 
brought  back  the  days  when  he  was  a  boy,  and  she  stood 
transformed,  waiting  for  the  silent  summons  to  the  mesmeric 
room.  Then  she  left  him ;  but  returned  again  in  a 
moment. 
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££I’ve  got  something  more  on  my  mincl.  Let  me  talk  to 
you  to-morrow.  Now  I  must  get  back  to  Jenny.  It’s  the 
time  when  she  wants  her  brandy  and  water.” 

Jack  went  home.  In  Norah’s  room  were  only  herself  and 
Myles,  for  the  “  boy  ”  had  been  sent  to  bed.  Myles  was 
silent  and  subdued,  as  he  had  been  for  some  months,  since, 
in  fact,  his  disappointing  tour  in  the  provinces.  Jack  sat 
down  between  them,  fronting  the  fire.  Norah  was  on  the 
right,  a  book  in  her  hands,  but  not  reading,  and  Myles  on 
the  left  nursing  his  knee  and  gazing  into  the  coals.  And  so 
all  three  were  silent.  Norah  lifting  a  corner  of  her  eyes  to 
Jack  when  he  was  sitting  near  her,  his  foot  actually  touching 
her  dress,  a  mode  of  personal  contact  which,  distant  as  it 
was,  refreshed  her  soul. 

“  Myles,”  said  Jack,  after  a  long  pause,  “  we  are  very  silent 
to-night.” 

“  We  are,  Jack.  Norah,  alaunah,  ’tis  dull  you’ll  be.” 

She  shook  her  head. 

“  Myles,  do  you  remember  how  you  used  to  tell  us  stories, 
Norah  and  me,  in  the  old  days?  There  was  Pettigo  and 
Ennis  fair,  and  Connemara  wakes,  and  Connaue-ht  fisdits. 
Do  you  ever  think  of  them,  now  ?  ” 

“Never,  Jack;  ’twas  in  the  ould  bad  days.  Norah  knows 
all  about  it.  I  tould  her  myself.” 

“  I’ve  forgotten,  father,”  said  Norah. — “  So  have  I,  Myles,” 
said  Jack.  £<  It  was  not  to  bring  them  up  in  your  mind  that 
I  asked  if  you  remembered  the  stories.  Only  I  thought  I 
would  tell  you  one,  if  you  would  like  to  hear  it.” 

“  Sure  I  would,”  said  Myles  languidly,  “  if  Norah  would.” 

Jack  looked  at  her  and  began  clearing  his  throat.  “  About 
a  thousand  years  ago,  or  it  may  be  two  thousand,  because  the 
books  have  got  confused,  and  so  the  dates  are  all  as  wrong  as 
the  repealer’s  facts.” 

“Jack,  ye’re  takin’  advantage,”  said  Myles,  waking  up. 

“Well,  then,  it  doesn’t  matter  how  long  ago.  But  there 
were  once  a  girl  and  a  boy.  The  boy’s  name  was  John,  but 
they  called  him  Jack.” 

“  Aha  !  ”  cried  Myles,  revived  and  alert.  “  May  I  have  my 
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pipe  in  here,  Nor  ah  asthore  ?  That’s  my  clear  girl.  And 
now,  Jack,  the  story.  The  colleen’s  name  was  Norah.” 

“  Of  course.” 

“  Av  course.  When  ye’re  done  blushin’,  my  princess  of 
Pettigo,  -where  you  ought  to  have  been  born,  give  me  a 
shavin’  of  paper  for  a  pipelight.  Go  on,  Jack,  ’tis  a  mighty 
fine  story.” 

“  They  were  brought  up  by  a  kind-hearted  man,  who  was 
the  girl’s  father.” 

“  He  was  a  dhrunken  scoundrel,”  said  Myles.  t£  I  knew 
him  well.  That  is,  I  didn’t,  but  my  great-great-grandfather 
fifty  hundred  times  removed,  who  was  then  the  king  of 
Ennis,  often  said  he’d  live  to  be  hanged.” 

“  His  Majesty  was  not  always  a  prophet  to  be  depended 
on,”  said  Jack.  “  Well,  things  happened  so  that  after  the 
little  maid  was  five  years  old  and  the  boy  was  nine,  or  there¬ 
abouts,  this  good  man  had  to  give  them  up,  in  order  to  get 
them  educated.  The  girl  went  off  to  stay  with  a  Saxon 
princess,  not  so  beautiful  as  she  was  good  ” - 

“  Thrue,  Jack,  gospel  thrue.” 

“  And  the  boy  with  a  priest  who  wore  a  white  robe  on 
Sundays  and  read  books  all  the  week,  and  was  the  best  man 
that  ever  lived.  Don’t  interrupt,  Myles.  Well,  the  boy,  a 
selfish,  conceited  young  dog,  took  to  reading  books  too,  and 
was  never  so  happy  as  when  he  was  reading  books  and  learn¬ 
ing  to  make  things  out  of  iron  and  steel.  And  he  never,  or 
hardly  ever,  gave  a  thought  to  the  little  maid  at  all.” 

“  0  Jack!  ”  said  Norak. 

“  A  more  selfish  boy  never  lived.  Meantime,  the  little 
girl  was  growing  up  too.  She  grew  up  so  beautiful  that 
everybody  fell  in  love  with  her,  and  the  angels  were  jealous 
of  her.” 

Myles  took  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth,  and  with  the 
courtesy  of  a  Castilian,  stepped  across  the  hearthrug,  just  one 
short  step  and  a  bit,  and  kissed  his  daughter’s  hand. 

“  I’d  like  to  see  the  angel  that  could  come  up  to  her,”  he 
said,  resuming  his  seat  with  a  smile  of  blissful  content.  a  Go 
on,  Jack,  ’tis  a  beautiful  story.” 
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“  The  angels  were  jealous  of  her,”  Jack  repeated. 

“  Don’t,  Jack,”  Norah  murmured. 

“  When  she  sang,  it  was  like  playing  on  the  strings  of 
your  heart.” 

££  It  was,  it  was,”  said  Myles. 

££  And  when  she  spoke  it  was  like  music.  Her  hair  was 
black,  and  she  had  dark  blue  eyes,  so  dark  as  to  look  almost 
black  at  first.” 

“  Jack,  I  forbid  you  to  go  on  with  your  description,”  cried 
Norah,  blushing  again.  “  If  you  have  no  story  to  follow,  I 
will  get  up  and  go  to  bed.” 

“  Wait — I  am  coming  to  the  story.  The  girl  became  a 
woman,  and  everybody  said  she  was  fit  to  be  a  queen - ” 

“  Jack !  ” 

££  And  what  was  better,  she  had  never  forgotten  the  boy  she 
used  to  play  with.  Every  year,  when  her  father  came  to  see 
her,  she  used  to  ask  after  Jack;  and  all  the  year  round,  she 
used  to  think  about  him ;  he  all  the  time  never  thinking 
about  her  at  all.” 

<£  That  was  because  he  was  learning  to  make  himself  clever,” 
said  JSTorah,  ££  and  had  something  else  to  do.” 

££  Don’t  go  beyond  the  story,  Norah.  Well,  the  boy 
became  a  young  man  and  went  to  live  with  Myles,  little 
Norah’s  father,  and  worked  in  the  king’s  foundries,  where  he 
made  machines  and  engines  and  all  sorts  of  wonderful  things, 
and  thought  at  first  about  nothing  but  getting  rich.  But  he 
made  the  acquaintance  of  a  lady  who  was  dressed  in  velvets 
and  silks,  and  who  called  herself  a  princess,  though  she  was 
nothing,  really,  but  a  common  kitchen  maid,  as  every  true 
princess  would  see  at  a  glance ;  but  she  was  clever,  and  knew 
how  to  deceive  people  and  make  them  think  that  they  were 
in  love  with  her.” 

Then  Myles  turned  very  red.  But  Norah  didn’t  notice 
him,  because  she  was  looking  shyly  at  Jack,  and  she  was 
trembling. 

££  She  got  hold  of  the  young  man  when  he  was  only 
eighteen,  and  used  to  make  him  sit  with  her  of  an  evening. 
She  played  to  him,  and  sang  to  him,  gave  him  delicate  little 
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dinners  dressed  daintily  for  him,  and  one  night,  when  they 
were  all  alone,  she  made  him  sit  at  her  feet  and  say  he 
loved  her.” 

“  She’s  a  witch,”  groaned  Myles. 

“  Then  she  made  him  write  her  letters.  Not  one  letter, 
hut  hundreds,  in  which  the  boy,  who  knew  hardly  any  other 
woman,  told  her  over  and  over  again  all  his  fancied  love.” 

“  Poor  Jack  !  ”  said  Myles. 

“  So  it  went  on,  and  nothing  happened  for  a  time.  Then 
the  colleen  came  home  to  her  father ;  and  at  sight  of  her 
and  at  speech  with  her,  the  foolish  fancy  flew  out  of  that 
young  man’s  heart  like  a  dream  of  the  night.  He  feared 
that  all  his  imagined  love  was  a  delusion,  and  that  the 
woman,  the  pretended  princess,  could  be  nothing  in  the 
world  to  him.  He  told  her  so.  She  laughed  at  him,  told 
him  that  it  was  a  passing  whim,  and  dared  him  to  break  it 
off.  So  he  was  afraid.  But  then,  bit  by  bit,  he  saw,  talking 
to  the  colleen  every  day,  what  true  love  meant;  he  saw  what 
a  woman  should  be,  and  what  life  might  be  made  with  such 
a  woman  by  his  side.  And  then,  overpowered  by  passion, 
one  day,  Myles,  he  did  what  he  ought  not  to  have  done — he 
told  the  girl,  the  Princess  Norah,  that  he  loved  her,  but  that 
he  was  engaged  to  another  woman.” 

“  Hush,  Norah,  hush,  my  pretty,”  cried  Myles,  holding 
the  girl  to  his  heart,  as  she  half  stepped,  half  knelt  across  to 
him,  and  fell  into  his  arms.  “Don’t  cry,  alaunah.  Sure, 
’tis  the  most  beautiful  story  that  ever  I  heard.  Go  on,  Jack, 
and  more  power  to  your  elbow.” 

“Then  he  went  away.  While  he  was  abroad,  his  heart 
was  full  of  Norah.  He  thought  about  her  every  day  and  all 
the  night.  He  learned  to  loathe  the  name  of  the  other 
woman.  He  came  home,  and  a  second  time  he  told  his 
Norah  all  the  sad  story.  Then  he  went  to  the  other  woman 
and  told  her.  Again  she  laughed  in  his  face,  tried  to  cajole 
him,  and  then  she  threatened  him.  He  left  her  at  last, 
declaring  that,  do  what  she  might,  he  would  never  set  foot 
in  her  house  again.” 

“And  then,  Jack?”  asked  Myles. 
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“That’s  all,  Myles,”  he  said.  “Forgive  me,  and  tell  us 
that  we  may  love  one  another.” 

Myles  did  not  answer,  but  the  tears  came  into  his  eyes  and 
trickled  down  his  seamed  and  worn  cheeks.  Norah  stayed 
where  she  was.  Presently  he  raised  her,  and  taking  her 
hand,  laid  it  in  the  great  brown  fist  that  belonged  to 
Jack. 

“Whom  should  she  marry  but  you,  Jack  ?  Would  she  be 
my  own  daughter,  my  Norah,  if  she  did  not  love  you  better 
than  herself?  ” 

And  then,  with  great  presence  of  mind,  Myles  left  them 
together. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

“  T  OFFER  you,  Armstrong,  a  handsome  salary,  dependent 

-L  on  results,”  said  Mr.  Bayliss,  in  his  own  private  office, 
“  but  no  partnership.  You  shall  work  this  power  of  yours 
to  my  advantage,  and  no  other’s.  That  is  my  offer.” 

“Then  I  refuse  it,”  said  Jack. 

“Very  well.  Go  now,  and  see  what  Perrymont  will  do.” 

“  That  is  what  I  intend  to  do.” 

“  I  took  this  boy,”  said  Bayliss,  putting  his  hands  into  his 
pockets,  and  looking  ahead  as  if  he  were  addressing  posterity, 
“  when  he  had  not  a  penny  and  knew  nothing.  I  trained 
him.  I  gave  him  employment.  I  taught  him  his  trade.  And 
now  I  offer  him  a  handsome  salary — a  handsome  salary.  He 
turns  upon  me,  like  the  worm,  and  goes  to  Perrymont.” 

“It  is  true  that  you  took  me  as  a  boy,”  said  Jack,  “and 
for  nothing.  It  is  also  true  that  if  my  father  were  living, 
he  would  be  your  partner  still,  and  you  would  be  only  half 
as  rich  as  you  are  now.” 

A  random  shot,  but  it  hit  between  wind  and  water. 
Bayliss  changed  colour. 

“  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  might-have-beens.  I  am  a 
practical  man.  I  have  had  small  opportunities,  and  I  have 
had  great  ones.  But  I  never  let  one  slip.  You,  Armstrong, 
are  one  of  my  small  ones.” 
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“On  the  contrary,”  said  Jack,  “I  am  one  of  your  great 
ones.” 

“  Are  you  here  to  bully  me,  or  am  I  here  ” - 

“To  bully  me?  Neither,  Mr.  Bayliss.  I  am  here  having 
proved  myself  the  possessor  of  a  power  that  will  make  me 
rich.  You  offer  to  make  me  a  servant.  I  will  not  be  a  servant. 
I  intend  to  be  a  master.  If  not  a  master  in  your  works,  then 
in  others.  You  know  that  I  am  not  friendless.” 

“  You  may  go  to  Perrymont,”  said  Bayliss.  “  Come  back 
if  you  like,  when  you  have  seen  him.  My  offer  is  still  open. 
Oh !  there  is  one  other  thing.  Your  eccentric  friend,  Mr. 
Myles  Cuolahan.” 

“Your  old  associate,  in  old  days.” 

“  That  is  an  infernal  lie,  if  he  said  so,”  burst  out  th q parvenu. 
“  I  say  it  is  an  infernal  lie.  Tell  him  I  said  so.” 

“  I  think  I  had  better  not.  It  is  the  truth,  and  you  know 
it.  He  was  an  associate  of  yourself  and  of  my  father,  when 
you  all  drank  together,  and  were  proud  of  being  the  friends 
of  the  last  Armstrong  left  in  Esbrough,  poor  though  he 
was.” 

“We  are  proud  of  our  family,  then,  among  other  things, 
Jack  Armstrong,  you  will  eventually  bring  yourself  to  the 
devil.” 

“  Perhaps.  Good-evening,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 

Bayliss,  left  alone,  began,  with  the  marvellous  rapidity 
which  was  his  strong  point,  to  make  estimates  and  plans. 
“  He  would  bring  thirty  thousand  a  year  to  the  concern. 
Would  it  be  worth  while  to  let  him  have  his  terms  ?  Son  of 
my  old  partner.  Esbrough  will  never  forget  that.  How  the 
old  things  strike  and  crop  up  again — crop  up  again.”  He 
fidgeted  in  his  chair.  “  Bah  !  as  if  anything  would  hurt  me 
that  might  crop  up.  There  are  those  papers  at  the  banker’s. 
They  have  had  them  for  fifteen  years.  I  will  fetch  them  out, 
and  destroy  them.  Then,  if  they  are  asked  for,  I  can  say 
that  they  are  lost  and  the  Bank  knows  that  they  were  once 
in  existence.  I  will  burn  them  all.  Pool  that  I  was !  And 
yet,  the  safety  of  it.  And  it  was  the  making  of  me.” 

When  a  certain  fear  came  over  him  his  form  seemed  to 
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shrink,  and  his  full  round  face  suddenly  became  crossed  with 
dimples. 

“  It  was  the  making  of  me.  They  wanted  to  know  if  I  was 
a  responsible  man.  I  showed  them  the  papers.  The  land 
was  mine  by  deed  of  transfer,  signed,  witnessed  and  all; 
signed  by  me,  witnessed  by  the  old  clerk  Kislingbury,  dead 
and  comfortably  out  of  the  way,  and  the  fellow  Bastable,  the 
rogue  whom  I  sent  away — abroad.  He  has  never  come  back 
since.  The  land  was  mine,  and  the  vein  was  mine ;  all  the 
rest  was  easy.  Paul  Bayliss,  my  boy,  such  acts  are  like 
rebellions.  If  they  are  successful,  they  are  great  strokes  of 
policy.  If  they  fail,  they  are  great  crimes.  Mine  has  not 
failed.  It  has  prospered.  I  defy  the  Fates  to  do  me  any 
harm.  To-morrow  I  get  the  papers  out  of  the  Bank,  and  I 
destroy  them.  There  are  no  copies.  Who  can  swear  to  a 
forge — to  a  signature  when  there  is  no  signature  to  swear  to  ? 
And  if  my  word  is  not  as  good  as  Bastable’s,  even  if  he  is 
living,  which  is  not  likely,  what  is  the  world  coming  to? 
Paul  Bayliss  is  a  millionaire.  Paul  Bayliss  is  a  justice  of 
the  peace.  Paul  Bayliss  shall  be  a  Baronet,  before  he  is  done. 
Baronet  ?  By  Gad,  he  shall  be  a  Baron — first  Lord  Esbrough, 
and  shall  pass  his  title  on  through  his  daughter  to  his  grand¬ 
children.  Men  must  take  their  opportunities,  or  must  make 
them.” 

Here  a  knock  came  to  the  door.  It  was  Hodder.  “  I  beg 
your  pardon,  sir.  Can  I  have  five  minutes  ?  ” 

Mr.  Bayliss,  who  had  been  walking  up  and  down  the  room 
with  his  great  shock  of  brown  hair  a  good  deal  dishevelled, 
ran  his  fingers  through  it,  and  instantly  assumed  his  magis¬ 
terial  air. 

“  I  was  making  a  few  troublesome  calculations,  Hodder. 
But  go  on — go  on.  What  is  it  ?  ” 

“  I  am  afraid,  sir,  that  I  have  discovered  a  bad  business.” 

Mr.  Bayliss  took  out  his  watch.  “  Five  minutes  only. 
Come  to  the  point.” 

“  Smith  has  forged  a  cheque.” 

“Forged  a  cheque?  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  an 
employ 6  of  mine  has  forged — actually  forged — a  cheque?” 
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He  filled  himself  out  and  puffed  his  cheeks,  like  an  offended 
turkey  cock. 

“  I  am  sure  of  it,”  said  Hodder.  He  gave  him  a  paper. 

“  That  is  not  my  signature,  and  a  clumsy  imitation. 
Hodder,  it  is  a  wicked  world.  I  had  confidence  in  Smith. 
Was  not  his  salary  increased  last  January  ?  ” 

“  It  was,  sir.  Ten  pounds,” 

Bayliss  looked  at  him,  and  at  the  cheque.  “  Ten  pounds. 
We  try  to  help  them  who  work  for  us,  Hodder,  and  this 
is  our  reward.  This  is  .  .  .  our  .  .  .  reward.  Well,  .  .  . 
well.” 

Hodder  began  to  stammer.  “  I  brought  it  to  you,  sir,  at 
once.” 

“  Of  course.” 

“  And  .  .  .  and  ...  if  I  might  speak  a  word  for  the  poor 
fellow.” 

“  Speak,  Hodder.”  Mr.  Bayliss  seated  himself.  “  I  am  a 
magistrate,  but  forget  that.  Say  all  you  can.” 

“  He  is  recently  married.  His  wife  is  ill.  He  thought, 
perhaps,  that  he  could  replace  the  amount,  or  get  a  real 
cheque,  or  something.  He  is  in  dreadful  misery  of  mind. 
If  you  would  only  pass  it  over.” 

“  Hodder,  how  many  men  have  I  got  in  my  employ  ?  ” 

“  I  don’t  know,  sir,  within  fifty  or  so.” 

“  There  are  many  hundreds,  at  least,  as  you  do  know.  I 
should  think  your  zeal  in  my  service  might  have  led  you  to 
know  accurately  how  many  there  are,  if  only  to  show  the 
importance  of  the  works.  But  let  that  pass.  If  we  let  this 
one  wrong  act  go  unpunished,  it  will  be  an  inducement  to 
others  to  do  the  same.  A.  B.  is  hard  up — A.  B.  steals.  We 
are  to  have  pity  on  A.  B.  No,  Hodder.  I  am  sorry — I  am 
more  than  sorry.  Smith  has  a  wife,  and  he  belongs  to  a 
respectable  family.  It  will  be  a  bitter  blow  to  them,  but  it 
is  a  blow  that  must  be  dealt  in  mercy  to  the  others.  Let 
every  one  on  these  works,  on  Paul  Bayliss’s  works,  know, 
that  if  he  is  in  distress  he  may  come  to  the  master.  But  if 
he  steals,  the  law  must  take  its  course.  Forgery  !  And  on 
my  works.”  Hodder  was  silent.  This  was  grandeur.  “  Pro- 
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secute,  Hodder.  Put  the  thing  out  of  my  hands  at  once.  I 
am  a  witness,  I  suppose,  because  this  signature  is  mine.  You 
have  spoiled  my  dinner,  Hodder.” 

Hodder  went  out.  In  his  own  office  was  a  young  man, 
little  more  than  a  boy,  with  white  face  and  trembling  limbs. 
“  It  won’t  do,  Smith,”  said  Hodder.  “  Damn  him  !  He  is 
as  hard  as  nails.  We  are  to  prosecute.” 

“  Oh  !  my  poor  wife,”  groaned  the  miserable  forger.  “  Who 
will  tell  her?” 

c<  There’s  a  chance,”  whispered  Hodder.  “  Take  the  train 
to  Hull.  Take  the  steamer — one  of  our  own  iron  steamers 
— to  Spain.  It  goes  to-night.  Then  you  can  get  across 
somehow  to  South  America.  They  won’t  look  for  you. 
When  you  are  there,  with  an  assumed  name,  write  to  me 
here ,  when  no  one  will  suspect,  and  I  will  send  you  your 
wife.  Get  away  quietly,  and  I  will  give  you  four-and-twenty 
hours’  start,  and  tell  your  wife  something  that  will  put  her 
off  the  scent.  I’m  not  a  rich  man,  but  here  is  something 
to  help  you  as  far  as  Spain.  You  may  get  a  passage  for 
nothing,  if  you  make  out  that  you  are  going  for  the  firm, 
but  don’t  try  it  on  if  you  can  help  it.” 

“  God  bless  you  for  ever !  ”  cried  the  man.  “  And  you 
will  not  tell  my  wife  all  ?  ” 

“Nothing.  Only,  if  there  is  a  row,  we  will  make  her 
believe  that  your  man  did  it.  Now,  write  her  a  line  quick, 
and  be  off.” 

At  five  o’clock,  Hodder  presented  himself  again  to  his 
employer.  “  Have  you  got  a  warrant  out  for  Smith’s  busi¬ 
ness,  sir  ?  ” 

“I  thought  it  was  your  business,  Hodder.  Well,  get  one 
at  once.” 

“Yes,  sir,  as  soon  as  I  can.  I  suppose  to-morrow  will  be 
time  enough  for  the  arrest.” 

“Well,  when  Smith  comes  to-morrow  he  will  be  met  by 
what  he  little  expects.” 

Hodder  sighed.  “  Yes,  sir.  If  every  one  had  his 
deserts  ” - 


“  What  the  devil  do  you  mean,  Hodder  ?  ”  Bayliss  faced 
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him  with  an  expression  so  savage  that  the  foreman  only 
stammered,  and  walked  out. 

When,  next  morning,  it  was  discovered  that  Smith  was 
missing,  Bayliss  heard  the  news  from  Hodder,  and  told  him 
to  institute  a  search.  But  as  Hodder  did  nothing,  and  as 
other  events  occurred,  Smith  got  off  free.  In  fact,  a  few 
months  later,  Smith  returned  to  Esbrough,  after  a  visit  to 
Paraguay,  and  took  away  his  wife,  hearing  still,  so  to  speak, 
his  sword.  The  moral  of  which  is,  not  that  you  are  to  forge 
a  cheque  when  you  are  hard  up,  dear  young  friend  starting 
in  life,  because  that  is  wicked  ;  nor  is  it  that  you  are  to  help 
the  wicked  man  to  turn  away  from  the  consequences  of  his 
wickedness,  because  that  is  compounding  of  felony ;  nor  that 
you  are  to  let  off  your  servants  when  they  err  and  trespass, 
because  that  is  the  weakness  of  generosity ;  but  it  is  .  .  . 
“  He  may  run  who  reads,”  and  we  will  not  spoil  the  story 
by  adding  the  moral. 

Jack  went  to  Captain  Perrymont.  The  Captain  heard 
him  at  full  length. 

“I  see  your  drift,  my  boy,”  he  said.  “I  should  like  to 
help  you  because  you  are  an  Armstrong.  But  I  cannot, 
because  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  have  nothing  to  do 
with  new  things.  I  am  rich  enough,  and  so  is  my  son.  The 
devil  of  it  is  that  we  can’t  help  getting  richer.  Where  the 
fortunes  of  the  Perrymonts  and  Baylisses  will  end,  Lord 
knows.  I’m  ashamed  to  see  the  money  pouring  in,  and  we 
not  knowing  what  to  do  with  it.” 

“Well,  sir.  Then  you  will  have  nothing  to  say  to  me.” 

“  Everything  to  say  to  you.  I  like  you.  Frank  likes  you. 
Come  and  dine  as  often  as  you  please,  and  the  oftener  the 
better.  But  I  won’t  make  myself  richer  by  your  means.” 

Jack  went  away  as  sad  as  the  young  man  who  was  bidden 
to  sell  all  he  had.  He  had  got  a  great  thing :  a  power  which 
no  other  man  possessed,  he  looked  to  it  for  the  establishment 
of  his  own  fortune,  with  all  the  collateral  issues  that  a  gene¬ 
rous  and  unselfish  man  could  see  springing  therefrom.  He 
had  returned  with  a  sudden  confidence  and  exultation.  And 
this  was  the  result :  Paul  Bayliss  would  make  him  a  servant, 
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and  Captain  Perrymont  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  him 
at  all.  The  inventor  who  has  worked  out  an  idea  that  no 
one  will  back  up,  though  it  would  regenerate  civilisation ; 
the  young  fellow  who  has  got  a  carpet  bag  full  of  poems 
which  no  one  will  publish ;  the  novelist  who  has  a  romance 
that  no  one  will  buy ;  the  dramatist  who  has  a  play  that  no 
one  will  act ;  the  disappointment  of  all  these  together  would 
not  make  up  that  which  filled  poor  Jack’s  breast  as  he  left 
Perrymont  and  walked  quietly  away.  People  met  him  and 
shook  hands.  Frank  Perrymont  shouted  to  him  across  the 
street ;  he  mechanically  answered,  and  passed  on.  That 
morning  he  had  been  a  rich  man,  able  to  marry  his  Norah. 
He  was  now  a  poor  man.  That  morning  he  had  been  suc¬ 
cessful.  He  was  now  ruined.  Presently  there  met  him  Mr. 
Bayliss  himself — he  walking  slowly  down  the  street,  looking 
out,  in  fact,  for  Jack’s  return. 

He  beckoned  him.  “Well,  Armstrong,  what  says  Perry¬ 
mont  ?  ” 

“  He  says  ...  in  fact,  he  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  me.” 

“  Good.  How,  I  make  you  my  offer  over  again.” 

“  And  I  refuse  it.  I  will  be  no  mere  servant.” 

“  You  talked  of  setting  up  a  Company  here.  You  can  try, 
of  course.  But  see  what  they  would  say  in  London  of  a 
Company  in  opposition  to  Paul  Bayliss.” 

“  I  can  wait,”  said  Jack.  “  But  I  will  work  my  power  yet, 
and  from  my  own  hand,  too.” 

“  Try  to  work  it  here,  my  young  Jack,  and  you  will  have 
Paul  Bayliss  against  you  at  every  turn.  There  is  not  a  man 
in  all  this  place  that  does  not  belong  to  me  somehow  or  other. 
Look  at  that  man  across  the  street.  You  see  how  he  takes 
off  his  hat  to  me.  He  owes  me  nothing.  I  have  never  given 
him  a  penny.  Yet  he  is  obsequious,  because  I  could,  if  I 
pleased,  smash  him.  I  could  smash  them  all  if  I  liked.  Those 
who  get  in  my  way  I  do  smash.  If  you  get  in  my  way  I 
smash  you.  Bemember,  that  in  Esbrough  I  am  king,  and  I 
mean  to  be  king.  You  may  be  one  of  my  subjects,  and  if  you 
do  your  duty  you  will  be  paid  for  it.  I  rule  here.  And  now 
make  war  with  me  if  you  dare.” 
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He  strode  off,  puffing  his  cheeks  like  some  infuriated  bub¬ 
bly  jock  in  a  stable  yard,  leaving  Jack  on  the  curbstone,  half 
amused  and  half  savage.  Scrape  the  rust  off  the  man  who 
has  “  made  himself”  manners  as  well  as  money,  and  you  find, 
below,  the  man  as  he  was  before  he  was  made.  Paul  Bayliss 
was  as  coarse,  as  self-seeking,  as  vulgar,  in  these  days  of 
splendour,  as  when  he  was  the  beggarly  partner  in  a  ruinous 
scrap  iron  factory,  and  got  drunk  whenever  he  could  spare  five 
shillings  or  borrow  that  sum  from  poor  Johnny  Armstrong. 

“  War  !  ”  said  Jack.  “  Well,  let  us  have  war.  I  will  go  and 
see  Mr.  Fortescue.  Perhaps,  after  all,  he  is  too  big  for  me.” 

Then  the  humorous  side  of  the  thing  seized  him,  and  he 
went  home  laughing  as  he  walked,  so  that  the  sentimental 
girls  who  met  him  thought  their  Jack  was  frivolous,  and  all 
the  frivolous  girls  thought  their  Jack  was  charming.  For 
among  the  women  of  all  classes  and  all  ages,  from  Ella,  ruling 
sovereign  of  beauty,  to  the  humble  factory  girl,  there  was 
unanimity  of  opinion — Jack  Armstrong  was  the  production 
of  which  Esbrough  might  chiefly  boast ;  and  Jack  was,  so  far 
as  was  known,  free,  Norah  Cuolahan  being,  presumably,  a 
sister  only.  It  was  true  that  he  went  to  Mrs.  Merrion’s,  but 
so  did  a  good  many  people.  And  she  was  old  enough  to  be 
his  mother. 

“  There  goes  J ack  Armstrong.” 

“  I  like  him  best  when  he  is  meditating  in  church,”  said 
Ethel  the  pensive,  “  his  noble  brow  is  marble  white.  Did  you 
ever  see  him  smile  ?  Oh — h  !  It  makes  you  understand  the 
curving  lips  that  the  novelists  talk  about.” 

“I  like  him  best,”  said  Fanny  the  flirt,  “when  he’s  laugh¬ 
ing  and  talking.  Did  you  ever  waltz  with  him  ?  Oh — h !  It 
makes  you  understand  being  held  up  tight,  like  Ouida  talks 
about.” 

“  There  goes  Jack  Armstrong !  ” 

“  I  call  that  a  man,  girls,”  said  Poll,  one  of  the  hands. 
“  He  don’t  fool  about.  He  works  like  a  man,  and  he  fights 
like  a  man  ;  and  he  treats  a  pretty  girl  like  a  man.  Lord  ! 
he’s  chucked  me  under  the  chin  a  dozen  times.  Glad  to  see 
you  back  again,  Handsome  Jack.” 
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“  How  are  you,  Poll  ?  How  are  you  all,  girls  ?  ”  answered 
Jack,  at  the  same  time  taking  off  his  hat  to  Ethel  and 
Fanny. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

“  T)UT  you  have  lost  nothing,  Jack,”  said  Norah,  anxious 
-L)  to  find  the  rosy  side.  “  You  have  escaped  the  clutches 
of  a  greedy  man.  That  is  all.” 

“  I  wish  it  were  all.  What  the  greedy  man,  as  you  call 
him,  says  is  true.  He  is  absolute  master  in  this  place.  No 
company,  unless  it  were  far  stronger  than  any  I  could  get 
together,  would  dare  to  work  here  in  the  teeth  of  Paul  Bayliss. 
He  is  King  Paul,  Emperor  Paul,  Pope  Paul,  in  Esbrough.” 

“  There  are  other  places  besides  Esbrough,  Jack.” 

“Not  for  me,  Norah.  You  know  my  history.  It  came 
upon  me  like  some  great  gift  from  heaven — the  knowledge 
that  I  belonged  to  a  once  honourable  race.  This  place  is  full 
of  Armstrongs :  the  church  holds  their  bones ;  and  the  old 
people  here  look  upon  me  with  respect  because  I  am  an 
Armstrong,  so  that  the  desire  has  grown  upon  me  to  be  a 
leader  in  this  town  and  no  other.  I  seem  to  belong:  to  the 
very  soil  of  the  town.  I  want  to  make  the  old  name  rise 
again.” 

“  And  you  will,  Jack — you  will,”  said  the  girl.  “  But, 
oh!  Jack,  if  you  are  to  be  a  great  man,  how  can  you  love 
me  who  have  no  family  traditions  to  help  you  out  ?  ” 

“  My  love,  are  you  not  the  Countess  of  Connaught  ?  Don’t 
we  know  all  about  the  ancient  kings  from  whom  the 
Cuolahans,  and  the  MacSwires,  and  the  MacBriartys,  and 
the  MacSwineys,  your  cousins,  are  all  descended  ?  ” 

Norah  laughed.  It  was  only  a  suburb  of  a  new  city,  with 
little  villas,  spick-and-span,  their  fronts  smeared  with  the 
smoke  of  the  factories,  their  gardens  encrusted  with  the  soot, 
the  air  dank  with  smoke  and  fume.  What  a  place  to  talk 
of  kings  and  great  families ! 

“  You  love  me,  Jack.  That  is  enough.  I  will  be  nothing 
more,  and  we  will  have  no  questions.  Take  me  back  now, 
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for  my  father  will  be  wanting  me  to  talk  to  him.  Is  he  not 
improved,  Jack  ?  ” 

“Myles  is  a  gentleman,  Norah,  and  a  nobleman  born. 
He  condescends  to  collect  rents.  When  I  was  a  boy  he  was 
the  grandest  of  men  to  me,  the  kindest  and  the  strongest. 
You  ought  to  have  seen  him  fight  Patsy  MacNulty.” 

“Don’t,  Jack.” 

“  I  won’t,  Norah.  But  you  have  no  reason  to  be  ashamed 
of  your  father.  Go  back  now,  and  send  your  boy  to  bed. 
He  is  getting  feeble,  that  boy,  and  I  fear  he  will  not  arrive 
at  years  of  discretion.  I  will  join  you  presently.” 

But  Norah  saw  no  more  of  Jack  that  evening.  For  when 
he  left  her  at  the  gate,  and  pulled  out  a  short  wooden  pipe 
to  help  him  through  half  an  hour’s  silent  colloquy  alone 
with  himself,  he  became  aware  of  a  woman  watching  him. 
Jack  did  not  like  being  watched.  It  was  not  the  first 
time  that  the  uneasy  feeling  had  crossed  his  mind  that  some 
one  was  hunting  him  down.  So  he  went  up  to  the  woman 
and  confronted  her. 

“  Mrs.  Bastable  !  ”  for  it  was  that  worthy  lady,  “  if  you’ve 
got  any  message  for  me  from  your  cousin  Jenny,  or  Adelaide, 
or  Pamela,  or  whatever  she  chooses  to  call  herself,  you  may 
go  away  without  giving  it.  For  she  may  do  her — I  mean, 
she  may  do  whatever  she  likes,  and  I  will  fight  her.” 

“  I’ve  got  no  message,  Mr.  Armstrong,”  said  the  woman 
humbly.  “  It  isn’t  that  at  all,  Jack  Armstrong.  But  I  do 
want  to  help  you.” 

“  Thank  you,  Mrs.  Bastable,  very  much.  I  do  not  see  how 
you  can,  but  I’m  graceful  all  the  same.” 

“Perhaps  I  may.  Look,  Jack,”  she  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm. 
“  Lord !  How  like  you  are  to  your  father.  It  was  fields 
here,  then,  all  the  blessed  fields,  and  no  screeching  engines, 
when  we  used  to  walk  here,  him  and  me,  his  arm  round  my 
neck,  and  me  thinking  he  meant  something.  But  of  course 
it  was  only  a  young  gentleman’s  play.  What  are  we  poor 
girls  for  in  the  world,  but  to  please  the  men  ?  And  who  is 
so  happy  as  a  girl  that  pleases  a  gentleman  ?  He  meant  to 
amuse  himself,  Johnny  Armstrong,  and  I — well,  I  cried  and 
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was  unhappy  when  he  married.  And  if  you’ll  believe  a 
sinful  woman  who’s  had  familiar  sperruts  by  the  twenty,  I 
never  loved  Bastable  a  patch  upon  Johnny  Armstrong.” 

“  What  has  all  that  got  to  do  with  it,  my  good  soul  ?  Had 
we  not  better  forget  the  past  ?  ” 

“’Tis  my  past,”  she  said,  simply,  “not  yours.  No,  Jack, 
I  can’t  forget,  nor  never  could,  when  I  was  an  innocent  young 
girl,  and  loved  the  dearest  man  in  the  world.  Not  that  he 
destroyed  my  innocence,  don’t  think  that.  Poor  Johnny 
was  a  good  man  and  soft-hearted,  even  when  the  drink  was 
in  him.  He  was  not  like  Bastable,  the  villain,  with  his 
mesmerising  and  clairvoyonging,  and  sperrut-rapping.  Ah  ! 
dear — dear — dear  !  ” 

“Would  you  mind,  Mrs.  Bastable,  coming  to  the  point  ?” 

She  sighed  heavily.  “  You  want  to  get  back  to  that 
sweet  girl,  Jack  Armstrong.  Well,  you  are  like  your  father. 
He  never  could  bear  to  be  long  away  when  he  was  in  love. 
Good  love,  too ;  fierce  love,  passionate  love,  that  made  your 
heart  go  quicker,  and  your  head  reel  when  his  strong  arm 
caught  your  waist,  and  his  kisses  came  like  a  hailstorm  all 
over  your  face.  I  never  saw  the  like.  Girls  like  it,  Jack. 
Don’t  be  afraid  when  she  wants  you  to  leave  off.  Let  her 
have  all  that  is  in  your  heart,  and  God  bless  her  for  a  happy 
woman.” 

“You  said,”  Jack  returned  calmly,  “that  you  wanted  to 
do  me  some  service.” 

“Anything,  Jack  Armstrong.  The  smallest  and  the 
greatest.  Now  listen :  It’s  your  letters.  Suppose  I  get 
those  letters  for  you.  I  know  where  they  are.  Suppose  I 
take  them  when  she  is  asleep.” 

Jack  shook  his  head.  “  That  can’t  be  thought  of.  I  gave 
them  to  her,  and  she  must  send  them  back  to  me  of  her  own 
free  will.” 

“  Men  are  such  noodles,”  said  his  friend.  “  Well,  have  it 
your  own  way,  Jack.  Do  you  know  when  Paul  Bayliss  bought 
your  father’s  last  bit  of  land  ?  ” 

“  No,  I  do  not.” 

“  It  was  the  only  thing  left  to  him  :  that  and  the  partner- 
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ship  that  Bayliss  got  into  his  own  hands.  Only  the  day 
before  he  died,  just  one  day,  I  met  him:  ‘Johnny,’ I  said, 
for  old  friendship’s  sake,  ‘  you’re  going  on  bad.’  ‘  I  am, 
Keziah,’  he  said.  ‘  Then,’  said  I,  ‘  why  don’t  you  reform, 
Johnny  ?  ’  ‘  It’s  too  late,  he  said.  ‘  Everything  is  gone,  all 

but  the  field  by  the  sea,  and  that  would  go  too,  but  that  I’m 
determined  to  leave  the  child  unborn  something.  He  shan’t 
say,  if  it’s  a  boy,  that  I  stripped  him  of  everything.  It’s 
only  a  forty  acre  lot  and  poor  land,  but  it’s  the  last  bit  left 
of  all  the  Armstrongs’  property.  And  it  has  only  a  little 
mortgage  on  it.’  Then  he  left  me,  and  the  next  day  he  was 
a  corpse,  if  you  can  rightly  call  a  corpse  what  was  only  a 
pile  of  white  ash.  But  I  remember  his  words  as  if  it  was 
yesterday.” 

Jack  looked  at  her  attentively. 

“  Once,”  she  went  on,  “  six  months  after  he  was  dead,  and 
before  Bastable  and  I  went  up  to  London,  I  met  Paul  Bayliss 
and  asked  him  where  you  were  gone.  ‘  Put  out  to  nurse,’ 
says  he,  ‘  and  comfortably  looked  after.’  ‘  The  boy’s  got 
something,’  I  said.  ‘  What  something  ?  ’  he  says.  ‘  The 
field  next  to  Squire  Perrymont’s  One  Tree  Meadow,’  I  said. 
‘  You’re  a  fool,’  he  says,  and  he  changed  all  colours.  Now, 
from  that  day  to  this  he’s  never  set  eyes  on  me.  I’ve  been 
five  years  in  this  place,  but  Paul  Bayliss  does  not  know  I  am 
in  the  town  at  all,  and  wouldn’t  know  me  if  he  saw  me ;  for, 
and  it’s  a  dreadful  thing  to  think  of,  there’s  nothing  in  the 
world,  not  a  dozen  babies  even,  drags  and  tears  a  woman’s 
good  looks  to  pieces  like  having  to  do  with  familiar  sperruts. 
Mesmerising  is  bad,  and  clairvoyonging  makes  you  pale,  but 
the  sperruts  it  is  which  pull  a  woman  down  and  makes  her 
old  before  her  time.  And  me  only  forty-eight.” 

“  Are  you  quite  sure  of  what  you  say,  Mrs.  Bastable  ?  ” 
asked  Jack. 

I  remember  it  all  as  if  it  was  yesterday.  It  was  fixed  in 
my  memory  by  that  awful  night  when  you  were  born,  and 
by  the  look  that  Paul  Bayliss  gave  me  when  he  said,  ‘  You’re 
a  fool,  Keziah  Bastable.’  ” 

“  Can  you  keep  a  secret,  my  good  woman? 
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She  smiled  superior.  “  I’m  full  of  secrets.  There’s  some 
secrets  I  can’t  let  out  if  I  was  to  try.  Yours  are  that  kind 
of  secret.  There’s  some  I  can’t  keep  in.  J enny’s  are  that 
kind.  Don’t  ask  me  anything  about  poor  J enny,  else  I  shall 
tell  all  out  and  disgrace  the  family.  But  tear  me  with 
pincers  and  pull  off  my  flesh  with  red-hot  tongs,  as  Bastable 
used  to  threaten  when  I  wouldn’t  call  up  Peter,  and  you 
won’t  get  anything  out  of  me  about  yourself.” 

“  Then  promise  to  hold  your  tongue  till  I  let  you  speak.” 

Jack  left  her,  and  instead  of  going  home,  strode  off  down 
town.  The  forty  acre  field  close  to  Captain  Perrymont’s  One 
Tree  Meadow !  It  was  there  that  the  iron  was  found.  That 
vein,  the  richest  of  all,  richer  than  any  in  the  Ravendale 
county,  which  ran  straight  under  the  sea,  to  be  worked  for 
miles,  was  in  his  father’s  ground.  He  had  long  known  that. 
And  his  father,  the  day  before  he  died,  had  declared  it  to  be 
still  his.  If  that  were  true — if  that  were  true — but  then  it 
rested  on  the  word  of  a  silly  woman.  How  should  she  know  ? 
The  works  were  built  upon  it,  with  money  that  came  out  of 
it ;  half  the  fortune  that  Bayliss  owned,  at  least,  came  from 
it ;  it  was  the  beginning  of  his  wonderful  luck.  How  if — 
and  here  he  paused  and  grew  pale,  looking  about  as  if  he 
were  thinking  an  unworthy  thing— how  if  Paul  Bayliss  had 
claimed  the  land  by  some  fraud,  by  some  statement  that  was 
not  true  ? 

The  power  of  reputation  is  great.  This  huge  Colossus  so 
grandly  strode  across  the  town  of  Esbrough,  which  lived 
under  his  shadow,  seeing  no  sunshine,  so  to  speak,  save  what 
was  reflected  from  his  burnished  legs,  that  Jack  trembled  as 
he  thought  that,  after  all,  this  gigantic  idol  might  have  feet 
of  clay,  like  him  in  the  prophet’s  vision. 

“  And  if”  ...  he  thought — “  if  it  should  be  so  ;  if  I  can 
force  him  to  prove  his  title.  He  offered  peace  or  war.  What 
if  I  give  him  war,  in  a  quarter  where  he  least  expects  it  ?  ” 

He  bethought  him  of  a  young  lawyer,  a  man  of  his  own 
age,  with  whom  he  had  some  kind  of  acquaintance,  made  upon 
the  cricket  field,  and  resolved  to  communicate  the  story  and 
ask  his  advice.  The  young  man,  learned  in  all  the  crafts 
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and  subtleties  of  the  devil,  was  at  borne,  alone,  gloomy,  with 
a  pipe  from  which  he  strove  to  draw  solace.  Before  him 
was  a  pile  of  letters,  chiefly  bills,  and  around  him,  for  he 
sat  in  the  same  room  which  served  him  for  office  during 
the  day,  was  an  emptiness  of  tin  boxes,  a  vacuity  of  shelves, 
an  absence  of  parchments,  which  bespoke  the  scanty 
clientele. 

“  Armstrong  ?  Of  all  men  in  the  world,  I  least  expected 
you.  Come  in.  Come  in.  I  can  offer  you — no,  there’s  only 
beer.  But  you  can  have  that,  and  help  me  to  swear  at  the 
world.” 

“  I  come  on  business,  Clifton.  I  want  your  opinion  on  a 
long  story.” 

“  Welcome  is  the  man  who  comes  to  have  a  talk  with  me 
in  this  cursed  town.  Thrice  welcome  he  who  comes  to  talk 
business.  Now  then.” 

“  I  hate  Bayliss,”  said  the  lawyer.  “  That  has  nothing  to 
do  with  the  legal  issues,  but  it  shows  that  I  will  give  you  all 
the  help  I  can.  If  he’  had  been  born  ten  thousand  years 
ago,  he  would  have  done  what  the  gentleman  in  the  classical 
story  did,  made  a  bridge  of  iron  and  a  chariot  of  brass,  and 
driven  across,  thinking  he  was  Jupiter  himself.  By  Gad !  he 
has  made  the  bridge  of  iron  already,  and  we  must,  in  common 
Christian  charity,  try  to  prevent  him  making  the  other  thing. 
However,  let  us  see.”  He  went  on  muttering  and  talking. 
“  You  are  two  and  twenty.  That  is  against  us,  because  he 
has  held  for  more  than  twenty  years  undisturbed,  but  if  we 
can  prove  that  he  took  the  field  and  used  it  as  his  own, 
knowing  that  you  were  alive,  and  held  it,  letting  the 
world  know  it  .  .  .  we  might  make  it  unpleasant  for  the 
red-faced  Jupiter.  Or  if  we  could  force  him  to  show  his 
title-deeds,  and  he  had  none,  we  might  make  this  bloated 
Croesus  wish  he  had  never  been  born.  And,  if  we  do  any¬ 
thing  rash,  Jack  Armstrong,  he  will  be  down  upon  you 
and  me  like  one  of  his  own  steam  hammers.  As  for  me,  I 
am  smashed  already ;  but  I  should  not  like  you  to  be 
smashed  as  well.” 
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“Never  mind  me.  Think  it  over,  and  give  me  your 
advice.” 

“  It’s  a  queer  business,  Jack.  I  believe  you  will  turn  out 
to  be  the  original  Jack  the  Giant  Killer.  Your  boots — no, 
they  appear  to  be  not  unlike  my  own.  The  bean,  is  that 
planted  ?  Is  the  old  woman  frightened  ?  .  .  .  The  fact  is, 
my  dear  boy,  that  I  am  so  taken  aback  with  the  trembling 
delight  of  attacking  this  great  big  bloated  porpoise,  that  I  feel 
like  a  girl  going  to  be  married,  or  like  a  boy  going  into  the 
sea  for  the  first  bathe  of  the  year,  or  a  soldier  going  into  a 
battle.  We  may  want  money.  Have  you  got  any  ?  ” 

“  None  of  my  own.  If  we  have  a  case,  I  could  get 
money.” 

“  I  do  not  think  we  shall  want  it.  The  question  is,  how 
he  got  that  field.  Land  doesn’t  change  hands  like  shillings. 
If  a  man  gets  a  meadow  he  gets  a  bit  of  paper  with  it.  Your 
father  died  suddenly,  and  nobody  took  the  trouble  to  look  into 
his  affairs.  Mr.  Bayliss  allowed  you  to  be  carried  off  anywhere. 
That  is  fishy.  Then  he  never  inquired  after  you ;  that  is 
fishy  again,  considering  you  were  his  partner’s  son.  When  he 
made  your  acquaintance  again,  after  an  interval  of  sixteen 
years,  he  began  by  being  suddenly  taken  faint,  like  a  man 
brought  up  with  a  short  rope.  That  is  more  fishy  still.” 

“  I  will  have  no  buying  off,  or  compromises,”  said  Jack. 
“  I  will  have  the  whole  thing  cleared  up  or  not  embarked  in 
at  all.” 

“  So  you  shall,”  said  the  lawyer.  “  All  the  suitors  say 
that  at  the  beginning.  It  is  an  understood  thing.  Perhaps, 
as  we  get  on,  we  shall  see  the  necessity  of  a  compromise. 
Now  leave  me  to  think  things  over.  A  partnership  :  accounts 
never  cleared  up :  a  piece  of  land  which  was  Armstrong’s 
when  he  died,  and  was  Bayliss’s  after  he  died :  a  great  wind¬ 
bag  of  pretensions  and  pride  to  burst.  It  may  hurt  us,  but 
as  I  have  nothing  to  lose,  I  don’t  care.  One  thing,  Jack 
Armstrong,”  he  said  earnestly.  “  If  ...  if  this  case  comes 
to  anything,  make  me  your  lawyer.  You  know  me.  I  am 
not  dishonourable  ;  I  am  not  unskilful ;  but  I  want  friends.” 

“  Is  that  all  ?  ”  said  Jack.  “  Of  course  I  will.” 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

THE  nest  morning  Jack  souglit  counsel  of  his  lawyer  again. 

“  I  have  been  thinking  of  your  affair  all  night.  Now  I 
have  remembered  a  circumstance  which  may,  or  may  not, 
be  of  use  to  us.  First  of  all,  however  Bayliss  got  possession 
of  the  estate,  he  has  held  possession,  undisputed,  for  upwards 
of  twenty  years.” 

“  Yes.  I  am  nearly  twenty-three.” 

“  That  constitutes  a  title,  unless  we  can  prove  that  he 
gained  it  fraudulently.  Now,  before  I  was  articled,  I  was 
a  clerk  in  the  old  Bank,  and  I  remember,  ten  years  ago,  see¬ 
ing  in  the  strong  room  a  bundle  of  papers  marked  ‘  Title 
Deeds  of  Paul  Bayliss,  Esquire.’  We  must  see  these  title 
deeds.” 

“  That  is  so  long  ago.  Most  likely  they  have  been  taken 
out.” 

“  It  is  most  likely,  on  the  other  hand,  that  they  are  there. 
People  let  such  things  stay  in  safe  places.” 

“  Do  you  know  any  one  at  the  Bank  ?  ” 

“  Yes ;  I  know  them  nearly  all,  from  manager  to  porter. 
I  will  try  what  can  be  done.” 

He  left  him,  and  Jack  went  to  seek  advice  of  Mr.  Fortescue. 
The  old  clergyman  heard  the  tale,  and  sighed  wearily. 

“  It  is  the  old  story,  I  suppose,”  he  said.  “  There  will  be 
a  complication  of  interests.  One  man  owes  money  to  another ; 
the  other  helps  himself  to  payment,  and  defends  his  action. 
What  can  you  prove  ?  Your  father  and  Mr.  Bayliss  were 
partners.  Your  father  died ;  Mr.  Bayliss  went  on.” 

“  I  will  never  give  in,”  said  Jack.  “  If  I  can  prove  that  a 
single  acre  of  my  father’s  property  ought  to  be  mine,  I  will 
have  it.” 

“Naboth’s  vineyard,”  said  Mr.  Fortescue.  “No  doubt  the 
sons  of  Naboth  were  very  disagreeable  to  Ahab’s  successors 
till  they  got  back  their  own  again.  Well,  Jack,  you  must 
have  your  own  way.  Tell  your  lawyer  that  I  will  call  upon 
him.” 
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“  You  are  very  good,  sir.  You  are  always  more  than  good 
to  me;  but  I  will  try  to  fight  my  own  battles  first.” 

..«•••* 

“  right  him,  Jack,”  said  Myles.  “  Fight  him.  Make  the 
pompous  old  rascal  give  it  all  back  again — every  farthing. 
It’s  yours.  I  know  it.  I  remember  your  poor  father,  as  well 
as  if  it  was  yesterday,  telling  all  the  world  one  night,  and  only 
a  few  nights  before  the  fire,  that  there  was  still  a  bit  of  land 
left  for  the  child  that  was  coming.  That  was  the  bit  of  land ; 
and  to  think  that  I  found  the  iron  on  it  that  night  when 
Cardiff -  I  beg  your  pardon,  Arthur  ” - 

“  Not  at  all,  Mr.  Cuolahan,”  answered  the  boy,  who  was 
half  asleep  by  the  fire.  “  Not  at  all.  I  hope  I  am  not  in 
your  way.” 

“  By  no  means,”  returned  Myles.  “  In  my  way,  bless  you  ? 
The  innocent!”  he  murmured.  “Well,  Jack,  it  was  that 
very  identical  night  I  dug  up  the  turf  for  that  ould  villain 

Bastable,  while  you  were - well  never  mind  where  you  were,” 

with  a  glance  at  the  boy. 

“  Where  was  Jack,  Mr.  Cuolahan  ?  ”  asked  Arthur,  with 
an  air  of  the  greatest  interest.  “  This  is  one  of  his  stories, 
Norah.  I  will  get  it  all  out  of  him  presently.”  Then  he 
shook  his  venerable  locks. 

“Jack,”  said  Norah,  “do  not  be  vindictive.” 

“  I  will  not,  Norah  ;  but  I  will  fight.” 

“We  are  all  sinners,”  said  Myles,  “ till  Norah  pulls  us  up. 
Norah,  alaunah  !  you  ought  to  have  been  a  preacher  and  a 
boy.  Faith,  and  a  broth  of  a  boy,  and  a  broth  of  a  preacher 
you’d  have  made !  ” 

“  But  you  will  be  sure,  Jack,  that  you  are  right  before  you 
fight,  will  you  not  ?  ” 

“  I  am  sure  already,”  said  Jack,  with  the  confidence  of  a 
prophet.  “  I  know  it ;  though  whether  I  can  prove  it  is  a 
different  thing.  But  I  know  it.  My  father’s  sudden  death 
left  Bayliss  free.  No  one  asked  any  questions.  He  let  me 
go  under  Myles’s  charge,  and  then,  when  I  was  out  of  the 
place,  sat  down  quietly  and  took  possession  of  the  land,  little 
thinking  what  it  was  worth.  The  vein  cropped  up  within  a 
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few  inches  of  the  turf,  too,  and  might  have  been  discovered 
by  any  one.” 

“  I  discovered  it,”  said  Myles,  with  great  pride.  “  If  a  vein 
was  a  bit  of  hard  rock,  that  smashed  the  spade  and  made  my 
arms  tingle  for  a  week,  then  I  discovered  it,  close  by  where 
that  Bastable  picked  up  a  bit  that  was  bruk,  and  looked  at  it 
hard,  and  then  looked  sideways  at  me,  and  then  hurried  off 
by  himself.  He  went  to  sell  his  secret,  I’m  thinking.” 

“  Did  he  know  who  was  the  owner  of  the  field  ?  ” 

“  How  could  he  ?  He  hadn’t  been  in  the  place  for  more  than 
a  year  or  two,  when  he  married  that  Keziah  woman,  his  wife. 
To  think  that  she  was  an  Esbrough  girl,  born  and  bred,  and 
me  not  to  know  it  when  I  took  you  there  to  do  the  hanky- 
panky,  Jack.  No,  Bastable  knew  nothing.  And  what  will 
you  do  next,  Jack  ?  ” 

The  lawyer  easily  ascertained  that  the  deeds  were  still  in 
the  Bank,  and  he  then  went  before  one  of  the  magistrates  and 
made  an  affidavit,  by  virtue  of  which  he  obtained  an  injunction 
to  restrain  the  delivery  of  the  deeds  to  Mr.  Bayliss,  and  liberty 
to  take  copies  of  them.  And  the  same  day  he  wrote  to  Paul 
Bayliss,  calling  upon  him,  in  the  name  of  Jack  Armstrong, 
to  produce  the  accounts  of  his  partnership  with  John  Arm¬ 
strong,  deceased. 

Bayliss  was  sitting  at  breakfast,  Ella  pouring  out  his  tea. 

“I  used  to  think,  Ella,”  he  said,  “that  young  Armstrong 
was  better  than  most  young  fellows.  But  he  is  worse,  Ella; 
he  is  worse.”  She  looked  at  him  with  surprise.  “  They  are 
all  alike.  Everybody  looks  after  himself  in  this  world.  Where 
is  gratitude  ?  Where  is  common  honesty  ?  Young  Smith, 
to  whom  I  gave  eighty  pounds  a  year,  forges  a  cheque  and 
bolts.  Young  Armstrong  ” - 

“  Jack  Armstrong  ?  ”  The  girl  turned  pale  and  red,  but 
her  father  did  not  notice  her.  He  was  spreading  butter  in 
thick  slabs  on  his  toast. 

“Young  Armstrong,”  he  went  on,  “  who  is  really  a  clever 
lad,  goes  to  Germany,  picks  up  some  knowledge,  and  comes 
back  with  it,  offering  to  sell  it  to  me — to  me,  the  man  who 


402 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


took  him  in  as  an  apprentice  for  nothing — and  what  do  you 
think  he  wants  for  it  ?” 

“I  am  sure  I  cannot  tell.” 

“Nothing  but  a  partnership,  Ella,”  he  replied,  with  his 
grandest  air.  “  Nothing  but  a  partnership.  Think  of  that ! 
This  young  upstart.” 

“  0  papa  !  And  you’ve  often  told  me  that  the  Armstrongs 
were  once  the  owners  of  all  Esbrough.” 

“  What  does  that  matter  ?  He  hasn’t  got  a  penny.  He’s 
a  beggar.  He  lives  on  the  charity  of  old  Fortescue.  And 
he  actually  has  the  audacity  to  propose  to  be  my  partner. 
Yes,  John,  give  me  the  letters.” 

Ella  got  her  letters  and  began  to  read  them.  When  she 
had  finished  she  looked  up.  Her  father  was  sitting  opposite 
her,  rigid,  his  eyes  fixed ;  the  blood  had  left  his  face,  which 
was  pale  and  sunken ;  his  trembling  hands  held  the  letter 
which  he  had  just  read.  His  lips  were  shaking  as  if  he  was 
trying  to  articulate  words. 

“  Father !  ” 

He  neither  moved  nor  spoke.  Then  she  started  up  and 
took  his  hand.  The  letters  rustled. 

“  No,”  he  said,  in  a  hoarse  voice.  “  No.  Don’t  dare  touch 

them.  Don’t  dare  read  them.  Go  away,  girl.  Be  off,  I 

_  )> 

say. 

Paul  Bayliss  had  once  or  twice  in  his  life  been  rough  with 
his  daughter,  but  never  like  this. 

“  How  dare  you  touch  my  letters  ?  How  dare  you  offer  to 
read  what  is  sent  to  me  ?  ” 

“  Papa,”  she  cried,  “  I  never  thought  of  touching  them.  I 
never  dreamed  of  reading1  them.” 

He  stood  up  and  stared  about  the  room  with  a  wild  look 
of  terror.  Then  he  turned  to  his  daughter,  the  pretty  child 
whom  he  had  brought  up  so  tenderly,  and  who  winced  beneath 
his  eyes  like  a  frightened  pet. 

“Forgive  me,  Ella,”  he  said.  “A  sudden  attack — what 
was  it  ?  A  giddiness.  I  am  better  now — better  now — much 
better  now.” 

“Will  you  have  the  doctor,  papa?” 
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“  No,  I  want  no  doctor,”  lie  groaned.  What  bodily  disease, 
what  pain  and  suffering,  would  not  have  been  preferable  to 
this  blow  ?  “I  want  no  doctor — now  !  ” 

“  Will  you  take  something,  papa  ?  ” 

“  Give  me  a  glass  of  brandy.  There,  don’t  ring.  Go  and 
get  it.” 

He  sank  back  again,  while  his  daughter  went  for  the 
spirits,  and  tried  to  understand  the  position.  She  brought 
the  decanter  with  a  liqueur  glass.  He  drank  three,  one  after 
the  other. 

“  Ella,”  he  whispered,  “  do  not  breathe  a  word  of  this 
attack.  It  is  the  second  I  have  had  in  my  life.  The  first 
was  when — when — when  young  Armstrong  was  brought  to 
me  by  Cuolahan,  seven  or  eight  years  ago.  I  thought  I  had 
got  over  that.  And  now  he  comes  back  again,  and  I  have 
another.  The  boy  will  be  the  death  of  me.  Don’t  say  a 
word,  Ella,  mind.  If  you  chatter  I  will  never  forgive  you. 
Do  you  hear  ?  I  will  cut  you  off  with  a  shilling.  .  .  .  My 
poor  Ella.”  He  took  her  terror-stricken  face  in  his  hands 
and  kissed  it.  “  My  poor  Ella,  we  do  not  know  what  a  day 
may  bring  forth.  Yesterday  I  was  strong  and  proud  ;  to-day 
I  am  weak  and  humble — and  afraid,”  he  added,  ‘‘afraid.” 

“You  are  ill,  papa.  You  are  not  yourself.  Let  me  send 
for  the  doctor.” 

“  No.  I  am  going  to  the  study.  Leave  me  there.  If  I 
want  anything  I  will  ring,  and  you  shall  answer  the  bell. 
Leave  me  by  myself.” 

He  took  his  letters  and  went  to  his  own  room,  a  room  fitted 
up  with  shelves,  full  of  books  which  he  never  read,  desks  and 
writing-tables  which  he  never  used,  and  paper  on  which  he 
never  wrote.  Then  he  locked  the  door  and  sat  down,  and 
buried  his  head  in  his  hands  to  think.  The  first  thing  he 
did,  curiously,  was  to  go  fast  asleep.  No  opiate  could  have 
laid  him  more  completely  at  rest  than  the  sudden  blow  he 
had  just  received. 

It  was  nine  o’clock.  At  twelve  he  awoke  with  a  start  of 
surprise,  with  an  uneasy  and  anxious  look,  with  a  sudden 
pang  at  the  heart  that  brought  him  back  to  his  misery. 
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Count  up,  reader,  if  you  can,  the  few  nights  in  your  life  when 
you  have  had  dreams  of  a  rapture  so  great  and  glorious  as  to 
lift  you  up  to  heaven.  You  will  find  that  they  were  the 
nights  preceding  your  most  unhappy  days,  when  you  had 
sought  your  bed  with  the  misery  of  impending  suffering, 
anxious  to  bury  yourself  in  forgetfulness  for  but  a  few  hours. 
You  awake,  and  the  transition  is  so  dreadful  as  to  magnify 
your  present  woe  tenfold.  So  Bayliss,  waking  from  a  dream 
of  some  great  bliss,  in  which  he,  Paul,  was  clothed  with  white 
raiment  and  crowned  with  gold,  and  led  forth  before  his 
fellows  as  the  great,  the  good,  the  only  one,  suddenly  remem¬ 
bered  the  letters  that  lay  on  the  table,  and  straightway  his 
heart  fell  like  lead. 

“  I  am  a  fool,”  he  said,  “ 1  am  a  fool.  Every  man  can  be 
bought  off.  The  boy  wants  money.”  Then  he  read  the 
letters  again.  “  The  Bank  stops  the  deeds.  Oh  !  that  I  had 
taken  them  out  two  days  ago,  as  I  intended.  Let  me  answer 
this.” 

He  took  his  pen  and  wrote.  His  hand  was  shaky,  and  the 
words  would  not  form  themselves.  He  made  half  a  dozen 
copies,  and  at  last  was  satisfied. 

“  Dear  Stewart,”  he  said.  Observe  that  his  style  was 
generally  “  Dear  sir,”  or  “  Sir,”  tout  court.  u  Dear  Stewart, 
I  have  received  your  mysterious  communication :  keep  the 
deeds  by  all  means.  When  you  can  find  time  to  let  me  know 
the  nature  of  the  threat  implied,  do  so.  I  may  tell  you  in 
confidence ,  that  I  have  had  another  letter  inviting  me  to  render 
an  account  of  my  partnership  with  the  late  John  Armstrong. 
That  was  dissolved  twenty-two  years  ago.  Please  tell  me  if 
you  have  those  books  among  the  rest  of  my  papers.  And  if 
so,  keep  them  as  well  as  the  deeds.  I  am  too  busy  to 
look  into  these  petty  things  myself,  but  you  can  tell  me 
if  you  want  help,  and  I  will  get  my  London  solicitor  to 
advise.” 

He  read  this  over  a  dozen  times.  Yes,  it  was  bold  ;  it  was 
fearless ;  it  treated  the  affair  as  beneath  contempt.  And 
then  he  read  the  other  letter. 

“  Produce  the  accounts !  ”  he  ground  his  teeth.  “  I  think 
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I  see  myself  producing  the  accounts.  Why,  I  burned  them 
twenty  years  ago.  All  but  the  memorandum-book.” 

He  opened  a  drawer  and  took  out  a  little  book.  “  Every¬ 
body  may  read  this,”  he  said.  “  F.  G-.  to  A.  B.  That  means 
Johnny  Armstrong  to  Paul  Bayliss.  Five  hundred  pounds — 
two  hundred  pounds — one  hundred  pounds.  Paul  Bayliss, 
face  the  thing.  Tell  yourself  the  beastly  truth.  Truth  is 
always  beastly.  You  never  had  a  penny.  You  took  loan 
upon  loan  from  Johnny  Armstrong  and  his  wife,  though  it 
went  in  drink.  You  had  the  luck  of  the  devil,  and  you  lost 
it  as  fast  as  you  got  it.  Then  came  the  fire,  and  the  father 
died,  and  the  child  was  carried  away.  No  one  knew  about 
the  loans,  for  the  papers  were  all  in  my  hands,  and  I  burned 
them  all.  So  far  I  am  safe — safe.  I  can  say  that  the  books 
were  with  the  senior  partner  and  wTere  burned  with  the 
fire.  Who  is  to  say  they  were  not  ?  And  then  the  land — 
the  field — the  only  point  that  I  have  got  to  face.  I  have 
held  it  for  twenty-three  years.  But  I  for — I  wrote  the  deed, 
and  signed  it.  Witnessed  by  Jacob  Kislingbury,  clerk  to  the 
parish.  Dead ! — good  man.  And  by  Benjamin  Bastable, 
lawyer’s  clerk.  Where  is  he  ?  Can  he  ever  come  back  ? 
No.  He  would  have  come  to  me  for  money.  And  yet.”  .  .  . 
He  looked  at  his  watch.  It  was  only  one  o’clock.  He  got 
up,  and  looked  at  his  face  in  the  glass.  It  was  transformed. 
The  confident  bearing  had  gone  out  of  it.  The  pride  had 
gone.  A  look  of  cunning,  fear,  and  treachery  was  in  their 
place.  And  one  who  knew  Paul  Bayliss  well  might  have 
said  that  the  look  had  been  there  always,  hidden  under  a  thin 
varnish  of  simulated  self-respect. 

One  o’clock.  Tie  burned  to  know  if  Bastable  had  returned. 
But  how  to  find  out  ?  He  could  not  prowl  about  the  streets, 
searching  for  Bastable.  He  ordered  his  carriage.  Ella  came 
furtively  from  her  hiding-place  to  know  if  he  was  better.  He 
greeted  her  kindly.  “  I  am  not  well,  dear ;  but  I  am  better. 
I  am  going  to  the  office  on  business,  and  shall  be  home  early. 
Don’t  fuss  about  me,  Ella.” 

At  the  works  he  sent  for  Hodder.  “  Do  you  remember, 
Hodder,  a  man  who  was  about  the  place  some  years  ago  ? 
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Let  me  see.  When  first  we  hit  on  the  vein,  and  before  I 
took  up  the  Ravendale  mines — a  man  named  Bastable  ?  ” 

“  I  remember  him  well,  sir.  He  used  to  talk  about 
6  #  ' 

mesmerism  and  spirits.” 

“  The  same.  He  went  away,  I  believe.” 

“  Yes,  sir  ;  went  to  America.  And  never  came  back.” 

“  Oh !  never  came  back.  I  have  a  reason  for  wishing  to 
see  that  man,  Hodder.  You  are  sure  he  never  came  back  ?  ” 

11  Quite  sure,  sir.  If  he  had  come  back,  his  wife  would 
have  told  me.” 

“ His  wife?” 

“  Yes,  sir.  He  married  my  second  cousin,  Keziah  Kisling- 
bury,  and  deserted  her.  She’s  living  with  a  lady  in  the 
Ravendale  Road,  Mrs.  Merrion,  a  widow  companion  I  thinks 
she  calls  herself.” 

It  was  lucky  that  Bayliss’s  back  was  turned  to  the  speaker, 
or  his  look  of  terror  and  agony  would  have  been  noticed.  A 
moment  or  two  passed  in  silence.  Then  Bayliss  spoke  in  a 
harsh  and  unnatural  voice.  <c  Send  me  a  boy,  Hodder,  to 
fetch  Mrs.  Bastable  ;  or,  no,  I  cannot  write.  Go  yourself  and 
bring  her.  With  Mrs.  Merrion  !  Living  with  Adelaide  ! — 
and  I  never  knew.” 

Then,  as  one  in  some  trouble,  he  sat  down  by  the  fire  and 
waited.  They  brought  him  cheques  to  sign — he  signed  them 
all  without  a  word.  They  brought  him  orders  for  approval — 
he  approved  them  all ;  they  brought  him  reports,  which  he 
laid  upon  the  table.  And  with  the  swiftness  of  a  telegraphic 
message,  the  news  ran  through  the  works  that  employed  a 
thousand  men,  girls,  and  boys,  that  their  revered  and  dreaded 
chief  was  ill.  Ill  he  was  in  mind,  and  sore  cast  down.  But 
Paul  Bayliss  was  not  going  to  thi’ow  up  the  sponge.  “  I  will 
buy  them  off,”  he  said,  “  I  will  buy  them  off.  Young  Arm¬ 
strong,  curse  him,  shall  have  everything — promised  ;  and  as 
soon  as  I  get  the  deeds  I  will  burn  them,  and  laugh  in  all 
their  faces — damn  them  !  ” 

Then  came  Hodder  with  Mrs.  Bastable. 

“  Are  you  Mrs.  Bastable  ?  ” 

“  I  am,  sir,”  said  Keziah  quietly. 


THIS  SON  OF  'VULCAN. 


407 


“  What  do  you  know  about  this  business  ?  ”  uttered  Bayliss 
abruptly.  “  No,”  he  went  on,  “  how  should  you  ?  Where 
is  your  husband,  Mrs.  Bastable  ?  ” 

“  I  wish  I  knew,  sir.” 

“  Then  he  has  not  come  back  ?  ” 

“  No,  sir  ;  he  has  not  come  back.” 

“  Swear  it — swear  upon  the  Bible.  No  ;  why  should  you 
tell  me  lies  ?  So  he  has  not  come  back — not  come  back — 
and  no  one  knows  where  he  is?  So,  so.  That  is  good.” 
He  was  talking  half  aloud  in  his  excitement.  “Mrs.  Bastable, 
you  will  tell  me  when  he  does  come  back,  will  you  not,  if 
he  does  come  back  ?  ” 

“Lord,  sir!  Yes,  I  will  tell  you;  not  that  it  makes  any 
difference  to  you  where  that  wife-deserter  has  gone  to.” 

“Well,  only  promise  to  tell  me — then— then.  And  so, 
Mrs.  Bastable,  you  live  with  Airs.  Merrion !  and  how  is  it 
I  have  never  seen  you  there  ?  ” 

“You  have,  sir,  plenty  of  times,  only  you  did  not  notice 
me.” 

“  Ah  !  perhaps  not.  And  how  is  my  lovely  widow,  eh, 
Mrs.  Bastable,  eh?  How  is  the  charming  Adelaide?  Give 
her  my  compliments,  will  you,  and  say  that  I  hope  to  run 
up  and  call  upon  her  to-night.” 

The  danger  in  his  mind  once  removed,  Bayliss  became 
sportive  again.  Bastable  not  back  ?  Why,  that  would  give 
him  time.  He  would  buy  them  off.  He  took  no  notice  of 
the  letter  ordering  him  to  produce  his  accounts,  went  home, 
had  a  pleasant  little  dinner  in  his  own  study,  making  his 
illness  of  the  morning  a  reason  for  dining  alone  and  early, 
drank  a  bottle  of  port,  and  then  drove  back  to  his  office. 
There  he  left  his  carriage  and  walked  to  Mrs.  Merrion’s, 
where  he  spent  a  charming  evening  with  the  widow. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

IN  the  land  of  repentance  it  is  always  morning,  and  the 
sinners  feel  their  position  upon  water  only,  no  intoxicat¬ 
ing  drinks  or  other  incentives  to  re-enter  the  paradise  of 
fools  being  allowed.  Mr.  Bayliss  awoke  rather  earlier  than 
usual  to  the  recollection  that  he  was  in  a  perilous  state,  and 
his  spirits  fell  in  one  moment  to  the  lowest  point  of  despond¬ 
ency.  “  Bastable  is  dead,”  he  kept  on  saying  to  himself. 
“  Bastable  is  dead  long  ago.  Who  can  say  anything  ?  Who 
can  find  out  ?  At  the  worst,  I  will  buy  them  off.  .  .  .  After 
all  these  years.  ...  If  I  could  get  hold  of  those  papers  !  ” 

He  breakfasted  in  his  study,  telling  Ella  that  he  was  better, 
but  had  a  headache ;  and  then,  because  he  was  restless,  sent 
away  his  carriage,  and  walked  into  town.  He  fancied  the 
people  looked  at  him  as  he  walked  along  the  road.  They 
did ;  not  because  he  had  forged  a  deed,  and  was  afraid  of 
being  found  out,  but  because  he  swung  heavily  along  the 
road,  his  coat-tails  flying  behind  him,  in  a  quick,  nervous 
way,  different  to  his  usual  pompous  walk.  Then  his  face 
looked  queer.  The  great  red  cheeks  were  pale ;  nervous 
twitching  pulled  his  lips  one  way  and  the  other ;  and  his 
eyes  were  fixed.  He  went  straight  to  the  Bank,  arriving 
there  a  moment  after  the  doors  were  opened. 

“  What  is  this  business,  Stewart,  that  you  wrote  to  me 
about  ?  I  was  too  much  engaged  yesterday  to  look  into  it.” 

The  manager  shut  the  door.  “  Those  deeds  of  yours  on 
which  we  advanced  you  money  twelve  years  ago.” 

“  Well ;  and  what  about  those  deeds  ?  ” 

“  They  have  filed  an  affidavit  which — which — in  fact, 
orders  us  to  stop  the  deeds  ;  and  they  have  taken  copies.” 

The  manager  noticed  that  his  client  changed  colour,  and 
he  suspected  why.  He  was  an  Esbrough  man,  and  he  knew 
the  history  of  Johnny  Armstrong.  He  suspected  now  why 
Paul  Bayliss  trembled  and  shook  before  him. 

“You  are  not  well,  Mr.  Bayliss;  sit  down.” 

“No;  I  am  not  well.  I  was  ill  all  day  yesterday,  and  I 
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am  worse  to-day.  .  .  They  have  taken  copies,  you  said  ?  ” 
He  sat  down,  and  tried  to  pull  himself  together. 

“Yes,  they  took  them  yesterday;  that  is  to  say,  young 
Clifton,  who  is  acting  for  Armstrong,  took  them.  You  had 
better  see  your  lawyer,  Mr.  Bayliss.  A  thing  of  this  kind 
may  be  only  a  threat  to  extort  money,  though  young  Mr. 
Armstrong  is  not  the  man  likely  to  do  that.” 

“  I  am  half  mad,  I  think.  What  shall  I  do,  Stewart  ? 
You  know  all  about  money  matters.  They  want  me  to  show 
my  accounts  of  partnership  with  Armstrong’s  father.  How 
can  I  ?  The  books  were  burned  in  the  fire  that  killed  him.” 

“  Your  offices  were  not  burned.” 

“  No ;  but  my  partner  had  taken  the  books  home  with  him 
to  examine.  It  was  not  usual  for  him  to  do  that ;  but  as 
we’d  had  a  dispute,  things  were  going  badly  with  us  both, 
he  had  the  books  with  him — had  taken  them,  in  fact,  the 
very  afternoon,  after  office  hours,  when  the  fire  occurred.” 

“Well,  that  is  one  thing.  But  why  do  they  want  to  copy 
the  title-deeds?” 

“  I  do  not  know.  How  should  I  know  ?  ” 

“Well,  Mr.  Bayliss,  no  one  knows  of  this  business  except 
ourselves,  and  as  it  is  always  delicate  and  dangerous  work, 
raking  up  old  affairs,  I  should  think  you  might  compromise ; 
a  few  hundreds  or  so  are  nothing  to  you.  This  young  man 
is  the  son  of  his  father;  he  naturally  wants  to  know  what 
became  of  the  family  property.  Take  him  into  confidence, 
and  make  a  friend  of  him.” 

There  was  a  look  in  the  banker’s  eyes  which  the  millionaire 
did  not  like.  Paul  shook  hands  with  him  like  some  poor 
suppliant  begging  for  help,  and  then  he  crept  away,  the 
clerks  staring  with  wonder  at  his  crestfallen  look.  The 
manager,  when  he  was  gone,  sent  for  the  hall  porter,  an  old 
man,  who  had  been  a  servant  of  the  Bank  for  fifty  years. 
He  gave  the  man  a  few  commissions,  and  began  to  talk  care¬ 
lessly  to  him. 

“  Did  you  see  Mr.  Bayliss  this  morning  ?  ” 

“  I  did,  sir,  and  very  ill  he  looked.  When  I  gave  him  the 
good-morning,  he  never  answered.” 
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“  Ves,  he  seems  ill.  But  he’s  getting  on  in  age.  How 
old  is  he?” 

“Paul  Bayliss?  Let  me  see.  I  am  sixty-seven.  Paul 
Bayliss  must  be  a  good  ten  years  younger.  Fifty-seven,  he 
is,  I  should  say.  Same  age  as  poor  Johnny  Armstrong.” 

“  You  remember  the  death  of  his  partner,  I  suppose  ?  ” 

“  Lord,  sir,  as  if  it  was  yesterday  !  It  was  New  Year  time, 
and  we’d  had  a  busy  time  here  with  people  all  day  long 
paying  in  and  drawing  out.  Johnny  Armstrong  came  just 
before  the  shutters  went  up,  and  saw  the  manager.  Poor 
fellow !  It  was  four  o’clock :  and  if  he’d  gone  home  to  his 
wife,  he  might  have  been  alive  to  this  day.” 

“  Did  he  not  go  home  to  his  wife,  then  ?  ” 

“  No ;  he  went  back  to  his  office,  and  then  he  went  to  the 
public-house,  and  there  he  stayed  till  he  went  home  drunk 
at  ten  o’clock,  and  set  fire  to  his  house  and  burned  the  place 
down,  and  himself  too.” 

“  Oh  !  ”  said  Mr.  Stewart.  “  You  are  sure  he  did  not  go 
home  between  four  and  ten  ?  ” 

“  Sure.  Why  it  was  all  in  the  inquest.  Mr.  Bayliss  gave 
his  evidence,  and  said  so.” 

“  Ah  !  did  he  ?  That  will  do.” 

The  Bank  manager  lay  back  and  whistled  softly.  “  I 
very  much  fear,”  he  said,  with  an  admixture  in  his  expres¬ 
sion  of  that  joy  which  people  feel  at  witnessing  the  woes 
of  others,  “  I  very  much  fear  that  we  are  going  to  have  a 
pretty  scandal.  Paul  Bayliss,  founder  of  the  English 
Chicago,  as  they  say  in  the  papers,  the  king  of  ironmasters, 
the  employer  of  thousands,  he  to  whom  thousands  look  for 
their  daily  bread,  as  well  as  for  their  guidance  and  example 
— Paul  Bayliss  has  been  doing  something  queer.  Let  us  see 
these  papers.” 

He  got  the  papers  which  were  stopped,  and  turned  over 
the  pages.  Among  them  was  a  conveyance,  as  short  and 
simple  as  such  documents  can  be  made.  It  gave  Paul  Bayliss 
Johnny  Armstrong’s  last  bit  of  land.  The  witnesses  were 
Samuel  Kislingbury,  clerk  to  the  parish  church,  and  Benjamin 
Bastable,  lawyer’s  clerk.  It  was  dated  a  month  before  the 
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death  of  Armstrong.  The  manager  took  another  opportunity 
of  talking  with  the  old  porter. 

“  I  suppose,”  he  said,  “  you  remember  all  the  old  Esbrough 
people  ?  ” 

“Bless  you,  sir!  yes,  every  one.  Most  of  them  here  still, 
some  up  and  some  down.” 

“  Mostly  up,  I  suppose.” 

“  I  don’t  know,  sir.  There’s  myself  and  my  boys,  just  like 
my  old  father  and  his  boys.  Where  we  are,  there  we  stick. 
Some  folk  are  like  burrs,  you  know.  Well,  and  some  are 
like  thistledown,  blown  about  the  world,  and  never  knowing 
where  to  settle.  Look  at  Benjamin  Bastable,  now.” 

“  Ay !  ay !  That  is  a  strange  name.  Who  is  Benjamin 
Bastable  ?  ” 

“  He  was  a  lawyer’s  clerk  for  one  thing.  He  married 
Keziah  Ivislingbury ;  and  then  he  turned  magician :  came 
down  here  with  his  wife  just  twelve  years  ago;  then  he  ran 
away  and  left  her.  Never  heard  of  again,  and  his  wife  a  lone 
woman  to  this  day.” 

“  Thistledown — yes,  like  thistledown.  Bastable  was  a 
native  of  this  place,  I  suppose  ?  ” 

“  Oh  no !  not  an  Esbrough  chap  at  all.  He  came  about 
two  and  twenty  years  ago,  just  after  poor  Johnny  Armstrong 
died !  ” 

He  looked  again  at  the  deed.  Bastable  had  only  come  to 
that  town  after  the  death  of  Armstrong.  It  was  dated,  as  I 
have  said,  a  month  before  the  death.  “  By  the  Lord !  it’s  a 
forgery,  and  a  clumsy  one,”  he  said  to  himself.  “  The  Bank 
never  examined  it,  and  Bayliss,  like  a  fool,  never  destroyed 
it.” 

Paul  Bayliss  resolved  on  a  plan  of  action  that  evening, 
after  a  bottle  and  a  half  of  port;  his  courage  being  thus 
screwed  up  to  the  point  of  taking  the  broadest  ditches  at  a 
flying  leap.  “  I  will  send  for  the  boy  to-morrow,”  he  said  ; 
“  we  will  have  no  more  to  do  with  lawyers.  I  will  take  him 
into  partnership.  He  shall  have  what  he  wants.  He  shall 
have  more  than  he  wants.  By  Gad !  he  shall  be  a  full 
partner  in  the  whole  concern.  And  he  shall  marry  Ella,  if 
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he  likes.  He  cannot  find  out  anything.  I  wrote  it  in  an 
engrossing  hand.  I  copied  a  deed  word  for  word.  I  wrote 
the  signatures  so  that  the  devil  himself  could  not  find  out 
the  difference.  The  clerk  is  dead,  and  Bastable  gone  away — 
dead  too,  likely.  What  have  I  to  fear  ?  It’s  a  bugbear. 
Bastable  dead  ?  Of  course  he  is  dead.  He  went  to  America 
with  the  money  I  gave  him.  He  told  me  that  if  he  wanted 
any  more  he  should  write  to  me,  and  he  hasn’t  written.  Of 
course  he  is  dead,  long  ago.  And  a  good  thing  too.”  Then 
he  drank  another  glass  of  port,  and  began  to  walk  up  and 
down  the  room. 

“  Why  should  not  Armstrong  be  my  partner  ?  He  is  the 
son  of  my  former  partner.  And  why  shouldn’t  I  let  him 
marry  Ella,  if  I  like  ?  It’s  a  good  match  on  both  sides  :  we’ll 
call  it  a  love  match,  and  young  Perrymont  may  go  after  that 
Nor  ah  girl.” 

He  went  into  the  drawing-room,  where  Ella  was  sitting 
alone.  “  Yes,  dear.  Don’t  ask  me  how  I  am,  because  it 
worries  and  does  no  good.  I’m  ill,  but  I  daresay  I  shall  be 
better  soon.  Give  me  a  cup  of  tea,  will  you  ?  ” 

He  sat  down  and  sighed  wearily,  looking  round  the  great 
splendid  room,  in  one  corner  of  which  his  daughter  sat  like  a 
fairy  in  a  glade.  All  these  glories  threatened  to  depart  from 
him,  like  a  dream. 

“  I  am  getting  old,  Ella,”  he  said,  forgetting  the  tea.  “  I 
am  getting  old.  Don’t  interrupt  me,  child.  I  have  been 
thinking  of  taking  a  partner.” 

“  Yes,  papa.” 

“  I  sometimes  think  that  young  Armstrong  would  be  the 
right  man  to  succeed  me.  The  son  of  my  old  friend  and 
partner,  you  know.  Who  fitter?  We  were  not  always  so 
rich  as  we  are  now,  Ella,  though  you  may  not  remember  it.” 

“  I  remember  it  well,  papa — the  little  house  in” - 

“There,  there;  we  need  not  be  so  minute.  We  were 
poor  and  we  are  rich,  that  is  enough.  I  will  talk  to  Arm¬ 
strong  to-morrow.  It  is  almost  time,  Ella,  to  find  you  a 
partner,  too.” 

“  0  papa  !  I  am  in  no  hurry.” 
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“  Right,  Ella,  right.  The  man  I  mean  is — is — but  I  will 
not  tell  you  his  name.  Go  to  bed,  my  dear,  and  dream  of 
wedding  bells  and  orange-blossoms.” 

“  And  you,  papa,  will  dream  of  getting  better,  will  you 
not  ?•” 

“  I  will  dream  that  I  am  well  again.  Ha  !  ha  !  there  is 
nothing  the  matter  with  me,  nothing  at  all.  Only  a  little 
spasm  now  and  then.  Good-night,  Ella,  good-night.”  The 
girl  went  away.  Presently  her  father  went  to  bed  too. 

In  the  room  of  the  girl,  dainty  with  pretty  hangings  and 
costly  trifles,  a  little  head  in  a  whirl  with  the  thought  of  the 
strange  thing  that  was  going  to  happen  to  her.  In  the  other, 
a  massive  apartment,  where  a  huge  four-poster,  with  immense 
curtains,  stood  in  the  centre  of  a  room  filled  with  massive 
mahogany  furniture,  Paul  Bayliss  lying  asleep  and  dreaming 
heavily.  He  has  not  extinguished  the  lights,  which  are 
turned  down  low  enough  to  cast  deep  shadows  across  the 
room.  The  sleeping  gross  red  face  is  purple  as  he  pushes  it 
deeper  into  the  pillow  ;  the  veins  stand  out  in  the  dim  light 
like  black  ropes  upon  his  forehead ;  his  hands  are  stretched 
out  upon  the  bed  and  clutch  the  sheets.  Paul  Bayliss  is  far 
away  from  his  splendid  mansion.  Curiously  enough,  he  is, 
in  spirit,  sitting  upright,  looking  about  him.  He  knows 
that  it  is  night,  but  somehow  he  sees  clearly.  He  thinks  he 
is  in  a  small  and  narrow  room,  the  walls  of  which  are  white¬ 
washed  ;  above  him  is  a  little  window,  with  bars  across  it ; 
he  is  sitting  on  a  mattress  spread  over  a  bench ;  there  is  a 
Bible  at  his  elbow ;  he  wonders  where  he  is.  Then  he  hears 
footsteps  outside ;  a  rap  comes  at  his  door.  “  Number  a 
hundred  and  twenty-eight.”  “  Here,”  he  replies,  mechanically, 
and  then  he  remembers,  suddenly,  that  he  is  in  prison.  In 
prison ;  Paul  Bayliss  the  millionnaire  in  prison.  His  posi¬ 
tion,  the  judge  had  remarked,  only  aggravated  the  offence. 
He  had  gone  on  for  twelve  years  enjoying  the  proceeds  of 
his  crime.  He  had  grown  enormously  rich  through  that 
crime ;  he  had  through  that  crime  attained  to  an  eminence 
that  made  his  fall  only  the  more  signal,  and  ought  to  make 
his  punishment  the  more  exemplary.  The  boy  who  was  the 
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rightful  owner  of  all  that  he  possessed  was  working,  a 
common  apprentice  with  the  rest,  in  his  works.  For  him 
he  had  done  nothing.  Nay,  more  ;  when  the  boy  returned 
from  the  continent,  and  timidly  offered  to  make  him  still 
richer  at  the  price  of  a  small  share  in  the  new  formation  of 
wealth,  he  had  driven  him  away  with  words  of  contempt. 
The  jury  had  not  the  power  of  bringing  in  another  verdict. 
The  evidence  of  the  crime  was  complete.  First,  there  was 
the  absence  of  the  legal  technicalities,  owing  to  the  pretended 
deed  being  a  slavish  copy.  Then  there  was  the  witness  of 
the  expert,  who  swore  that  the  signatures  were  all  written 
by  the  same  hand ;  then  the  testimony  of  Iveziah  Bastable, 
who  swore  that  her  husband  was  not  in  Esbrough  at  the 
time  of  the  signature ;  and  lastly,  the  most  damning  circum¬ 
stance  of  all,  the  water-mark  in  the  paper  was  of  more  recent 
date.  Truly,  as  the  counsel  for  the  prosecution  observed, 
the  prisoner  was  a  clumsy  forger.  It  was  evident  that  this 
was  his  first  crime.  It  was  the  act  of  an  avenging  Providence 
that  he  seemed  to  have  actually  forgotten  the  existence  of  the 
forgery,  when  he  might  any  day  have  removed  all  evidence 
of  the  crime.  The  judge  had  gone  on  to  point  out  to  the 
public  that  a  long  course  of  selfish  indulgence — it  seemed  an 
unusual  line  for  a  judge  to  take — had  not  only  blinded  the 
moral  perception  of  the  prisoner,  but  also  probably  partially 
destroyed  his  memory.  At  any  moment  he  might  have 
taken  away  the  deeds  and  destroyed  the  forgery,  when,  no 
copy  being  in  existence,  he  might  have  laughed  at  the  law. 
Any  day  might  bring  his  destruction.  And  as  if  it  were  not 
enough  that  all  this  array  of  witnesses  should  appear  against 
him,  at  the  last  moment,  during  the  trial,  the  man  Bastable 
himself  had  appeared  and  sworn  that  he  had  never  signed 
any  such  deed ;  had  sworn,  besides,  that  he  had  himself 
discovered  the  vein  of  iron  on  the  property,  and  had 
taken  three  thousand  pounds  as  a  reward  out  of  the  first 
profits  made,  on  the  condition  of  going  away.  It  was 
rare  indeed,  the  judge  said,  that  the  annals  of  crime  offered 
an  instance  so  remarkable  of  infatuation.  He  should  say 
little  more  to  aggravate  the  misery  and  remorse  of  the 
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prisoner,  but  would  sentence  him  to  ten  years’  penal 
servitude. 

Fool  that  he  had  been!  Fool  at  every  point.  With  the 
game  in  his  own  hand,  the  cards  all  trumps,  and  but  one 
wrong  card,  he  had  deliberately  played  it.  Ten  years.  Ten 
years  to  be  locked  up,  silent  and  alone,  in  a  white-washed 
cell ;  ten  years  to  have  no  society  but  the  chaplain,  no  change 
but  the  Sunday  chapel ;  no  book  but  the  Bible — it  would 
drive  him  mad.  He  seemed  to  rise  and  prowl  up  and  down 
the  little  room.  Ho  pleasure,  no  joy,  no  pride  of  life  any 
more ;  and  when  he  came  out  of  his  prison  hiding  in  oblivion 
for  the  rest  of  his  days.  “I  shall  be  sixty-seven!”  he  answered. 
“I  shall  be  sixty-seven,  and  an  old  man.  Ella  will  hate  me  ; 
not  one  of  my  friends  will  speak  to  me.  It  is  bad  now — but 
oh ! — my  God !  it  will  be  worse  then.  Ten  years  to  wait ! 
Perhaps  a  ticket-of-leave.  And  this  only  the  second  day  !  ” 
He  awoke  with  a  groan,  the  beads  standing  on  his  forehead 
— awoke  and  sat  upright  in  his  bed,  and  looked  round  with  a 
wild  stare.  He  saw  only  the  white  walls  of  his  cell ;  the 
familiar  furniture  of  his  own  room  was  as  a  dream ;  he  was 
asleep  still,  and  beside  him  stood  the  ghost  of  his  dead  part¬ 
ner.  “Paul,”  said  poor  Johnny,  “I  was  a  bad  man,  and  I 
wasted  everything  in  drink.  But  you  had  my  bit  of  land 
left,  and  there  was  the  boy.  You  had  all  that  borrowed  money, 
too  ;  could  you  not  have  paid  it  back  to  him,  at  least  with 
some  of  the  interest?  It’s  too  late  now.  We  are  both  sinners, 
Paul,  but  you  are  the  worst.  I  never  deserted  a  friend ;  I 
never  forged  a  deed  ;  I  never  turned  my  back  upon  the  poor  ; 
I  paid  my  debts.  How  you  are  in  prison,  Paul- — in  prison 
for  ten  long  years.  You  will  have  to  work  all  day ;  you  will 
be  alone  all  night ;  you  will  have  no  drink,  and  I  shall  come 
and  sit  with  you,  when  there  is  no  one  to  interrupt  us,  and 
I  will  talk  to  you,  Paul  Bayliss,  for  the  sake  of  old  times.” 
With  a  wild  tossing  of  his  arms,  the  wretched  man  awoke,  and 
found  it  was  but  two  o’clock,  and  that  it  was  all  a  dream. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE  night  passed  slowly  on.  What  a  night  would  that  he 
when  the  veil  of  self-deception  was  wholly  withdrawn  and 
the  cruel  naked  truth  left,  like  some  steep  wall  of  granite  cliff 
up  which  a  man  cannot  climb,  while  the  relentless  tide  sweeps 
slowly  up  the  shore,  to  drown  and  destroy  him.  The  wretched 
man  paced  his  lonely  room,  tossing  his  arms  in  his  unrest. 
He  turned  on  the  lights  full ;  he  lit  the  candles  that  stood 
upon  the  mantelshelf ;  he  fancied  that  behind  him  stood  the 
ghost  of  his  partner,  accusing,  grim,  hideously  threatening ; 
— and  before  him,  around  him,  above  him,  was  the  cell  with 
its  narrow  walls,  the  stone  bench,  the  Bible,  and  the  ten 
years’  sentence  ringing  in  his  ears.  It  was  a  dream,  a  night¬ 
mare,  if  you  like,  but  such  a  dread  as  had  the  horrid  sem¬ 
blance  of  prophecy;  such  a  nightmare  as  personated  a  reality. 
So  might  Ahab  have  tossed  in  his  sleep  after  the  murder  of 
Naboth ;  so  might  David,  in  his  cedar  palace,  have  seen  at 
his  bedside  the  murdered  form  of  the  man  whom  Joab  had 
put  at  his  bidding  in  the  foremost  front  of  the  battle.  From 
time  to  time  he  lay  down,  but  not  to  sleep.  For  when  his 
eyes  closed  there  rose  up  again  before  him  the  grisly  phantom 
of  the  prison,  and  he  started  again  with  an  oath  and  a  prayer 
alternate,  to  find  relief  in  pacing  up  and  down.  Oh !  slow 
and  weary  night  to  those  who  sleep  not !  Oh !  swift  and 
happy  night  to  him  who  sleeps  and  wakes  in  the  ai'ms  of  one 
who  loves  him !  Great  and  solemn  mystery  of  night !  when 
each  withdraws  from  his  fellows,  and,  perforce,  communes 
with  himself ;  when  the  paradise  of  imagination  fades  away, 
and  that  grim  fortress  of  fact  which  is  so  like  a  prison  shows 
clear  and  strong. 

It  was  late  in  December,  when  the  sun  rises  at  seven. 
Paul  Bayliss  dressed  himself  at  daybreak,  and  wandered  forth 
in  the  stately  gardens,  wet  now  with  continual  dews,  to  seek 
rest  and  comfort.  Rest  and  comfort  there  were  none ;  the 
day  dawned  slowly — so  slowly,  with  great  banks  of  cloud ; 
the  cold  trees,  clothed  with  a  scanty  vestment  of  yellow 
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leaves,  stood  round  him,  and  seemed  to  point  their  branches, 
threatening  and  pitiless,  at  his  face  ;  the  air  was  heavy  and 
silent.  The  great  house  before  him,  which  he  had  built  him¬ 
self,  seemed  staring  at  him  behind  the  white  blinds  of  the 
windows  in  a  sad  surprise ;  and  Paul  Bayliss,  for  the  first 
time  in  his  life,  sank  upon  a  bank  and  dropped  his  head  in 
his  hands  and  shed  tears  that  rolled  pitifully  down  his 
cheeks.  It  is  not  only  the  innocent  hunted  hare  that  weeps  ; 
the  fox  himself,  after  ten  thousand  shifts  and  turns  have  been 
tried,  and  all  to  no  avail,  will  weep  when  the  inevitable  end 
is  close  to  him. 

“  It  is  hard,”  he  murmured,  “  after  what  I  have  achieved 
—after  this  great  and  splendid  career,  to  lose  all  for  a  single 
act  of  folly — of  crime — call  it  crime,  what  does  it  matter  ? 
It  is  done ;  it  must  be  faced.  Fool !  to  be  terrified  at  a 
nightmare,  at  an  undigested  dinner,  at  a  shadow,  at  less  than 
a  shadow,  at  nothing  at  all !  ” 

He  tried  to  reason  with  himself,  but  it  was  of  little  avail, 
for  in  his  heart  he  knew  the  future  that  might  be,  and  the 
days  of  bitterness  which  nothing  but  a  miracle  could  avert. 
We  are  all  of  us  so ;  we  have  a  Cassandra-like  power  of 
prophecy,  inasmuch  as,  like  the  prophets  to  the  kings  of 
Israel,  we,  if  we  foretell  anything  concerning  ourselves,  fore¬ 
tell  only  disaster.  And  it  always  comes  true.  Paul  Bayliss 
knew  that  he  was  found  out.  It  was  maddening  to  think 
that  in  their  quiet  beds  lay  sleeping  young  Jack  Armstrong 
and  Clifton  the  lawyer,  the  arbiters  of  his  fate,  while  he  was 
here  cold,  comfortless,  and  wretched,  the  King  of  Esbrough, 
waiting  for  what  might  please  these  dependents  of  his  to  do 
to  him. 

He  walked  through  the  wicket  gate  at  the  back  of  his 
garden  and  plunged  into  the  plantation  behind — his  own 
plantation,  his  own  planting.  The  ground  was  knee  deep 
with  the  wet  and  fragrant  fallen  leaves  ;  on  the  branches  sat 
the  pretty  pheasants,  too  lazy  to  move,  although  the  light  was 
strong  ;  the  scarlet  berries  hung  upon  the  mountain-ash,  the 
holly  was  bright  with  red,  a  few  wild  flowers  lingered  still 
where  the  cold  winds  could  not  touch  them,  and  the  rays  of 


4 1 S 


THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN. 


the  sun  could  warm  them  yet.  He  trampled  on  them  regard¬ 
less.  Presently  he  came  to  a  pool ;  he  knew  it  well,  because 
he  had  caused  it  to  be  made ;  it  was  deep,  so  as  to  drain  the 
coppice ;  it  was  broad,  so  broad  that,  as  he  thought,  a  man 
might  lie  at  the  bottom  with  no  chance  of  being  fished  out ;  it 
was  black  to  look  at,  and  covered  with  a  thick  film  of  weed 
that  might  serve,  he  thought,  as  a  fitting  pall  for  one  whose 
life  had  ended  in  sudden  and  terrible  collapse.  Should  he 
end  it  so  ?  As  he  stood  and  played  with  the  thought,  a 
thousand  memories  flashed  across  him,  and  all  his  life  lived 
over  again.  It  is  so  at  decisive  moments  of  our  fate  ;  we 
stand  upon  the  brink  and  remember,  not  what  will  be,  but 
what  has  been ;  the  girl  who  answers  the  letter  of  her  lover  and 
remembers  all  the  sweetness  of  the  household  she  is  going  to 
give  up  :  the  youth  who  pauses  before  he  commits  the  fatal  act 
that  robs  him  of  his  honour :  the  man  who  changes  his  fate 
by  the  stroke  of  a  pen,  they  pause  to  think  of  the  past.  Paul 
Bayliss  stood  upon  the  brink.  Why  not  end  it  ?  They  call 
it  cowardice,  this  temptation  to  end  it  all,  when  life  becomes 
too  dreadful  to  bear.  Is  it  altogether  cowardice  ?  I  think 
not.  The  future  we  know  not ;  the  present  we  know ;  what¬ 
ever  the  future  can  give,  we  think  it  will  be  better  than  the 
dreadful  present.  Alas  !  we  cannot  tell  that  the  present  will 
always  live  with  us.  Like  the  exile  who  runs  across  the  sea, 
we  may  change  the  sky,  but  not  the  wind.  Paul  Bayliss 
stood  hesitating  on  the  brink.  One  plunge,  and  it  was  done ; 
one  cold  plunge  into  the  weed-covered  pool ;  one  bubble 
rising  to  the  surface,  and  his  despair  would  be  finished  for 
ever.  For  ever  !  Who  can  tell  ?  and  if  we  were  certain  that 
such  an  act  would  cut  the  knot  and  set  the  captive  free,  be 
sure  that  not  a  living  man  but  would  be  tempted  at  some 
moments  of  his  life  to  take  the  knife  and  sever  the  silver  thread. 
One  plunge  !  he  looked  and  thought.  Above  him  the  clouds 
parted  and  the  fog  lifted  and  the  sun  rose  broad  and  glorious, 
though  it  was  but  a  morning  in  December.  The  birds  began 
to  sing  round  him— not  the  summer  birds  which  come  for  a 
season  and  leave  us  all  through  the  time  when  most  we  want 
the  beauty  of  their  softness  and  their  song,  but  those  sad- 
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coloured  birds  which  belong  to  all  the  year.  But  he  sees 
nothing,  he  hears  nothing;  his  eyes  are  fixed  upon  the  black, 
cold  water ;  he  is  is  thinking  of  the  terrible  future  that  may 
await  him,  and  he  is  summoning  his  courage  for  the  leap. 
He  will  take  it — he  will  be  free ;  farewell  to  the  miseries  of 
despair  and  ruin — farewell  to  nights  of  terror  and  days  of 
suspense ;  he  will  bear  no  more. 

He  raises  his  arms  as  in  the  attitude  of  one  who  will  spring 
from  the  bank.  A  step,  a  whistle,  a  voice !  It  is  his  own 
gamekeeper,  gun  on  shoulder,  dog  at  heel,  who  tramples 
through  the  underwood,  cracking  the  dead  twigs,  breaking 
off  the  dead  branches,  tearing  through  the  trailing  arms  of 
the  blackberry  bushes.  Paul  Bayliss  recovers  himself  sud¬ 
denly,  and  looks  round  him.  It  is  a  bright  and  glorious 
morning,  the  red  sun  shines  in  his  face  and  brings  back  its 
colour ;  he  turns  his  head,  and  lo !  the  phantoms  of  the 
nightmare  disappeared,  and  Paul  Bayliss  is  strong  again. 

His  keeper  was  surprised  to  see  him.  “  Good-day,  sir. 
Out  very  early  this  morning,  sir.” 

“  Yes;  I  could  not  sleep.  I  got  up  to  try  the  fresh  air.” 

“Very  good  thing  for  you,  sir.  Beg  pardon,  sir.  Try 
it  every  morning,  sir.” 

“  Ay !  ay !  well  .  .  .  yes  ...  we  will  have  a  day  here 
soon — as  soon  as  you  like.”.  .  . 

The  master  turned  and  walked  back  to  the  house  a  diffe¬ 
rent  man.  His  step  was  elastic,  his  heart  was  light;  his 
thoughts  were  high  again.  What  had  worked  the  miracle  ? 
Sunshine  and  light.  Paul  Bayliss,  who  had  been  repentant, 
soft-hearted,  sorry,  pricked  up  his  ears  and  looked  about 
him.  He  was  himself  again,  a  fox-terrier,  not  thoroughbred, 
because  he  had  a  touch  of  the  mastiff.  He  felt,  through  all 
his  veins,  the  old  familiar  instincts  of  courage.  His  troubles, 
however,  were  not  over. 

He  sat  in  his  study  at  breakfast  alone.  The  footman  came 
in,  deferential  and  quiet.  “  A  person,  sir,  wants  to  see  you.” 

“  A  gentleman  ?  ” 

“  No,  sir,  not  exactly  a  gentleman.  Rather  looks  like  a 
common  man,  sir.  Couldn’t  get  his  name.  Said  it  was  no 
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consequence,  sir;  and  if  you  didn’t  see  him,  he  could  go 
down  to  the  works.” 

“  Well,  let  him  come  in.  And,  John,  see  that  he  wipes 
his  boots.” 

The  person  came  in  :  a  short,  fat  man,  with  a  large  fringe 
of  reddish-grey  beard,  short,  and  thick-set — a  man  who, 
unlike  most  men,  conveyed  no  idea  of  any  profession  what¬ 
ever.  You  can  generally  make  a  good  guess  at  a  man’s 
habitual  work,  especially  if  you  have  visited  the  favourite 
publics  of  the  trades  at  meal  hours.  But  this  man  might 
have  been  anything.  There  was  a  shifty  look  about  his  eyes  ; 
his  mouth  was  full,  and  his  lips  prominent ;  he  was  strongly 
built ;  his  hands  were  white,  and  his  fingers  long  and  delicate 
— such  fingers  as  belong  to  men  skilled  in  musical  instru¬ 
ments.  And  he  was  dressed,  apparently,  to  look  as  much 
like  an  undertaker  as  could  be  managed  out  of  a  second-hand 
suit  of  rusty  black.  He  came  in,  deposited  his  hat  on  the 
floor,  and  sat  down.  Then  he  turned  slowly  to  Paul  Bayliss. 
“  You  do  not  remember  me,  Mr.  Bayliss  ?  ” 

Mr.  Bayliss  did  remember  him.  He  flushed  for  a 
moment,  and  held  his  breath.  Then,  while  great  beads  stood 
upon  his  swollen  forehead,  he  went  to  his  writing-desk. 
“  Excuse  me  one  moment,  sir,”  he  said.  “  I  have  a  note  to 
write,  and  I  will  be  at  your  service.” 

He  wrote  his  note. 

“My  dear  Armstrong, — Come  and  see  me  instantly — 
instantly.  I  am  ill,  and  I  have  a  good  deal  to  see  to.  Do 
not  take  any  steps  whatever,  and  let  none  be  taken.  I  have 
to  talk  to  you  of  your  father. — Your  father’s  oldest  friend, 

“  Paul  Bayliss.” 

Then  he  rang  the  bell,  moving  with  uncertain  step  and 
a  quick,  anxious  manner.  The  footman  came,  and  he 
despatched  the  note  with  a  whisper.  “  Take  it  yourself, 
James.  If  Mr.  Armstrong  is  not  at  the  cottage,  look  for 
him  at  Mr.  Clifton’s,  the  lawyer.  Give  it  into  his  own  hand, 
and  bring  me  the  answer.  Be  quick,  and  be  sure.” 

The  man  took  the  epistle,  and  retired.  Then  Mr.  Bayliss 
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turned  to  his  visitor.  “  Now,  Mr. -  I  don’t  know  your 

name,  sir.” 

“  And  yet  it  is  only  a  dozen  years  since  we  met,  Mr. 
Bayliss  ;  only  a  dozen  years,  when  Esbrougk  was  only  a  little 
market  town.  Surely  you  remember  me !  ” 

“  Let  me  think.  I  see  so  many  faces.” 

“  But  not  many  like  mine,  Mr.  Bayliss.”  That  was  true. 
It  was  so  seamed  and  wrinkled ;  there  were  such  multi¬ 
tudinous  crow’s  feet  about  the  eyes ;  such  lines  crossing  and 
intercrossing  about  the  forehead ;  such  furrows  about  the 
mouth,  that  it  was  quite  reasonable  to  suppose  his  face  to  be 
one  of  the  rarest  extant. 

“  Think  again,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 

“  Upon  my  word,  I  believe  you  are  Mr.  Bastable.” 

“  And  your  belief  is  like  the  Apostles’  Creed,  Mr.  Bayliss, 
because  it’s  every  word  true.” 

“  Mr.  Bastable,  Mr.  Bastable,  I  thought  when  we  parted 
that  you  had  received  so  large  a  compensation  for  your  dis¬ 
covery,  of  which  I  confess  that  I  have  profited,  that  you 
agreed  not  to  return  to  this  place.” 

“  I  did,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 

“  I  have  even  your  promise  in  writing  not  to  return,  not 
to  ask  for  anything  more — to  be  content,  in  fact.” 

“  You  have,  Mr.  Bayliss,  there’s  no  denying  it.” 

“  Then  what  do  you  want  of  me  ?  ”  The  man  shifted  his 
legs,  and  appeared  uneasy.  “  What  have  you  been  doing 
since  you  were  here  last  ?  You  began  by  deserting  your 
wife,  who  is,  I  am  told,  now  living  in  this  town  ?  ” 

“  Well,  I  left  her,  that  is  true  ;  I  had  enough  of  her.  So 
would  you,  Mr.  Bayliss,  if  you’d  married  Keziah  Ivislingbury. 
There,  I  defy  any  man,  if  he  got  the  chance,  not  to  desert 
Keziah,  though  she  had  her  gifts — and  wonderful  they  were. 
Perhaps  I  was  a  fool  not  to  stick  to  them.  But  there,  you 
see  where  the  land  lay.  I  thought,  with  my  knowledge  of 
metals,  that  I’d  nothing  to  do  but  just  to  go  to  America  and 
dig  the  gold  in  pailfuls.  Now,  no  luck  came  of  that  three 
thousand  pounds.  Not  a  single  cent  did  I  net  by  it.  It  was 
payin’  out  and  payin’  out,  like  the  sailors  in  a  deep  anchorage, 
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and  no  bottom  after  all.  I  went  to  Colorado,  where  the  silver 
mines  are  ;  no  good.  Then  I  went  to  Mexico  prospecting ;  no 
good  again.  Then  I  tried  Chili ;  no  good  there.  And  then 
I  tried  Australia.  It  took  time ;  but  the  money  was  going 
faster  and  faster.  Then  I  tried  the  diamond  fields.  Well, 
then,  Mr.  Bayliss,  I  suppose  you’ll  believe  me  ” — he  spoke  as 
if  he  was  an  Evangelist  at  least — “  when  I  tell  yon  that  the 
diamond  fields  is  the  cussedest  plant  out.  There  is  certainly 
them  as  find  the  stones,  but  there’s  them  as  finds  none. 
I  was  one  of  them  as  found  none — not  a  stone,  not  a  single 
precious  stone,  not  a  damned  diamond  did  I  hit  upon.  And 
all  the  money  was  gone — quite  gone.” 

“  And  then  ?  ”  Mr.  Bayliss  looked  at  his  watch  as  a  sign 
to  his  guest. 

“  And  then  ?  Ah !  then  I  had  a  pretty  free  time  for  a  bit 
among  the  Boers,  as  they  call  them.  You  see,  the  land  is  a 
dry  land,  and  as  there  are  no  rivers  to  speak  of,  they  get 
along  with  wells.  Covered  all  over  it  is  with  a  scrub ;  the 
farms  dotted  all  about :  here  and  there  a  house  with  a  cattle 
kraal.  What  they  want  mostly  is  water.  I  took  up  the  old 
trade,  and  went  about  with  my  divining  rod.  There  were 
others  in  the  same  lay — there  always  is.  Blest  if  I  think  an 
honest  speculator  can  hit  on  the  cleverest  dodge,  but  some¬ 
body  else  is  on  it  before  him,  and  then  envy  and  hatred 
and  backbiting.  Not  one  single  lay  is  there  in  the  whole 
wide  world  that  an  honest  man  can  take  up  all  by  himself, 
and  have  a  clear  field  and  no  favour.”  Mr.  Bastable  should 
have  chosen  literature.  There,  at  least,  he  would  have  found 
an  atmosphere  where  no  man  envies  another  of  the  same 
craft,  where  all  alike  unite  in  speaking  well  of  their  brothers, 
and  where  honest  effort  ever  meets  with  honest  appreciation. 
“  A  dozen  of  us,  at  least,  up  and  down  Orange  River.  None 
of  them  a  patch  on  me :  that  was  allowed.  If  any  one  did 
know  where  to  lay  his  hand  upon  a  well  with  the  Patent 
Infallible  Wonder-working  Hazel  Divining  Wand,  it  was 
Benjamin  Bastable.  I  made  the  fortune  of  a  dozen  of  the 
crawling,  lazy  Dutchmen,  who  smoke  all  day  long,  and  forget 
their  benefactors ;  and  no  thanks — not  a  bit.  Lord  !  when 
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I  think  of  the  things  I  have  done  for  that  colony,  my  mouth 
feels  like  a  bit  of  blotting-paper.” 

“  You  will  take  something,  Mr.  Bastable  ?  ” 

“  Thank  you,  Mr.  Bayliss.  You  always  were  a  gentleman, 
though  we  had  words  about  the  Ravendale  business.  How¬ 
ever,  to  give  good  drink  a  name,  I’ll  say  bitter  beer  for  choice. 
It’s  scarce  in  the  colonies,  and  an  Englishman  little  thinks 
of  the  blessings  he’s  got  till  he  misses  the  blessings  he’s  lost. 
A  quart,  if  you  don’t  mind,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 

The  beer  came,  and  Mr.  Bastable,  taking  the  jug  in  his 
hands,  drained  its  contents  at  a  single  draught.  “  Good 
Lord  !  it’s  heavenly  !  I  came  home  in  a  temperance  ship : 
worked  my  passage — me  that  had  gone  out  a  saloon  passenger 
and  drank  champagne  with  tip-top  New  York  society.  Why, 
I  was  nearly  marr - Lord  !  I  forgot.” 

“  Go  on,  Mr.  Bastable.” 

“  I  got  home  a  week  or  so  ago.  Bound  my  way  here  to 
look  for  you,  and  fell  in  with  my  wife.  There’s  more  mis¬ 
fortunes,  sir.  There’s  a  double  extra-distilled  misfortune  for 
you.  They  never  come  single.  ‘  Bad  luck,’  as  the  hymn 
says ;  ‘  Bad  luck  is  like  the  fleas  in  June.  I  never  did  them 
harm.  They  cannot  come  by  ones  or  twos,  but  always  comes 
in  swarms.’  ” 

“  Go  on,  Mr.  Bastable.” 

Mr.  Bayliss’s  face  was  set,  expectant  of  something ;  he 
knew  what,  but  did  not  dare  show  any  anxiety.  “  I  met  her, 
on  my  way  here,  yesterday  afternoon ;  and  it’s  all  gone,  Mr. 
Bayliss,  it’s  all  gone.” 

“  What  is  all  gone  ?  ” 

“  The  power,  sir,  the  beautiful  power.  It’s  all  gone.  She 
isn’t  afraid  of  me.  I  saw  her  across  the  road,  and  I  came 
behind  her  for  a  bit,  trying  on  the  old  dodges.  That  didn’t 
fetch  her.  Then  I  walked  up  to  her  and  took  her  by  the  arm. 
She  started  a  bit.  ‘  Benjamin  !  ’  she  says.  £  Benjamin  it  is,’ 
I  replied  in  a  deep  and  solemn  voice,  such  as  I  used  to  use. 
Then,  if  you’ll  believe  me ,  sir,  she  began  to  laugh.  ‘  What’s 
this,  Keziah  ?  ’  I  asked.  ‘  It’s  so  funny,’  she  says.  ‘  Funny  ?  ’ 
I  asks.  ‘  Funny,’  she  says.  ‘  Why  is  it  funny  ?  ’  I  asks.  ‘  I 
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heard  you  behind,’  she  says,  ‘  and  I  never  thought  about  you 
a  bit,  and  yet  I  knew,  somehow,  the  step ;  and  it’s  actually 
my  Benjamin  come  back.’  Then  I  ordered  her  to  come  with 
me  and  do  my  bidding.  Devil  a  bit  would  she  stir.  £  It’s 
all  gone,  Benjamin,’  she  said.  ‘The  sperruts  has  left  me  for 
years  and  years.  Even  old  Peter  went  at  last :  and  he  was 
like  a  burr  for  stickiness.  As  for  Katey,  she  went  off  with 
somebody  else,  and  I  don’t  think  Katey  was  a  bit  better  than 
she  ought  to  be.  Not  a  sperrut  left ;  not  a  rap  in  the  house ; 
not  a  voice  in  the  night ;  no  fingers  about  my  throat ;  no 
footsteps  on  the  stairs ;  no  trances,  and  no  clairvoyonging — 
and  praise  the  Lord  for  all  His  mercies !  For  I’m  never 
going  to  be  a  witch  no  more.’  ‘  Keziah  Bastable,’  I  said, 
‘  you’ll  come  to  your  lawful  lord  and  master,  and  obey  him  as 
you  promised  in  your  wedding  vows.’  ‘  Drat  the  wedding 
vows,’  she  said,  like  a  heathen.  Why,  the  very  Caffre  women 
respect  their  wedding  vows,  or  else  their  husbands  let  ’em 
have  it  with  a  stick  ;  and  very  proper  too.  c  Drat  ’em,’  said 
Keziah.  ‘Keziah,’  I  said,  ‘are  you  mad?’  ‘Not  at  all,’  she 
replied.  ‘I’m  in  my  right  senses.  You  deserted  me  for 
twelve  long  years,  and  left  me  all  alone  with  the  ghosts. 
Now,  do  you  think,  Benjamin  Bastable,  now  I’ve  a’most  for¬ 
gotten  it  all,  and  it’s  all  forgiven  up  above,  that  I’m  going  to 
take  up  again  with  all  the  wicked  courses?  No;  I’m  not 
afraid  of  you — not  a  bit.  I  defy  you.  Do  your  worst.  I 
won't  come  back  to  you.  I  won’t  go  clairvoyonging  for  you. 
I  won’t  help  you  to  call  up  the  sperruts,  to  go  answering  your 
foolish  questions,  when  they  ought  to  be  saying  their  prayers 
and  singing  their  hymns,  and  so  keep  out  of  trouble,  poor 
things.  I  won’t  do  it,  Benjamin,  and  so  I  tell  you;’  and 

just  then  there  came  along  the  street - Mr.  Bayliss,  may  I 

ask  for  another  suck  at  that  beer  ?  Talking  always  makes 
me  dry,  and  just  now  my  throat — you’ll  believe  me — is  like  a 
sponge  in  summer  weather.  Thank  you,  Mr  Bayliss.  Thank 
you,  James.  Don’t  pour  it  out,  because  the  jug’s  a  good  jug 
for  drinking  out  of.  The  best  jugs  I  know  are  what  the  gins 
in  Australia — the  niggers’  wives,  you  know — carry.” 

“  Go  on,  Mr.  Bastable.” 
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“Ay,  ay,  give  me  time.  Now  I’ll  go  on,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 
The  man  hitched  his  chair  closer  and  laid  his  face  sideways, 
almost  on  a  level  with  the  table,  so  looking  into  the  eyes  of 
his  entertainer,  who  never  moved,  but  sat  looking  into  space 
with  white  lips,  and  a  face  that  had  no  expression  whatever 
in  it.  “  Listen,  Mr.  Bayliss  ;  this  concerns  you.  I’ve  slept 
on  it,  and  I  thought  I  should  do  better  to  come  straight  to 
you  this  morning  with  it.  Listen,  now.” 

“  I  am  listening.” 

“  It  was  young  Armstrong  that  came  along  the  street  with 
another  gentleman,  the  boy  who  was  my  page  when  I  was  in 
the  clairvoyancy  line ;  the  boy  who  was  with  Myles  Cuolahan 
when  the  divining  rod  found  the  iron ;  the  boy  whose  father 
owned  all  the  land.” 

“  Go  on,  Bastable.” 

“  The  other  gentleman,  when  Keziah  had  told  her  story, 
took  me  by  the  arm,  friendly  like.  ‘  Come  with  me,’  he  says, 
£  come  with  me,  Mr.  Bastable,  and  let  us  have  a  talk.’  I 
went  with  him.  We  had  a  drain,  or  I  did,  because  young  Mr. 
Armstrong  seems  but  a  poor  hand  at  the  drink,  and  then  we 
went  to  Mr.  Clifton's  office.  He  began  to  ask  a  lot  of  ques¬ 
tions  which  did  not  seem  to  me  to  have  much  to  do  with  my 
wife — when  I  came  here,  how  long  I  stayed  here,  what  I  did 
here,  and  so  on  till  I  cut  up  rough.  Then,  said  Jack — I  mean 
young  Armstrong,  ‘  Show  it  him.’  So  they  pulled  out  a  paper 
and  showed  me  my  name  at  the  bottom  of  it.  1  Is  that  your 
signature  ?  ’  asked  the  lawyer.”  He  paused  and  took  some 
more  beer. 

“  Go  on,  Mr.  Bastable.” 

“  I  made  no  answer.  Mr.  Bayliss,  I  have  been  a  lawyer’s 
clerk.  I  know  a  conveyance  sharp  enough  when  I  see  one. 
You  know  whether  that  conveyance  that  they  had  copied  eve r 
came  out  of  a  lawyer’s  office  or  not.  You  know  whether  that  is 
my  signature  or  not.” 

“  You  did  not  reply  ?  ” 

“  I  did  not.  I  said, c  Gentlemen,  here’s  a  plant  upon  inno¬ 
cence.  I  shouldn’t  have  thought  it  of  you,  Mr.  Armstrong — 
I  shouldn’t  indeed.  You  want  to  trap  me.  You  will  find  it 
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hard  to  trap  me.  Perhaps  you’ll  give  me  time  to  answer 
that  question,  gentlemen.  I’ve  dodged  the  parairy  dog  on 
his  native  heath,  and  tackled  the  python  in  the  Mexican 
jungle.  I’ve  likewise  cheated  the  Chinaman  and  done  the 
Caffre,  but  I  never  answered  a  question  in  a  hurry  yet  that  I 
did  not  repent  at  leisure,  so  I’ll  take  a  day  or  two,  perhaps 
three,  to  think  it  over  quietly  and  argue  the  matter  out  as 
between  gentlemen.,’  So  I  had  one  more  drain  and  came  away.” 

“  Go  on,  Mr.  Bastable.”  His  voice  was  husky  now,  and 
his  eyes  were  dim  with  watching ;  for  the  worst  blow  of  all 
was  fallen,  and  his  fate  seemed  to  hang  upon  the  weight  of 
a  feather. 

“  Now,  Mr.  Bayliss,  let  us  be  friendly,  you  and  me.  I’m 
as  tight  as  wax  if  I’m  paid.  Let  that  be  the  groundwork  of 
all.  I’m  the  boy  to  hold  my  tongue,  go  away,  keep  dark, 
slip  over  to  America,  do  anything,  if  I’m  paid.  How  much  ?  ” 
Mr.  Bayliss  was  silent.  “  I  am  not  an  expensive  man.  I 
want  an  annuity.  It  is  nothing  to  you,  a  hundred  or  two 
out  of  your  big  income.  Give  me  three  hundred,  say.  Make 
arrangements  to  let  me  have  it  quarterly,  and  I’m  the  most 
silent  dog  in  the  world.” 

“  How  can  I  trust  you  ?  ”  asked  Bayliss. 

“  Trust  me  ?  You  can  trust  me,  because  I  am  on  the  point 
of  starvation.  If  you  do  not  give  me  a  pound  or  two  I  shall 
have  to  go  and  beg  of  Iveziah.” 

Bayliss  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket  and  pulled  out  a  hand¬ 
ful  of  gold  and  silver.  “  Take  that  to  live  with.  Can  you  be 
silent  another  day  ?  ”  he  whispered  eagerly. 

“  Of  course  I  can.” 

“  See,  Bastable.  You  have  all  to  gain — all  to  gain — by 
silence.  I  admit  nothing.  I  say  nothing.  Only  be  silent 
for  a  single  day,  and  you  shall  have  your  reward.” 

“  Mr.  Bayliss,  I  will.  I  give  you  my  sacred  word  of  honour, 
if  you’ll  believe  me,  that  I  will  say  nothing.” 

“  Come,  then,  to-morrow  at  eight — no,  at  nine — and  you 
shall  see  me  again.  Go  quietly  to  some  hotel,  or — better 
still,  go  out  of  the  town — and— and — for  God’s  sake,  don’t 
get  drunk.” 
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“  Benjamin  Bastable,”  said  the  hero,  “  never  did  get  drunk 
but  once  in  all  bis  life.  That  was  at  Ballarat,  when  the 
miners  were  having  an  evening  with  swell’s  drink.  They 
messed  up  curacoa  and  gin  and  champagne  and  port  and 
brandy.  Lord !  how  drunk  we  were.  Don’t  be  afraid,  Mr. 
Bayliss ;  there’s  no  such  thing  as  cura<joa  and  champagne  in 
this  miserable  country,  I  believe.  To-morrow  at  nine.  And 
look  here,  sir,”  he  clapped  him  on  the  back.  To  a  man  of 
fine  susceptibilities  it  would  have  been  an  additional  pang ; 
to  Paul  Bayliss  it  brought  comfort.  “  If  that  deed  is  the 
only  thing,  don’t  you  be  afraid.  It’s  only  me,  and  I’m  like 
an  owl  for  quietness.” 

He  went  away.  Then  Paul  Bayliss  wearily  rose,  walked 
feebly  up  and  down,  and  then — went  to  bed,  and  fell  sound 
asleep. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

POOR  old  Cardiff  Jack  was  growing  steadily  weaker.  He 
spent  most  of  the  day  upon  the  sofa  or  in  an  easy  chair 
wheeled  to  the  fire.  The  boat  he  had  rigged  with  so  much 
care,  the  kite  he  had  constructed,  lay  in  his  room  unheeded. 
Sometimes  he  would  read,  sometimes  he  would  sit  and  think, 
sometimes  he  would  talk  with  Norah,  but  always  with  the 
perfect  sweetness  of  manner  that  distinguished  this  remark¬ 
ably  well-bred  boy.  His  affection  for  Xorah  exceeded  all 
bounds.  His  eyes  followed  her  about  the  room  and  rested 
upon  her  while  she  sat  at  work.  She  gave  him  advice  about 
everything ;  to  her  he  opened  out  his  heart. 

“Xorah,”  he  said  one  morning  after  a  long  nap  by  the 
fire,  waking  suddenly  into  liveliness,  “  when  I  think  of  what 
I  am  going  to  be,  all  my  life,  it  seems  as  if  there  were 
some  ugly  dream  in  my  head,  which  prevents  my  thinking 
at  all.” 

“  Never  mind  the  dream,  Arthur.  And  do  not  think  too 
much  about  the  future.” 

“  But  I  must,  you  know.  What  is  a  boy  to  think  of  but 
the  future  ?  You  don’t  really  believe,  dear  Norah,  that  I  am 
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going  on  all  my  life  making  boats  and  all  that  nonsense, 
do  you  ?  ” 

“  Surely  not,  Arthur.” 

“  I  am  going  to  Eton,  where  I  shall  study  hard  and  become 
a  great  scholar ;  then  I  am  going.  ...  I  do  not  know  yet ; 
my  cousin  Lucy — where  is  cousin  Lucy  ?  I  thought  I  saw 
her  just  now,  when  I  was  asleep.”  He  closed  his  eyes  again, 
as  he  always  did  when  something  jarred  between  his  real 
and  imaginary  life.  When  he  awoke  again,  it  was  in  a  more 
despondent  mood.  He  was  thinking  of  his  weakness  and  his 
ailments.  “  What  is  it,  Norah  ?  ”  he  murmured.  “  If  I  run 
about  like  other  boys,  I  get  tired  at  once.  I  can’t  jump  as  I 
used  to  do.  I  am  always  having  to  sit  down.  And  then 
I’ve  got  a  pain  whenever  I  move  my  left  arm,  which  won't 
go  away.  What  does  it  mean  ?  ”  Norah  hesitated. 

“  Do  not  be  afraid,  Norah,”  said  the  boy.  “  If  it  is  any¬ 
thing  unpleasant  to  tell  me,  let  me  know  it  all  the  same. 
You  know  I  shall  be  a  man  some  day,  and  must  be  brave.” 

“  There  are  some  boys,  Arthur,  who  never  become  men.” 

“Do  you  mean,  Norah,  that  they  are  foolish  boys  all  their 
lives  ?  ” 

“  No,  Arthur.  I  mean -  My  poor  boy,  are  you  quite 

brave  ?  ” 

“I  see,  Norah,”  he  said,  shaking  his  white  locks,  while  a 
tear  started  to  his  eye.  “  You  mean  that  there  are  some  boys 
who  .  .  .  die.”  Norah  was  silent. 

“  Die,”  he  went  on,  “  leave  all  the  bright  world  and — and 
— cousin  Lucy.  .  .  .  Why  does  not  my  cousin  come  to  me  ? 
I  have  not  seen  her  all  day.  Die — and  be  put  in  a  black 
coffin,  and  be  carried  to  the  family  vault  in  a  hearse.  Norah, 
you  don’t  think,  really  and  truly  think,  that  I  am  going  to 
die?” 

“Death,  Arthur,  has  nothing  to  do  with  funerals.  If  you 
die,  think  of  what  is  before  you.  You  will  change  this  world 
for  a  better.  Ah,  Arthur,  you  think  that  everything  is  bright 
and  happy.  My  poor  boy,  you  will  escape  the  temptation  of 
life;  you  will  avoid  the  sin  and  wretchedness  of  the  world. 
It  is  better  so,  much  better  so.” 
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“  And  Lucy  ?  ” 

“Hush  !  my  dear.  You  have  forgotten.  You  have  had  a 
long  illness,  and  will  never  be  quite  well  again.  Try  to 
remember  that  Lucy  has  gone  before,  and  that  you  will  see 
her  again  in  this  new  world  where  you  are  going.  Would 
you  know  Lucy  again  ?  ” 

“  Know  cousin  Lucy  ?  Why,  Norah,  you  must  be  silly  to 
ask  such  a  question.  Know  Lucy,  indeed  !  ” 

“  Tell  me  what  she  was  like,  dear  Arthur.” 

He  laughed  outright,  forgetting  for  the  moment  about  his 
approaching  death  and  the  glorious  world,  the  reward  of 
innocence  which  lay  beyond. 

“  Lucy  is  a  year  and  a  half  younger  than  I  am.  Lucy  is 
not  really  my  cousin,  but  we  always  call  her  cousin ;  she  has 
got  brown  eyes,  your  shaped  eyes,  Norah,  and  such  a  lot  of 
brown  curls,  the  same  colour.  Everybody  says  she  is  the 
prettiest  girl  in  the  world ;  and  when  we  grow  up  we  are 
going  to  marry.  That  is  all  arranged.” 

“  But,  Arthur,  you  can  never  marry  Lucy  now.  She  is 
gone  before,  you  remember.” 

“I  forgot — I  must  have  been  ill.  Where  is  she  gone?” 

“  Gone  into  the  silent  land,  Arthur.  Gone  to  heaven,  where 
you  are  going  soon.” 

“You  think  I  shall  go  there  soon?  Norah,  God  is  very 
good,  is  He  not?  and  I  do  try  to  be  good.  I  always  try.  Some¬ 
times  I  have  said  wicked  things — once  I  told  a  lie.  Do  you 
think  God  will  forgive  me  ?  ” 

“  God  forgives  every  one.  But,  Arthur,  you  know  you 
have  been  ill ;  you  may  have  forgotten  some  of  your  worst 
sins.  Tell  me,  my  dear,  do  you  remember  nothing  but  what 
you  have  told  me  ?  ” 

“  Nothing,  Norah.  Why  should  I  hide  anything  from 
you  ?  ” 

“  Then,  Arthur,  when  you  pray,  ask  God  to  forgive  you  all 
those  sins  which  you  may  have  forgotten,  but  which  you 
would  repent  of  if  you  could  remember.  Say  that  now,  Arthur, 
while  you  think  of  it,  else  it  may  go  out  of  your  head.” 

He  put  up  his  trembling  hands  and  repeated,  “  Lord,  for- 
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give  me  all  tlie  sins  that  I  have  forgotten.”  Then  he  smiled. 
“  It  is  all  very  well,  Norah,  but  I  have  forgotten  nothing.” 

The  past  was  clean  gone,  then.  Norah  sat  down  on  a  stool 
by  the  fire,  and  taking  his  hand  in  hers,  fondled  it,  while  she 
tried  to  touch  his  memory  in  some  point  at  least.  It  seemed 
to  her  so  dreadful  that  the  dying  man  should  go  out  of  the 
world  in  a  dream,  ignorant  of  the  dreadful  past  which  lay  be¬ 
tween  his  sunny  youth  and  his  bewildered  age.  At  tea-time, 
Norah  observed  him  pondering  apparently  over  some  mighty 
problem,  with  knitted  brows. 

“  Norah,”  he  said  at  last,  “I  have  been  thinking  of  what 
you  said  yesterday — about  self-denial.  Please,  no  sugar  in 
my  tea.” 

“  Why  not,  Arthur  ?  ” 

“  Because,”  setting  his  lips  hard,  “  because  sugar  is  one  of 
the  pleasures  of  life,  and  I  must  try  to  learn  to  forego  them 
all,  if  necessary.” 

He  drank  his  tea  unsweetened,  and  then  began  to  enlarge 
on  the  beauties  of  self-sacrifice.  The  boy  was,  if  anything, 
growing  younger,  not  older.  But  his  time  for  growing  at  all 
was  short.  He  caught  a  bad  cold  trying  to  swim  his  new 
boat  in  the  water  butt,  and  was  put  to  bed,  and  nursed  by 
Norah.  Doctors  came  to  see  the  poor  boy  thus  prematurely 
threatened,  and  shook  their  learned  heads.  They  sent  him 
bottles,  and  the  child  took  them  meekly  when  Norah  per¬ 
suaded  him,  making  no  lamentations  over  the  necessity,  but 
patiently  lying  in  his  bed,  reading  when  he  was  strong  enough 
some  pious  picture-book  which  Norah  got  for  him ;  or,  he 
would  talk  hopefully  of  the  day  when  he  should  be  quite  well 
again.  A  most  gentle  and  pure-hearted  boy  always. 

Accustomed  as  Norah  was  to  the  strange  contrast  between 
the  boyish  ways  and  the  venerable  grey  hair,  she  sometimes 
felt  giddy,  as  if  the  room  were  going  round,  as  the  old  man 
poured  out  his  childish  prattle. 

As  the  autumn  deepened  into  winter  his  weakness  increased 
upon  him.  Then  came  a  time  when  he  no  longer  rose  from 
his  bed  at  all,  and  Norah  had  to  nurse  him  like  the  sick  child 
that  he  was.  But  he  never  lost  his  hopefulness  and  buoyancy 
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of  spirit.  Moreover,  lie  had  no  disease,  only  a  general  break 
up  of  the  great  constitution  he  had  ruined  by  so  many 
excesses ; — and  through  it  all  the  mirth  and  glee  of  the  boy, 
which  made  the  sick-room  of  poor  old  Cardiff  Jack  a  sweet 
and  pleasant  place  to  go  to.  Myles  and  Jack  sat  with  him 
sometimes,  but  chiefly  it  was  Norah  who,  when  the  old  man 
was  laid  on  his  sofa  by  the  fire,  brought  her  work  and  talked 
to  him  of  heaven,  and  God’s  goodness,  and  all  holy  things,  so 
that  the  youthful  mind  of  her  patient  was  filled  with  all 
manner  of  pleasant  visions. 

One  night  he  had  a  bad  dream.  Norah  heard  him  cry  for 
help,  and  sprang  from  her  bed,  thinking  of  that  other  night, 
only  a  few  months  before,  when  she  had  battled  with  the 
half-maddened  old  drunkard,  now  so  strangely  changed. 
His  face  was  flushed,  and  a  look  of  terror  was  in  his  eye. 

“  Norah,”  he  moaned,  catching  her  hand,  “  do  not  leave 
me,  dear  Norah,  not  till  I  have  gone  to  sleep  again.  I  have 
had  a  dreadful  dream.  I  think  it  must  be  real.  See,  Norah, 
I  thought  I  broke  Lucy’s  heart,  and  killed  my  own  mother 
with  some  disgrace  that  came  upon  me.  Norah,  I  did  not 
cry,  or  say  a  single  word.  I  only  laughed.  Think  of  it.  I 
dreamed  that  I  had  ruined  and  killed  my  mother,  my  dear 
mother  who  loves  me  so.  Why  does  she  not  come  to  see  me 
now  I  am  ill  and  dying  ?  And  in  my  dream  I  saw  Lucy. 
She  was  grown  up,  and  she  said  to  me :  ‘I  have  loved  you 
always,  Arthur,  in  spite  of  your  wicked  selfishness,  and  your 
disgrace.  I  love  you  still.  Let  me,  now  that  you  have  no 
friends  left,  be  your  friend  still.  Let  me  be  your  wife, 
Arthur,  if  by  that  I  can  rescue  you  from  yourself.  Take  me, 
marry  me,  if  you  like,  if  only  that  can  help  to  save  you.’ 
Norah,  I  promised  her  that  I  would  marry  her;  and  I  only 
took  her  money  and  became  worse  than  ever.  It  is  all  a 
dreadful  dream.  I  try  to  forget  it,  but  I  cannot.  I  had 
letters  from  poor  Lucy,  such  kind  and  loving  letters,  so  full 
of  forgiveness,  and  I  used  them  all  to  get  more  money  out  of 
her.  Always  more  money ;  always  more  wickedness.  And 
one  day  another  letter  came.  It  told  me  that  Lucy  was  dead, 
with  a  prayer  for  me;  and  she  sent  me  a  last  message  that 
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she  would  give  me  more  money ;  but  I  had  taken  it  all,  taken 
it  all,  Norah.  Could  you  believe  it  ?  And  what  do  you  think 
I  did  ?  I  went  away  and  got  drunk.  Oh  !  what  a  dreadful 
dream.  Why  does  not  Lucy  come  to  me  ?  Oh,  bring  me 
Lucy,  Norah.” 

The  girl  soothed  him  as  much  as  she  could,  and  presently 
he  fell  into  a  restless  slumber.  Some  chord  of  his  memory 
had  been  touched,  and  the  spectres  of  the  past  were  risen  to 
torment  him  once  more. 

He  died  on  Christmas  Day — that  day  when  St.  Peter  leaves 
the  gates  open,  so  that  all  who  die  on  the  blessed  birthday 
may  enter  freely  at  the  golden  portals  of  heaven.  He  was 
very  weak  in  the  morning,  and  his  mind  wandered  strangely, 
but  always  within  the  narrow  limits  of  his  delusion.  He  was 
sailing  a  boat  on  the  river ;  he  was  fishing  with  cousin  Lucy ; 
he  was  running  races  round  the  garden  with  her ;  he  was 
flying  a  kite,  with  Lucy  to  help  tie  on  the  tail ;  he  was  telling 
her  stories  ;  he  was  singing  hymns  with  her.  It  was  pitiful 
to  hear  the  old  man’s  quavering  voice  singing  tremulously 
the  old  hymns  that  were  in  fashion  fifty  years  ago  and  more, 
hymns  of  sadness  and  despondency — chiefly  on  the  old 
Wesleyan  pattern — or,  at  best,  expressive  of  the  vanity  of 
this  world,  and  the  subdued  happiness  of  the  next — hymns 
with  none  of  the  unreal  rapture  which  marks  the  modern 
utterances.  Norah  watched  him  as  the  hours  of  morning 
passed  slowly  away.  There  came  a  change  about  noon,  a 
sudden  and  awful  change,  for,  as  if  with  a  single  stroke,  the 
old  man’s  face  was  transformed.  Yes,  he  was  no  longer  a 
boy ;  the  trustful  light  of  innocence  and  youth  faded  instan¬ 
taneously  from  his  eyes ;  the  sunshine  left  his  face ;  his  fore¬ 
head  clouded  over ;  his  cheeks  were  wreathed  with  a  thousand 
seams  and  wrinkles  ;  what  had  been  dimples  showed  like  deep 
pits  of  temptation ;  his  lips  seemed  to  swell  and  grow  purple  ; 
his  chin  drooped ;  his  nose  swelled  and  reddened.  Arthur 
Dimsdale  was  dead,  and  only  Cardiff  Jack  remained.  Norah, 
horror-struck,  rushed  to  the  bell.  The  man  awoke  and  sat 
up  in  bed.  As  Jack’s  footstep  was  heard  on  the  stairs  he 
broke  into  a  soliloquy  on  the  badness  of  the  times.  If  we 
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suppress  all  the  ejaculations  but  the  first,  it  is  in  deference 
to  popular  opinion,  and  in  violence  to  our  veneration  for 
truth,  because  the  speech  was  interlarded  with  oaths. 

“  Damn  you  and  smite  you  !  ”  he  began.  The  girl  shrank 
back  appalled.  “  Why  am  I  lying  here  like  a  useless  log 
when  there’s  work  to  be  done,  and  money  to  be  got  for 
the  asking — only  for  the  asking  ?  Ho  !  ho  !  Put  Cardiff 
Jack  on  the  right  scent,  and  trust  to  him  to  pull  you 
through.  Times  bad,  mate  ?  They  never  were  anything 
but  bad  to  a  poor  liver-coloured  pitiful  area  sneak  like  you, 
Times  never  are  bad  for  Cardiff  Jack.  When  he  isn’t  up  to 
one  dodge  he  is  up  to  another.  You  make  no  bleeding 
error.  Put  me  down  on  Newmarket  Heath  to-morrow,  and 
see  what  I’ll  bring  you  in  the  evening.  Ask  Poll.  Poll 
knows  what  I  did  at  Epsom  last  week.  General  Duckett 
was  there  with  six  of  his  best  boys  ;  Liverpool  Joe  was  there 
with  his  pardner ;  Plash  Charley  was  there  with  his  bank 
notes  fluttering  about  like  the  leaves  of  the  blessed  trees, 
and  Cardiff  Jack  was  there.  Ask  Poll  who  did  the  best. 
Liverpool  Joe’s  in  quod,  he  is,  and  his  pardner  too.  Bah ! — 
what’s  the  thimble-trick  ?  Hanky-panky’s  no  good ;  fortune¬ 
telling’s  no  good ;  as  for  nabbing  a  stray  wipe — that  was  all 
General  Duckett  done — and  one  of  his  boys  caught  in  the 
very  act,  with  the  wipe  in  his  hand  and  the  pocket-book  in 
his  blessed  little  pocket,  and  as  good  as  twenty  pounds  a 
year  lost  to  the  poor  old  General  for  ever,  because  the  young 
’un  ’ll  be  sent  to  a  Reformatory.  And  Plash  Charley  ducked 
for  a  welsher,  and  might  have  been  killed  only  that  the 
bobbies  interfered.  That’s  a  good  day’s  work  for  them  all, 
ain’t  it  ?  Ask  Poll  what  I  did.  Ask  her,  I  tell  you.  Lord  ! 
how  neat  and  quiet  I  turned  out,  and  how  the  bets  came  in 
— and  how  I  pocketed  the  swag  in  the  little  tent,  and  how 
we  bolted,  Poll  and  me,  and  changed  our  rig,  so  that  the 
devil  himself  wouldn’t  know  his  own  again.  Here’s  luck, 
boys  !  Drink  to  the  health  of  Cardiff  Jack.  Cardiff  Jack’s 
the  King.  He’s  the  Prince  of  begging-letter  writers.  He’s 
the  flash  boy  of  all  the  gentlemen  of  the  road.  If  you  want 
a  plant,  come  to  Cardiff  Jack,  and  pay  him,  and  he’ll  put  you 
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up  to  it.  Come  to  .  .  .  come  to  ”.  .  .  .  Here  lie  paused 
and  trembled  and  turned  white,  when  he  saw  Jack  come  into 
the  room. 

“  I  know  you,”  he  said.  “  Why  do  you  come  here  ?  Let 
me  go.  Let  me  get  up  and  go  away,  I  say.  Why  am  I  kept 
prisoner  .  .  .  prisoner  ?  What  am  I  a  prisoner  for  ?  No 
one  saw  me  do  it.  I  won’t  confess.  Stay,”  he  looked  round 
the  room  bewildered.  “  There’s  nobody  here  except  you, 
and  you’re  dead,  because  I  murdered  you  long  ago  when  you 
were  a  little  boy,  a  pretty  little  devil  of  a  little  boy ;  and 
this  girl  here,  she’s  nobody.  She’s  always  here,  I  think.  I 
will  confess  that  I  drowned  you — no  one  knows  anything. 
Go  tell  them  all  if  you  like.  There’s  no  proof.  Cardiff 
Jack’s  my  name,  tell  them.  Bring  the  bobbies — take  me  to 
the  Beak.  Prove  it — if  you  can.  Prove  it !  Prove  it ! 
Prove  it !  ”  His  voice  rose  to  a  shriek  as  he  fell  back 
exhausted. 

“  0  Jack  !  ”  murmured  Norah.  a  What  are  we  to  do  ?  ” 

“  Nothing.  Nothing  can  be  done.  The  end  is  very  near, 
Norah.” 

She  threw  herself  by  the  bedside,  and  prayed  aloud. 

“  Where  is  the  body  ?  Ho  !  ho  !  Down  at  the  bottom  of 
the  deep,  deep  sea.  Look  for  it  there.  Where  are  the  eyes 
who  saw  me  do  it  ?  Bring  them  here.” 

“  They  are  here,”  said  Jack,  bending  over  him.  “  They 
are  here.  Look  in  them.  Do  you  remember  the  eyes  that 
looked  in  yours  for  a  gleam  of  pity  and  found  none  ?  ” 

“  Ay  ...”  he  moaned.  “  They  are  the  eyes.  I  know 
them  ;  I  remember  them.” 

“  You  are  dying.  You  will  be  with  God  in  a  very  short 
time.  I  forgive  you  :  ask  God  to  forgive  you  too.” 

He  put  his  hands  out  before  him  in  a  wild  and  piteous 
way,  and  his  eyes  stared  vacantly  as  he  listened  to  the  words 
that  seemed  to  come  to  him  from  the  grave,  the  bound¬ 
less  grave  of  the  ocean  where  he  thought  the  murdered 
boy  was  lying.  “  What  am  I  to  do  ?  Where  am  I  to  go  ? 
They  are  all  before  me.  My  mother  is  here — and  Lucy — - 
Lucy.” 
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“  They  have  all  forgiven  you  .  .  .  indeed,  indeed,  they 
have,”  said  Norah.  “  Only  ask  God  to  forgive  you.” 

He  shook  his  head.  He  seemed  half  to  understand.  “  No 
use,”  he  said,  “no  use; — ah!”  and  fell  back  as  if  smitten 
with  some  sudden  blow. 

They  thought  he  was  dead.  But  it  was  not  so.  The 
pulse  beat  feebly,  and  the  breathing  came  slowly,  and  an 
hour  passed  by.  As  they  watched,  the  lines  faded  out  of  the 
face  again,  and  he  became,  save  for  the  closed  eyes,  a  boy 
once  more. 

“  It  is  always  so,”  said  Jack.  “  He  will  die  peacefully,  and 
you  will  see  him  again  with  his  childish  smile.” 

But  he  awoke  again.  And  Cardiff  Jack  was  gone  for  ever. 
“  Norah,”  Arthur  murmured,  “  I  am  dying.  Dear  Norah,  I 
have  been  a  terrible  trouble  to  you.  Jack,  we  shall  never 
sail  our  boat  together,  now.  I  thought  it  would  be  hard  to 
die  so  young.  But  it  isn’t,  Norah,  it  isn’t.  I  am  going  to 
God.  There  I  shall  find  my  cousin  Lucy.  You  told  me,  I 
remember,  that  I  should  meet  her  there.  Something  has 
gone  wrong  with  me,  and  I  do  not  recollect  when  she  died, 
or  how  I  came  here.  But  never  mind  that  now.  Norah 
.  .  .  will  it  hurt  to  die  ?  ” 

“  No,  dear  Arthur.  No.  Only  say  your  prayers  first. 
Say  what  I  told  you.” 

“  Yes,  Norah.  God,  forgive  me  all  the  sins  I  remember, 
and  all  the  sins  I  have  forgotten,  for  the  sake  of  Jesus.” 
Then  his  head  dropped  back.  “  Kiss  me,  Norah,”  he  said. 
“  I  don’t  know  how  you  came  to  me  ;  but  I  love  you  almost 
as  well  as  cousin  Lucy.  Kiss  me,  dear.  ...  It  isn’t  hard  to 
die  .  .  .  not  hard  at  all  .  .  .  and  .  .  .  and”  ...  he  lifted 
his  head  .  .  .  “  cousin  Lucy — dear  Lucy,  wait  one  moment 
and  I  will  go  with  you,  too,  to  play  in  the  garden.”  They 
were  the  last  words  of  Cardiff  Jack  ! 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

WHEN  Bastable  went  away,  Paul  Bayliss  took  to  kis  bed 
and  stayed  there.  The  tumult  of  his  mind  made 
his  limbs  weary  and  his  eyes  heavy.  He  dragged  himself 
to  his  bedroom,  laid  himself  with  a  sigh  on  the  bed,  and 
presently  fell  into  a  sleep  of  unconsciousness,  that  was  not 
sleep,  but  nervous  exhaustion.  When  he  awoke  it  was 
twelve  o’clock  and  his  head  was  on  fire.  He  moaned  in  his 
pain;  he  rolled  himself  from  side  to  side  in  an  agony  of 
expectation  that  was  worse  than  any  bodily  pain.  Twelve 
o’clock.  It  was  time  that  Armstrong  should  come.  Twelve 
o’clock  !  Why — even  now  they  might  be  coming  with  a 
warrant  to  arrest  him.  But  no.  Bastable  would  hold  his 
tongue  for  his  own  sake.  Even  now,  though,  without 
Bastable’s  evidence  they  might  on  suspicion  summon  him 
before  a  magistrate,  and  so  disgrace  him  for  ever.  It  was 
impossible  to  rest  still  with  such  a  thought.  He  threw  the 
covering  from  him,  and  sprang  upon  the  floor.  He  stood 
there ;  he  heard  voices  outside,  and  a  trampling  of  feet  in 
the  passage  below.  Could  it  be  the  constables  with  the 
warrant  ?  His  teeth  chattered,  his  helpless  hands  hung  at 
his  side,  his  forehead  was  wet  with  the  sweat  of  terror,  his 
pale  cheeks  grew  whiter  than  the  pallor  of  death,  and 
as  his  limbs  huddled  together  he  fell  senseless  upon  the 
floor. 

But  it  was  no  officer  with  a  warrant ;  it  was  only  Jack 
Armstrong  himself,  brought  to  the  rich  man’s  room  by  his 
footman.  The  man  knocked.  As  no  answer  came,  he 
knocked  again,  and  yet  a  third  time.  Then  he  opened  the 
door,  and  timidly  peeped  in.  His  master  lay  in  a  heap  by 
the  bedside,  and  from  his  forehead  was  oozing  the  thick  red 
blood.  The  servant  called  Armstrong,  and  without  a  word 
the  two  raised  the  heavy  man  from  the  floor  and  laid  him  on 
the  bed.  Jack  brought  water  and  washed  his  forehead. 

“He  has  had  a  fit,”  he  said.  “Don’t  make  a  fuss,  don’t 
tell  Miss  Ella.  See,  he  knocked  his  head  against  this  corner, 
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and  cut  himself.  But  that  is  nothing.  You  had  better  fetch 
a  doctor  quietly.” 

“  No,  no  doctor,”  murmured  Bayliss,  who  opened  his  eyes 
and  roused  himself  with  a  great  effort.  “No  doctor — not 
yet.  Is  that  you,  Armstrong?  Go  away,  James,  and  keep 
a  quiet  tongue.  Where  am  I  ?  Ah  !  I  remember.  Did  I 
fall  out  of  bed  ?  ” 

“  Don’t  talk,  Mr.  Bayliss,”  said  Jack.  “  You  have  had  a 
faintness.” 

“  Give  me  some  water.  So — I  am  better  already.  Lift 
my  head  higher — another  pillow.  That  is  right.  Now  I 
can  talk.  Sit  down,  Armstrong,  and  let  us  talk — let  us 
talk — not  talk  ? — why,  what  do  I  want  you  to  come  here 
for  ?  ”  He  spoke  hurriedly,  and  looked  about  the  room,  the 
ceiling,  everywhere,  except  in  Jack’s  face. 

The  servant  went  out  and  shut  the  door.  Then  Paul 
Bayliss  began  again — “  Jack,  do  you  know  what  day  this  is  ? 
It  is  the  day  before  Christmas.  No — I  am  not  wandering : 
my  mind  is  clear :  and  I’m  not  going  to  talk  a  lot  of  blessed 
rubbish  about  the  happy  Christmas  season,  because  that’s 
humbug.  It’s  a  time  when  the  hands  get  drunk,  that’s 
what  it  is,  and  a  beast  of  a  time,  too.  But — oh  !  Jack,  I  am 
very  ill — I  am  so  ill  that  I  cannot  be  worse.  I  am  dying, 
Jack,  I  am  dying.” 

“  Nonsense,  Mr.  Bayliss.  You  will  very  soon  get  over  this.” 

“  Never — never !  What  was  I  going  to  say  ?  ” 

“You  were  talking  about  Christmas,  Mr.  Bayliss.  Will 
you  have  a  little  more  water  ?  ” 

The  penitent  sinner  felt  his  brain  wandering  a  little,  but 
he  made  a  mighty  effort  and  recovered  himself.  “  It’s  the 
fit,  and— and — everything.  What  was  I  going  to  say  to 
you?  I  remember.  To-night  will  be  Christmas  Eve.  A 
week  after  this  night,  three  and  twenty  years  ago,  Jack 
Armstrong,  your  father  died.  He  was  drinking  with  me  in 
the  evening :  he  went  away  and  drank  more.  Then  .... 
you  know  the  rest.  I  am  not  guilty  of  his  death,  Jack.” 

“  He  left  a  single  field,  Mr.  Bayliss,  the  last  remnant  of 
the  Armstrong  estate.” 
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£t  Last  night.  Jack,  I  saw  him  again.  He  was  sitting 
where  you  are.  He  looked  the  same  as  he  did  in  life,  and 
he  reproached  me.  And  to-night  he  will  come  again.  I 
know  he  will  come  again  and  look  at  me  as  he  did  last  night. 
And  what  am  I  to  say  to  him  ?  ” 

“  If  I  thought  he  would  come,”  said  Jack  irreverently,  “  I 
would  sit  up  with  you,  in  order  to  ask  him  one  question. 
I  should  ask  him  how  you  got  the  title-deeds  of  his  estate.” 

This  was  hardly  the  way  to  meet  the  tragedy  of  the  situa¬ 
tion,  but  Jack  was  in  an  angry  mood.  He  was  certain  that 
Bayliss  had  forged  the  deed ;  and  he  knew  that  Bastable  had 
been  with  him ;  also,  it  was  against  the  lawyer’s  advice  that 
he  acceded  to  Paul’s  letter,  and  came  to  see  him  at  all.  But 
Bayliss  had  worked  himself  into  such  an  agony  of  terror, 
that  he  thought  nothing  of  Jack’s  tone,  and  went  on  with 
the  uneven  current  of  his  own  ideas. 

“  I  know  he  will  come  again  to-night.  And  he  was  right, 
Jack,  he  was  right.  I  feel  it  now — now  that  I  am  dying. 
He  was  quite  right.  The  son  of  my  old  partner,  the  man 
to  whom  I  owed  my  start  in  life,  made  with  borrowed  money. 
I  ought  to  have  offered  you  what  you  asked.  Yes,  Jack, 
now  that  I  am  ill — and  I  think  that  I  shall  never  get  better, 
I  have  sent  for  you  to  offer  you  a  partnership  in  the  great 
house  of  Bayliss,  ironmaster — not  Bayliss  and  Company. 
Plain  Paul  Bayliss.  For  your  sake,  my  boy,  we  will  make 
it  Bayliss  and  Armstrong.” 

“  Mr.  Bayliss,  I  want  my  own.” 

“  It  isn’t  a  mere  partnership  in  the  profits  of  your  own  dis¬ 
covery,  Jack,  son  of  my  oldest  and  best  friend,  that  I  offer. 
It  is  a  full  half  partnership  in  the  great  works  of  Bayliss, 
ironmaster.  That  is  due  to  you ;  I  don’t  grudge  anything, 
Jack,  to  the  son  of  my  old  partner.  Share  and  share  alike 
it  shall  be.  What  I  make,  you  shall  divide.” 

“  Mr.  Bayliss,  I  want  my  own.” 

“  When  you  came  to  me  with  that  Irish  fellow,  what  did 
I  do  ?  I  took  you  in  without  a  premium.  I  told  them  to 
teach  you  all  there  was  to  be  learned.  I  made  a  man  of 
you.  All  you  know  you  have  learned  from  me — all  you  ever 
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taught  yourself  was  in  my  works.  Confess,  Jack,  is  it 
not  so  ?  ” 

“  Mr.  Bayliss,  I  want  my  own.” 

“  It  will  be  something  to-night,  when  your  poor  dead 
father  comes  to  my  bedside,  to  say  to  him,  ‘  Johnny,  I  have 
done  what  I  could.  I  taught  your  boy  ;  I  gave  employment 
to  the  man  who  brought  him  up  :  and  now,  when  the  boy 
has  become  a  man,  and  has  learned  all  he  can  learn,  I  make 
him  my  partner — half  and  half — and  I  leave  him  to  manage 
the  business.’  That  will  be  something  to  say.  That  will 
lay  the  unquiet  spirit  of  Johnny  Armstrong.” 

Jack  Armstrong  was  startled.  W as  the  man  shamming  ?  It 
would  have  seemed  so,  but  for  the  frightful  change  that  twenty- 
four  hours  had  brought  about.  The  full  bright  eye  rolling 
about  in  wildness,  with  the  red  and  heavy  eyelids,  the  flabby 
cheeks,  the  fit  that  he  had  witnessed,  all  told  Jack  that  the 
man  was  not  shamming.  Anything  but  shamming ;  and  the 
young  man’s  heart  was  touched  at  the  sight  of  his  misery. 
“  You  forget,  Mr.  Bayliss,”  he  said,  with  the  confusion  that 
generally  seizes  virtue  when  her  enemy  meets  her  in  some 
unexpected  manner,  “you  forget  that  we  have  copied  your 
deeds  of  conveyance,  and  stopped  them  at  the  Bank.  The 
man  Bastable  has  returned.  You  have  seen  him.” 

“  Ay,  ay ;  all  that  is  nothing.  Bastable  be  damned  !  It 
depends  on  you,  Jack — on  you.  Take  my  offer — take  it.  If 
I  live  you  will  be  master,  if  I  die  you  will  not  repent  having 
smoothed  the  last  hours  of  a  dying  man — perhaps  a  sinful 
man.” 

The  young  man  was  silent.  What  could  he  say  ?  He 
came  there  full  of  the  most  uncompromising  resolutions. 
He  was  not  to  be  coaxed  or  wheedled  ;  he  was  not  to  sacrifice 
one  single  point  of  his  claims.  And  yet  here  was  the  man 
who  had  done  him  this  wrong,  the  man  whom  he  had  con¬ 
sidered  the  most  masterful  of  all  men,  lying  prostrate  and 
helpless  at  his  feet,  craving  as  a  boon  everything,  save  the 
exposure  and  disgrace  that  he  was  fearing. 

“Jack  Armstrong,”  continued  Bayliss,  “don’t  be  cruel 
and  vindictive.  As  for  your  father,  he  always  forgave  his 
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enemies.  If  you  kicked  him,  he  would  kick  you  back  and 
think  no  more  of  it.  If  I  refused  you  a  partnership,  you 
have  brought  me  to  the  brink  of  death,  and  ought  to  be 
satisfied.  Take  it  now,  and  let  us  be  friends.” 

“But  that  does  not  give  me  what  I  demand,”  said  Jack. 
“  I  want  my  estate.” 

“  Is  that  all  ?  Take  the  estate ;  take  every  rod  of  land 
in  my  possession  that  Johnny  Armstrong  once  owned.  It 
will  only  be  part  of  the  partnership.” 

Jack  began  to  waver.  Why  should  he  be  hard  upon  this 
poor  frightened  creature,  brought  to  bay  in  a  corner,  and 
anxious  only  to  make  terms  ?  “  Tell  me  about  that  convey¬ 

ance,”  he  said. 

“What  conveyance?  I  know  nothing  about  any  con¬ 
veyance.” 

“  Then  I  know  nothing  about  any  partnership.  Listen, 
Mr.  Bayliss.  I  came  here  resolved  to  fight  you,  whatever 
might  happen.  You  offer  terms.  But  that  will  not  do. 
Before  I  think  of  terms  I  must  know  the  truth.  Tell  me  all 
the  truth.” 

Paul  Bayliss  turned  his  face  from  him,  and  hid  it  with 
the  pillow.  “  The  truth — the  truth.  If  I  tell  you  the  truth. 
What  if  I  do  not  ?  ” 

“  Then  we  will  prove  it,  Mr.  Bayliss.  The  deed  on  which 
you  raised  the  money  is  a  forgery.  We  will  prove  it  with 
you,  not  in  the  witness-box,  but  in  the  dock.  King  of 
Esbrough  you  called  yourself  two  days  ago  ;  the  meanest 
creature  in  the  town  will  pity  you  when  we  have  concluded 
our  case.” 

“  I  can  die,”  he  moaned,  in  the  recesses  of  the  feathers. 
“  I  can  die.  It  is  easy  to  stop  it  all  with  a  pistol.” 

“  No ;  you  only  perpetuate  your  disgrace,  because  we 
proceed  all  the  same,  and  your  name  will  suffer  instead  of 
yourself.” 

“Jack  Armstrong,  you  are  young;  you  are  strong;  you 
are  clever ;  you  are  fortunate.”  He  sat  up  in  bed  now,  and 
clutched  the  other  by  the  wrist.  "You  think  that  nothing 
will  ever  make  you  commit  a  dishonourable  thing.  Wait,  lad, 
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wait.  When  you  have  been  toiling  for  twenty  years  in  vain  ; 
when  every  day  plunged  you  deeper  in  the  mire ;  and  when, 
after  all  your  troubles,  a  way  of  safety  shows,  with  wealth 
and  honour  beyond,  don’t  think  that  you,  more  than  other 
people,  will  avoid  the  temptation.  God !  how  poor  I  was. 
God  !  how  I  dreaded  to  go  home  when  my  wife  sat  waiting 
to  nag  and  gird  at  me,  and  my  sister  to  ask  me  what  I  had 
done  with  all  her  money — seven  hundred  pounds  it  was — 
and  no  one  to  welcome  me  except  my  little  girl,  my  dear 
little  Ella.  Did  I  stick  at  doing  what  I  did  ?  No,  Jack,  no ; 
and  if  it  were  to  be  done  again,  I  would  do  it  over  again. 
That  deed,  which  I  forged — yes,  forged ;  there’s  nobody  here 
to  take  the  words  down — forged,  Jack  Armstrong,  is  the 
word — that  deed — give  me  a  little  more  water.  My  head  is 
clear  again  after  the  fit,  and  I  know  what  I  am  saying.  That 
deed  started  the  great  Esbrough  works;  on  the  strength  of 
that  deed  I  took  the  Ravendal'e  mines ;  on  the  strength  of 
that  deed  I  made  Perrymont  wake  up  and  work  the  vein  on 
his  own  property ;  on  that  deed  rests  the  fortunes  of  all  this 
great  place.  Where  there  were  fields  then,  there  are  terraces 
and  villas ;  where  there  were  paupers,  are  wealthy  families. 
Where  there  was  misery,  is  comfort.  What  did  it  ?  That 
deed  did  it.  Who  forged  the  deed  ?  I,  Paul  Bayliss,  I  forged 
the  deed — with  this  right  hand.”  The  confession  seemed  to 
relieve  him,  and  his  voice  grew  firmer  and  steadier. 

“  But  that  deed  destroyed  my  fortune  while  it  made 
yours.” 

“  You  knew  nothing.  Now  I  offer  you  a  half  of  what  I 
am  making  out  of  that  desperate  venture.” 

“  Mr.  Bayliss,  you  ask  me  to  compound  a  felony.” 

“I  do  nothing  of  the  sort,”  replied  the  casuist  eagerly. 
“  All  I  say  is  this :  Bring  me  the  copy  you  have  made  of 
the  deed  ;  remove  the  prohibition  on  Stewart  at  the  Bank ; 
forget  all  I  have  said,  and  you  shall  not  only  be  partner, 
but  also  sole  manager  of  the  great  Esbrough  works.  I  will 
retire :  I  am  growing  old.  I  shall  leave  everything  to  you. 
Refuse,  and  you  can  go  your  own  way.  You  will  not  be  able 
to  prove  your  case  :  Bastable  and  I  can  square  it.  There  is 
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nobody  else  to  help  you ;  and  tbougli  you  bring  discomfort 
and  suspicion  upon  me,  and  create  a  scandal  that  will  cling 
for  the  rest  of  my  days,  you  will  be  left  alone  in  the  world.” 
All  this  seemed  very  true,  and  Jack  wavered.  “  I  have  told 
you  all,  Jack  Armstrong,  because  I  know  you  to  be  a  man  of 
honour.  You  will  not  go  away  to  Clifton  and  tell  him  what 
I  have  confessed  to  you.  You  will  not  act  upon  words, 
wrung  from  me  on  a  bed  of  sickness.  No  one  will  know,  no 
one  except  you  and  me.  And  as  for  Bastable,  if  he  dares  to 
speak,  I  will  bring  him  up  for  defamation,  by  Gad  !  for  I 
shall  destroy  the  infernal  deed  at  once.”  The  stunning  effect 
of  the  fit  was  gone  off  by  this  time,  and  the  man,  though 
weak  in  body,  was  clear  and  bright  in  mind.  “  They  all  know,’’ 
he  went  on,  “  how  fond  I  have  been  of  you.  There  was  that 
speech  I  made  the  hands  after  Norah  Cuolahan  saved  you 
from  them.  .  .  .  You  have  been  often  at  my  house.  ...  I 
am  a  friend  of  Mr.  Fortescue’s.  .  .  .  You  have  walked  about 
with  my  daughter.  .  .  .  No  one  can  say  but  what  I’ve  treated 
you  as  my  own  son.  There  will  be  nothing  strange.  Bayliss 
and  Armstrong ;  it  used  to  be  Armstrong  and  Bayliss,  in  the 
old  days.  .  .  .  We  will  even  make  it  Armstrong  and  Bayliss 
again.” 

“  No  .  .  .  no  ”  .  .  .  said  Jack,  touched  by  this  concession 
more  than  by  any  other. 

“  And  .  .  .  and  .  .  .  one  thing  more,  Jack.  I’ve  kept  it 
for  the  last,  my  boy.  I’ve  got  a  daughter.  What  you  do  to 
me,  you  do  to  her.  If  you  disgrace  me,  you  disgrace  her. 
Think  of  the  pleasant  evenings  you  have  spent,  Norah 
Cuolahan  and  you,  with  her,  made  pleasant  by  her.  She  has 
been  brought  up  in  innocence  of  all  this.” 

Then  there  was  silence.  At  last  Jack  spoke  again  :  “  I 
accept,  Mr.  Bayliss.  You  shall,  with  as  little  delay  as 
possible,  sign  a  deed  of  partnership.  I  will  take  all  the 
business  that  comes  from  the  Esbrough  estate — properly  my 
estate ;  you  shall  have  all  that  comes  from  the  Ravendale 
farmed  estates ;  and  I  shall  be  the  manager  of  all.  Do 
you  accept  ?  ” 

“  I  accept,  Jack  ;  I  accept.” 
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“  Do  not  think  that  I  want  to  press  you.  You  will  give 
me  the  benefit  of  your  experience  ;  you  will  gradually  come 
less  often  to  the  works.” 

“  What  security  can  I  give  you,  Jack,  that  I  will  keep  my 
promise  ?  ” 

“None,”  said  Armstrong  loftily.  “I  want  nothing  but 
your  word.” 

“  You  shall  have  it,”  returned  Bayliss.  “  If  you  will  give 
me,  first,  the  assurance  of  your  forgiveness.” 

Jack,  with  some  hesitation,  and  much  blushing,  gave  him 
his  hand.  It  was  a  strange  and  a  wonderful  thing,  after 
looking  on  this  man  for  so  long  as  a  Colossus  of  strength, 
to  find  that  he  was  after  all  only  an  idol  whose  feet  are 
of  clay. 

“  If  you  want  the  deeds,”  he  said  sheepishly,  “  I  will  bring 
them  to  you,  copy  and  original  as  well.  Write  me  a  note  for 
the  manager  of  the  Bank.  Clifton  will  get  the  prohibition 
removed  at  once.  It  is  now  half-past  twelve.  Try  and  sleep 
if  you  can.” 

“  Promise  me  again  that  not  a  word  of  this  shall  pass  your 
lips.  I  know  your  honour.  Mr.  Fortescue  has  told  me  that 
he  made  you,  above  all,  a  truthful  boy.  Promise  me.” 

“I  promise,  Mr.  Bayliss.  Not  one  word  shall  pass  my 
lips,  or  the  lips  of  Clifton.” 

He  left  him.  And  when  he  left  the  heart  of  the  man  was 
uplifted.  He  thought  nothing  of  the  shame  and  disgrace  of 
his  confession — that  was  like  a  bitter  pill  that  had  to  be 
swallowed  and  was  now  done — it  was  characteristic  of  him 
that  the  fact  of  other  men,  counting  Bastable,  knowing  that 
he  was  a  forger  and  a  common  cheat,  oppressed  him  with  no 
trouble  at  all.  Two  would  not  speak,  and  the  third  was 
powerless.  He  was  safe — that  was  all ;  for  twelve  long  years 
there  had  been  weighing  upon  him,  sometimes  with  a  might 
almost  too  heavy  to  bear,  the  danger  that  he  was  in.  It  was 
well  to  argue  as  he  did  that  there  was  no  danger.  He  knew 
there  was  peril  in  every  hour,  peril  at  every  turn  that  Arm¬ 
strong  might  take,  peril  from  every  man  who  had  known  his 
father.  And  yet,  though  he  had  long  intended  to  remove 
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the  deeds  from  the  custody  of  the  Bank,  deeds  as  damnatory 
should  they  be  discovered  as  any  clause  in  the  Creed  of  St. 
Athanasius,  he  had  never  done  so.  For  the  resolution  to  do 
so  had  been  generally  taken  in  the  dead  of  night,  when  the 
conscience  is  most  reproachful,  and  had  been  forgotten  in 
the  sunshine  of  the  day,  when  the  man  is  strongest  and  his 
nerves  the  least  shaky. 

Now  it  was  all  over.  There  would  be  no  more  trembling 
at  shadows ;  no  more  dread  of  an  awful  future ;  no  more 
horrible  anticipations  of  collapse  and  shameful  exposure ;  no 
more  dreams  of  ten  years  long,  to  be  spent  in  a  narrow  white¬ 
washed  cell.  He  thought  over  this  and  was  thankful.  His 
head  was  still  a  little  confused  with  his  fall,  and  with  the 
horror  of  the  night  he  had  passed ;  but  he  fell  back  on  the 
pillow  and  slept  the  sleep  of  the  righteous,  or  at  least  of  the 
forgiven.  Three  hours  later  Jack  returned,  bearing  with  him 
the  precious  documents.  Mr.  Bayliss  was  still  sleeping.  His 
face  had  not  upon  it  the  sweet  boyish  innocence  that  might 
be  boasted  by  poor  dying  Cardiff  Jack  ;  you  see  he  had  not 
gone  so  far  in  wickedness,  and,  therefore,  the  reaction  was 
not  so  strong ;  but  there  shone  from  his  countenance  a 
wonderful  serenity,  which  bespoke  the  peace  of  the  inner 
man.  Armstrong  laughed  to  himself  when  he  saw  it.  Then 
he  gently  roused  the  sleeper. 

“  I  have  brought  you  the  deeds,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 

He  awoke  in  a  moment  and  clutched  them  eagerly.  Yes, 
they  were  all  there,  and  among  them  the  .  .  .  the  fictitious 
deed,  written  in  his  own  handwriting,  attesting  signatures 
and  all,  and  the  copy  taken  by  Mr.  Clifton,  the  lawyer. 
These  two  he  selected  from  the  rest,  and,  sitting  up  in  bed, 
tore  into  the  smallest  shreds. 

“You  are  sure,  Jack,”  he  whispered,  “ you  are  sure  .  .  . 
you  swear  to  me  that  there  are  no  other  copies  ?  ” 

“  I  am  quite  sure  that  there  are  no  other  copies.” 

“  Put  them  all  into  the  fire  for  me — stay,  no,  I  will  burn 
them  myself.  .  .  .  Jack,  I  feel  better  already.  Tell  all  the 
world,  if  you  like,  that  we  are  partners  from  the  New  Year; 
you  the  working  partner,  I  the  sleeping.  You  shall  find  that 
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I  keep  my  word.  Some  men,  Jack  Armstrong,  might  round 
on  you,  and  now  that  all  proofs  are  destroyed  ” - 

“  All  proofs  are  not  destroyed.” 

“Eh?  eh?  How?” 

“  At  least,  we  could  get  the  affidavits  of  Stewart  the  Bank 
manager,  and  of  Clifton — and  myself — and  Bastable.  There, 
Mr.  Bayliss,  don’t  be  alarmed,  we  shall  have  no  need  of 
affidavits.” 

“  Not  the  least,  not  the  least,”  he  replied  briskly.  “  And 
now,  J ack,  hear  me  :  I  feel  better  already.  I  will  get  up  and 
eat  something.  My  dear  boy,  my  dear  boy,  I  am  happier  at 
this  moment  than  ever  I  have  been  before.  To  think  that 
this  heap  of  paper  before  me,  which  gave  me  such  a  devil 
of  a  bit  of  trouble,  was  the  real  means  of  working  your 
fortune  ” - ■ 

“  As  well  as  your  own,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 

“  As  well  as  my  own,”  he  rejoined  cheerfully.  “  Why, 
without  it,  where  should  we  have  been  ?  Where  would 
Esbrough  be,  now  ?  Where  would  you  be  ?  My  dear  Jack, 
son  of  my  best  friend,  poor  Johnny  Armstrong,  it  was  a 
Providential  act,  quite  Providential.  It  has  made  us  all 
rich.  Lord !  Lord !  as  the  poet  says,  this  deed  blessed  him 
that  borrowed,  as  well  as  the  other  man  who  lent.  And  yet, 
Jack,  the  world  would  find  fault  with  us.” 

“  With  you.” 

“  With  me.  So  be  it.  Between  ourselves,  Jack,  I  think 
that  the  world  would  call  it  ugly  names.  All  the  same,  if 
the  world  saw  its  way  to  making  a  fortune  by  imitating  a 
deed,  and  never  get  punished  for  it,  the  world  would  go  and 
do  it.  Never  doubt  that.”  He  was  a  little  light-headed, 
and  talked  fast. 

“I  do  not,  sir,”  said  Jack,  rather  sadly. 

“  To-morrow  is  Christmas  day.  Let  me  see  you  the  day 
after.  You  shall  send  Clifton  to  draw  our  deeds  of  partner¬ 
ship.  Now,  Jack,  one  stipulation,  if  I  may  make  it.  Your 
own  terms,  but  not  Clifton’s.  Good-bye,  my  dear,  dear  boy. 
I  feel  as  if  I  was  your  second  father.” 

Jack  left  him.  Immediately  he  was  gone  Paul  Bayliss  got 
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out  of  bed.  His  legs  were  still  shaky  after  bis  fall,  and  bis 
bead  queer,  but  it  was  with  something  like  youthful  vigour 
that  be  performed,  bumming  a  cheerful  air,  a  fandango  or  pas 
seul  before  bis  cbeval  glass.  A  long  night  shirt  reaching  to 
the  ankles,  and  somewhat  plentifully  besprinkled  with  blood 
about  the  shoulder ;  a  face  still  pale,  a  forehead  with  an  open 
wound  upon  it.  Knees  that  trembled  exceedingly,  and  fingers 
that  refused  to  crack  in  time  with  the  melody,  though  they 
went  through  the  motion  of  cracking — these  things  lent  to 
the  dance  a  grace  and  charm  quite  peculiar.  “  Paul,”  the 
dancer  exclaimed  in  a  rapture,  falling  back  exhausted  on  the 
bed,  “  you  are  a  free  man  at  last.  But  you’ve  had  a  narrow 
escape,  old  boy  ;  and  what  with  your  cursed  fit,  and  your 
almighty  funk,  it’s  just  as  well  you  had  a  boy  instead  of  a 
man  to  deal  with.  Why,  even  that  rascal  Bastable  would 
have  made  better  terms.  He  might  have  taken  all  the  past, 
and  he  has  taken  only  half  the  future.” 

It  so  happened  that  James  the  footman,  anxious  about  his 
master’s  welfare,  was  hovering  about  the  passage  outside  the 
bedroom  door.  Hearing  a  noise  within,  he  rapped.  Receiv¬ 
ing  no  answer,  he  opened  the  door  softly.  To  his  amazement, 
Mr.  Bayliss,  before  the  cheval  glass  and  in  his  night  shirt, 
was  dancing  an  elephantine  break-down.  James  closed  the 
door  noiselessly.  Then  he  crept  downstairs  to  the  kitchen 
with  awe-struck  countenance,  and  sank  breathless  into  a 
chair. 

“  Soosan,”  he  said,  “  a  glass  of  beer  if  you  can,  and  quick, 
I  feel  that  low.  I’ve  seen  a  dreadful  sight !  ”  They  brought 
him  the  consoler.  “  Master,”  he  said,  “  have  gone  off  his 
chump — that’s  all,”  he  added,  with  the  calmness  of  despair ; 
“  that’s  all  ; — off  his  chump.  Don’t  ask  me  more.  We 
shall  all  of  us  lose  our  situations.” 

In  the  midst  of  the  consternation  caused  by  this  announce¬ 
ment  the  master’s  bell  rang. 

“  No,”  said  James,  “  not  if  I  know  it — not  alone.” 

“Why,”  said  the  under-gardener,  a  youth  of  seventeen, 
but  of  robust  habit,  “  you  aren’t  afraid,  James,  sure  ?  ” 

“Not  alone,”  said  James. 
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“  Then  I’ll  go  with  you,”  said  the  boy,  arming  himself  with 
the  poker,  which  he  dropped  down  his  back,  in  readiness. 
Mr.  Bayliss  was  dressing,  and  whistling  at  the  same  time  in 
a  cheerful  manner. 

“  James,  .  .  .  yon  did  not  tell  Miss  Ella  about  my 
accident  ?  ” 

“No,  sir,”  said  James,  listening  for  the  following  steps  of 
the  assistant-gardener,  who  was  making  ready  with  the 
poker.  “  No,  sir.  Mr.  Armstrong  told  me  not,  sir.” 

“Mr.  Armstrong  was  quite  right.  Now,  ask  Miss  Ella  to 
give  me  an  early  dinner,  anything,  and  as  soon  as  the  cook 
can  send  it  up.  I  feel  better,  James,  but  I  haven’t  eaten 
anything  to-day,  and  I  am  hungry.  Tol  de  rol  lol.  And, 
James  .  .  .  James  ...  tol  de  rol  lol  .  .  .  tell  the  butler 
that  I  think  I  shall  be  better  without  port  to-day.  Let  him 
give  me  a  bottle  of  Piper.  Tres-sec,  James;  he  may  also 
send  up  a  pint  of  Roederer  for  Miss  Ella.  Tol  de  rol  lol.” 

At  dinner  he  was  full  of  talk — talked,  indeed,  too  fast — 
and  was  kind  and  affectionate  to  Ella.  After  dinner  came 
the  Christmas  waits.  He  listened  with  a  religious  rapture, 
which  his  daughter  had  never  before  noticed  in  him,  while  the 
boys  and  men  chanted  their  noels  and  their  hymns. 

“  A  season  of  loving-kindness,  Ella,”  he  said.  “ 1  God 
rest  you,  merry  gentlemen,  let  nothing  you  dismay,  .  .  . 
nothing  you  dismay.’  .  .  .  Good  tidings  indeed,  and  worthy 
of  Christmas  eve.  A  time  of  general  rejoicing.  I  wish  I 
felt  strong  enough  for  a  bottle  of  port.  Send  out  the  waits 
something  to  drink,  and  some  money,  my  dear.  1  God  rest 
you,  merry  gentlemen,  let  nothing  you  dismay.’  What  a 
beautiful  time  Christmas  is  !  I  feel,  Ella,  as  if  I  never  pro¬ 
perly  appreciated  Christmas  before.  A  time  of  great  thank¬ 
fulness.  I  shall  go  to  church  to-morrow,  my  dear,  and  I 
think  I  shall  stay  sacrament.  I  believe  they  have  it  on 
Christmas  day.  ‘  God  rest  you,  merry  gentlemen,  let  nothing 
you  dismay.’  ” 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

CHILDREN,”  said  Myles,  “  half  our  time  is  made  up  of 
forgivin’  little  wrongs.  Why  not  forgive  the  big  ones 
as  well  ?  I  knew  Paul  Bayliss  well  in  the  old  days — no  one 
better.  He  was  a  good-hearted  fellow,  and  just  because  he  was 
so  poor,  he  lost  his  courage.  There’s  nothing  tries  a  man  like 
misery,  except  riches.  Paul  Bayliss  has  had  both.  He  was 
first  poor  and  then  rich.  Let  Jack  take  his  own  again,  even 
if  it  is  not  in  the  way  that  he  would  best  like.  It  isn’t  like 
a  good  honest  fight  at  the  fair,  where  a  man  or  two  is  kilt 
and  it’s  all  over.  This  is  a  different  kind  of  fight,  and  I 
don’t  understand  it.  But  that’s  the  girl,  the  purty  creature, 
Norah  ;  you  couldn’t  turn  against  the  blue-eyed  beauty  that’s 
so  often  put  her  arms  round  your  neck  and  kissed  you  so 
beautiful.” 

“  No,  father,”  said  Norah,  “  I  forgot  Ella.  I  was  thinking 
only  about  Jack  and  what  he  should  do.  Only,  if  there  was 
no  Ella,  I  should  have  liked  Jack  to  step  into  his  own,  and 
for  all  the  world  to  know  that  he  was  come  to  his  own 
again.” 

“  Let  things  be  thus,”  said  Myles.  “  And  now,  children 
both,  we  must  forget  that  we  know  anything  against  Paul 
Bayliss  at  all,  at  all.  Whatever  he  says,  or  does,  Norah,  never 
let  him  know  that  Jack  has  told  us  a  single  word.  I’ve 
known  men  trade  in  a  secret.  I’ve  known  them  sell  their 
silence  a  hundred  times  over.  Our  Cardiff  Jack — poor  fellow ! 
— once  lived  a  couple  of  years  on  a  secret,  till  the  man  it 
belonged  to  could  bear  it  no  longer,  and  blew  out  his  own 
brains  to  get  quit.  Let  us  hold  our  tongues.  And  now, 
Norah,  alaunah,  sing  us  a  Christmas  hymn  before  we  have 
our  tea.” 

In  the  evening  Jack  went  to  see  Clifton,  while  Myles  sat 
reading  the  Bible.  This  evening  he  found  himself  among  the 
minor  prophets,  and  read  on,  chapter  after  chapter,  in  a  fine 
frame  of  religious  bewilderment.  “’Tis  a  blessed  thing, 
Norah,”  he  said,  looking  up,  “being  a  Prodesdan.  If  I’d 
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been  a  Catholic  I  should  never  have  opened  the  book  at  all; 
and  it’s  great  readin’,  if  you  only  knew  what  it  meant.” 

“  What  book  are  you  reading,  father  ?  ” 

“  Sure  it’s  the  Bible,  asthore.  Listen  now,  ‘  Woe  unto 
you,  Moab !  ’  Who  was  Moab,  I  wondher  ?  They  were  a 
terrible  pair,  Norah  darlin’,  they  two — Moab  and  Edom.” 

“  Let  me  find  you  a  place  you  will  like  better,  dear  father.” 

“No,  thank  you,  my  dear,”  he  returned.  “I  like  it  all 
alike ;  and  I  think  I’ve  read  enough  for  one  day.”  Here 
there  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  It  was  Keziah  Bastable, 
breathless  and  excited.  Norah  went  out  to  see  her. 

“  Miss  Norah,  let  me  speak  to  you  a  moment.  Come  here 
— to  the  door.  0  Miss  Norah !  ”  she  whispered,  “  Jenny’s 
going  on  like  a  mad  woman.  She’s  got  a  knife,  and  she 
swears  she  will  have  Jack  Armstrong’s  blood,  and  she’s  wait¬ 
ing  on  the  door-steps  for  him,  because  she  saw  him  go  out. 
What  shall  I  do,  Miss  Nor  all  ?  ”  Norah  hesitated.  “  She 
says  she’ll  kill  him,  and  I  can’t  keep  her  quiet.” 

“  I  will  go  over,”  said  Norah,  after  a  moment. 

“  You  can’t  go,  my  dear  young  lady.  When  Jenny’s  took 
too  much,  Jenny’s  more  rampagious  than  words  can  tell.  I 
can  manage  her  most  times,  but  I  can’t  manage  her  then. 
No  one  can.” 

“  I  am  not  afraid  of  her,”  said  Norah,  drawing  herself  up. 
“Do  you  think  she  will  kill  me?”  The  tall  young  Irish 
girl,  fearless,  and  as  strong  as  if  she  had  been  brought  up  in 
the  wilds  of  Connemara,  looked  down  in  the  face  of  her 
visitor  with  flashing  eyes. 

“  I  think  you  are  afraid  of  nothing,  Miss  Norah,”  said  Mrs. 
Bastable.  “  Stay,  there’s  one  thing— I’ve  told  you  most 
things,  but  I  haven’t  told  you  all.  If  the  worst  comes  to  the 
worst,  tell  her  that  ...”  here  she  dropped  her  voice  to  a 
whisper,  “  And  that  you  know  it.” 

Norah  heard  and  flushed ;  then  a  look  of  proud  contempt 
fell  upon  her  cheeks.  “  And  she  dared  .  .  .  she  dared  .  .  .” 

“Jack  didn’t  know,  my  dear.” 

Norah  crossed  the  road.  Mrs.  Bastable  went  to  find  Myles. 

“Come  out,  Mr.  Cuolahan,”  she  said.  “Come  out  and 
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watch,  or  there  may  be  mischief.  Your  daughter  s  gone  to 
see  Mrs.  Merrion.” 

“  Norah  gone  to  ...  ” 

“Yes,  and  you  must  come  too,  or  there  may  be  murder 
done.  Come  quietly.” 

The  front  door  at  Laburnum  Cottage  was  wide  open,  and 
they  stole  softly  together  up  the  steps,  and  stood  outside  the 
doors  of  Mrs.  Merrion’s  drawing-room,  where  they  heard  the 
voices  of  Norah  and  the  fair  chatelaine — the  one  firm,  clear, 
and  steady ;  the  other  rising  and  falling  like  the  unquiet 
breeze  of  a  wild  October  day.  Mrs.  Merrion  was  standing 
on  the  highest  door-step,  looking  down  the  road  for  the 
figure  of  the  man  she  proposed  to  kill.  The  winter  wind 
blew  her  long  yellow  tresses  from  her  head,  and  as  it  was 
impossible  in  the  moonlight  to  be  sure  that  they  were  dyed, 
they  streamed  behind  her  like  the  golden  locks  of  Yelleda. 
Her  attitude  of  eager  expectation,  resolute,  unstudied,  was 
that  of  a  cat  waiting  patiently  her  opportunity  to  spring ; 
her  right  hand  held  a  long  sharp  knife,  half  concealed  by  the 
folds  of  her  dress  :  her  arms  were  bare  :  she  wore  a  low  dress, 
showing  the  white  shoulders  of  which  she  was  so  proud. 
With  the  excitement  of  her  wrath  there  had  come  back  to 
her  something  of  the  brightness  of  her  youth,  and,  tigerish 
as  was  her  attitude,  no  one  in  Esbrough  had  ever  seen  her 
so  beautiful  as  in  this  hour  of  anticipated  revenge.  Even  in 
the  days  of  nursery-governesshood,  and  sweet  maidenly 
loveliness,  Jenny  was  not  so  graceful,  so  bright-eyed,  so 
lovely  as  on  this  Christmas  evening,  long  after  her  beauty 
had  been  worn  by  the  winters.  Suddenly  she  saw  standing 
before  her— Norah.  The  girl,  sensible  of  the  danger  she 
might  encounter  at  the  hands  of  a  woman  half  mad  with 
jealousy,  did  not  assume  the  attitude  dear  to  the  imagination 
of  strong-minded  ladies  who  make  speeches,  and,  impelled  by 
a  natural  admiration  of  qualities  not  possessed  by  themselves, 
love  to  picture  gentle  womanhood,  clothed  in  her  own  meek¬ 
ness  and  innocency.  Far  from  it.  Norah  was  quite  prepared, 
even  for  an  assault,  and  she  was  not  afraid  of  it.  As  she  stood 
before  the  yellow-haired  fury,  her  hands  were  free  for  action, 
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and  her  eyes  ready  to  catch  the  exigencies  of  the  situation. 
She  was,  to  begin  with,  in  case  the  fury  should  assail  her,  a 
good  head  taller  than  her  antagonist,  and  she  had  the 
strength  of  ten  Jennys, 

“  What  do  you,  want  here  ?  ”  cried  Mrs.  Merrion,  instinc¬ 
tively  hiding  the  knife.  “  Why  do  you  come  to  me  ?  Have 
you  not  done  mischief  enough  to  me  ?  I  hate  you.  I  hate 
you  for  your  pretended  goodness.  .  .  ,  I  hate  you  for  taking 
Jack  away  from  me.” 

“  It  is  cold  in  the  open  air,”  said  Norah  calmly  ;  ££  shall 
we  talk  inside  ?  ” 

She  passed  by  her,  regardless  of  her  hot  breath  and  flaming 
eyes.  Mrs.  Merrion  followed  her  without  a  word.  Keziah 
and  Myles  planted  themselves  outside  the  door  and  listened, 
waiting  for  any  sounds  of  violence.  But  there  were  none. 

“  You  want  to  say  something  about  Jack,”  Mrs.  Merrion 
began.  £<  Very  well,  say  it,  if  you  please,  and  go.”  She  threw 
herself  into  a  chair,  and  assumed  the  attitude  of  a  listener. 
She  was  ashamed  of  the  knife  in  her  hand,  too,  and  wanted 
to  hide  it.  “  Go  on,  Countess  of  Connaught,”  she  sneered. 
“  Countess  of  Connaught  ?  Kitchen-maid  of  Connaught.  If 
I’d  known  you  were  coming,  I’d  have  got  out  the  Irish 
whisky.  Take  a  chair,  if  you  like,  and  go  on.”  This  was 
very  fine,  but  it  had  the  disadvantage  of  being  vulgar,  and 
therefore  out  of  place.  The  best  things  are  sometimes  thrown 
away  by  this  kind  of  carelessness. 

“  I  am  going  on,  Mrs.  Merrion,”  Norah  replied,  ££  First, 
had  you  not  better  put  dowp  that  knife  ?  It  is  dangerous.” 

Oblivious  for  the  moment  that  it  was  a  knife  she  had  in 
her  hand,  Mrs.  Merrion  was  fanning  herself  with  the  edge. 
She  threw  it  on  the  floor  impatiently.  Norah  did  not  take 
a  chair.  She  stood.  This  gave  her  an  advantage  over  the 
enemy.  Her  face  was  calm  and  her  eyes  grave.  There 
was  a  look  of  resolution  in  them  which  daunted  Mrs. 
Merrion. 

“  I  am  come  to  finish  your  threats  against  Mr.  Armstrong. 
You  have  certain  letters  of  his.” 

££  Hundreds.” 
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“You  will  give  them  all  to  me,  at  once.” 

“Will  I?” 

“  And  you  will  leave  this  place  altogether,  in  two  days.” 

“  Shall  I  ?  ” 

“  I  am  come  here  on  purpose  to  tell  you  this.  I  should 
have  come  to-morrow,  but  I  heard  you  were  threatening  wild 
things,  so  I  came  to-night.” 

“  Jack  is  afraid  to  come,  actually  afraid  to  come,  and  so 
he  sends  his  last  new  sweetheart.” 

“Will  you  please  give  me  the  letters  ?  ” 

“  No,  I  will  not.”  Mrs.  Merrion  sprang  to  her  feet.  “  I 
will  not.  How  dare  you  ask  for  Jack’s  letters  ?  Give  you 
the  letters?  They  shall  be  read  in  open  court.  All  the 
world  shall  know  ” - 

“  Who  and  what  Mrs.  Merrion  is.” 

Adelaide,  or  Jenny,  turned  pale  for  a  moment. 

“  I  know  everything.” 

“  Leave  the  room !  ”  said  Mrs.  Merrion,  with  dignity ; 
“  leave  my  house !  ” 

“  Shall  I  show  you  that  I  know  what  and  who  you  are. 
Listen.  You  were  a  nursery-governess ;  by  name,  Susan 
Jane.  You  left  off  being  nursery-governess — but  I  will  not 
tell  you  why.  You  never  were  married  to  any  General 
Merrion  at  all ;  but  I  will  spare  myself  and  you  the  rest  of 
your  story,  unless  you  force  me.” 

“  I  will  not  give  up  Jack’s  letters.  I  will  die  first.” 

“  Then  to-morrow  all  the  town  will  know  your  history,  and 
if  you  bring  an  action  against  him,  you  shall  have  to  tell, 
yourself,  in  open  court,  what  that  history  is.  You  know 
best  how  you  will  stand  that  ordeal.  Give  me  the  letters 
and  leave  this  place.  Perhaps  in  the  next  town  you  go  to 
no  one  will  know  it.” 

Norak  stopped,  because  there  was  no  need  of  more.  It 
was  an  easy  victory.  Mrs.  Merrion  collapsed  suddenly. 
Then,  as  unable  to  control  her  tears  as  her  wrath,  answered 
with  a  passionate  fit  of  crying — “  Oh !  I  love  him,”  she 
lamented,  “I  love  him.  You  don’t  understand  how  I  love 
him.  Jack,  with  his  brown  hair,  and  his  bonny  eyes,  and 
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his  sweet  voice — oh!  Jack,  Jack,  I  wish  I  had  died  before  I 
met  you.  Why  was  I  born  ?  What  have  I  done  ?  I  was 
so  happy  before  you  came.” 

“Where  are  the  letters?”  Norah  asked  calmly,  with  no 
anger  or  irritation  in  her  voice,  but  only  that  cold  resolution 
which  subdued  her  rival. 

Jenny  pointed  to  the  davenport,  and  fell  in  a  heap  on 
the  floor,  weeping  and  sobbing.  Norah  opened  it.  There 
was  a  bundle  of  letters  so  thick  that  her  heart  sank  within 
her.  They  were  tied  up  and  superscribed,  “All  Jack’s 
letters.” 

“  Nor  ah,  leave  me  one,”  cried  the  woman.  But  Norah 
would  leave  none  at  all.  She  put  the  whole  bundle  together 
in  her  pocket. 

“  Come,  Mrs.  Merrion,”  she  said  kindly,  “  you  will  forget 
all  this  trouble,  and  you  could  never  have  married  him.” 

Mrs.  Merrion  rose  slowly.  She  wiped  her  eyes,  composed 
her  face,  and  closed  the  desk.  “  I  want  no  pity,”  she  said. 
“  You  have  forced  me  to  give  up  the  letters.  I  shall  leave 
this  miserable  town.  Tell  Jack  that  he  will  never  see  me 
again.  And  now  go.”  Norah  left.  Outside  the  door  she 
found  her  father  and  Keziah.  “  Come,  father,”  she  said, 
“  this  is  not  a  place  for  us  to  stay  in.” 

Keziah  shut  the  door  and  put  up  the  chain.  Then  she 
went  back  to  her  cousin  prepared  for  a  scene.  But  there 
was  no  scene.  Jenny  was  quite  calm  and  composed. 

“  Come  in,  Keziah,”  she  said  sweetly.  “  Don’t  be  terrified, 
my  dear.  Pick  up  that  knife  and  put  it  away.  I  suppose  I 
was  mad  after  dinner.  I  sometimes  am,  I  know,  and  then  I 
do  silly  things,  and  frighten  people.  That  was  why  you 
fetched  over  that  Norah  girl.” 

“  Yes,  Jenny,  that  was  the  reason.” 

“  Well,  never  mind.  I  don’t  know  what  made  me  such  a 
fool  about  that  boy  Jack  Armstrong.  He’s  a  handsome  lad  ; 
but  you  were  right,  cousin  :  he  is  too  young  for  me.  I’ve 
paid  him  out,  though,  because  I’ve  given  all  his  letters  to 
Norah.  Fancy  her  reading  them  all  through,  every  word. 
Won’t  she  let  him  have  it  in  the  morning?  And  when 
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they’re  married  and  things  go  wrong,  won’t  she  throw  them  in 
his  teeth  ?  I  rather  think,  Keziah,  his  dearest  Adelaide  will 
be  a  rod  in  pickle  for  Master  Jack  to  the  end  of  his  natural 
days.  She’ll  lay  it  on,  or  I’m  mistaken  in  her  character. 
And  as  for  him,  I’m  glad  of  it.  It  serves  him  right.” 

But  it  was  not  a  rod  in  pickle  at  all.  Jenny  thought  and 
spoke  after  the  manner  of  her  kind ;  ISTorah  acted  after  the 
manner  of  hers.  That  is,  she  gave  the  letters  to  Jack  with¬ 
out  looking  at  so  much  as  the  signature  to  a  single  one. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

“  AND  now,  Keziah,”  Mrs.  Merrion  said,  drawing  on  her 
Ijl  gloves,  “  I  am  going  to  do  a  great  stroke  of  work. 
You  will  get  in  all  the  bills  and  pay  them.  You  will  tell 
the  landlord  that  I  am  going  away  ;  you  may  arrange  to 
sell  all  the  heavy  furniture.  We  shall  flit,  cousin  Keziah  ; 
we  shall  go  back  to  London.  Ah  !  the  dear  old  place !  I 
shall  be  home  to  luncheon.  Kidney  sautes,  my  dear.” 

She  drove  straight  to  Mr.  Bayliss’s  works.  The  great  man 
was  not  there;  then  she  laughed,  and  drove  to  his  house. 
Paul  Bayliss  received  her  card  with  a  curious  expression. 
Ella  was  in  the  garden,  or  somewhere  out  of  the  way,  for 
which  he  felt  grateful,  and  he  ordered  the  lady  to  be  taken 
into  his  own  study.  He  found  her  dressed  as  Mrs.  Merrion 
knew  how  to  dress — her  sealskin  jacket  and  bright  ribbons 
showing  off  the  fulness  of  her  charms,  and  the  delicate 
colours  artistically  displayed  upon  her  fair  cheeks.  Her 
eyes,  touched  with  a  little  bismuth,  presented  the  appearance 
of  recent  tears.  This  was  a  very  effective  stroke. 

“  Adelaide  !  ”  said  the  great  man.  “  This  is  unusual. 
And  crying  !  What  has  happened  ?  ” 

“  You  do  not  want  me  in  your  house.  You  come  to  mine : 
you  can  come  to  the  poor  young  widow  and — and  steal  away 
her  heart.” 

“  Adelaide  !  Pray  explain  yourself.” 

“  My  late  husband’s  brother  has  written  to  me.  He  wants 
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me  to  go  out  to  Baltimore.  I  am  come  here  to  know  what  I 
am  to  say.” 

“  Say,  Adelaide  !  Why,  go  by  all  means.” 

“  And  will  you  come  after  me — all  that  way  ?  ” 

“  Why,  no.  I  hardly  think  ” - 

“  I  don’t  understand  you,  Mr.  Bayliss:  Do  you  mean  that 
you  have  meant  nothing  all  the  time  ?  ” 

“  Why  —  really  —  Adelaide  !  We  have  had  our  little 
dinners  and  our  pleasant  evenings ;  but  what  more  could  I 
mean  ?  You  could  not  imagine  that  I  was  going  to  propose 
marriage  ?  ” 

c:  Could  not  imagine,  sir ! — could  not  imagine !  ”  The  blue 
eyes  flashed  frenzy,  as  she  threw  back  the  veil  from  her  face, 
and  disclosed  the  golden  tresses  yet  humid  with  the  recent 
dye.  “  Could  not  imagine  !  Did  you  actually  dare  to  come 
week  after  week  to  my  house — the  home  of  the  widow  of  a 
Confederate  General  Officer,  and  dupe  me  with  promises  of 
undying  affection,  and  then  turn  round  upon  her  and  say  it 
was  all  pretence  !  Do  you  dare  to  say  you  meant  nothing 
that  day  when  I  let  you — I  blush  to  own  it — let  you  kiss 
my  cheek!  0  Hector  Washington  Merrionb — if  you  were 
alive  you  would  kill  this  man,  as  you  killed  the  Northerner 
Colonel  at  Baltimore,  because  he  dared  to  drink  my  health 
in  Bourbon  whisky  at  the  bar.”  She  sat  down,  and  putting 
her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  shed  copious  floods  of  tears,  or 
at  least  seemed  to  do  so  to  the  elderly  lover. 

“  My  dear  Ad— Adelaide.” 

“  0  Paul !  Paul !  how  many  more  women’s  hearts  are  you 
going  to  break  ?  ” 

He  smiled.  It  is  perhaps  not  unpleasant  at  fifty-five  to  be 
reminded  that  you  are  yet  able  to  break  many  women’s 
hearts. 

“  Adelaide,  if  I  had  known” - 

“  As  if  you  could  not  have  known.  As  if  you  could  have 
thought  that  I,  a  poor  weak,  innocent  creature,  trustful  to  a 
fault,  as  the  poor  dear  General  always  used  to  say,  could  be 
with  you,  and  hear  you,  and  even — even — 0  Paul !  ” — here 
she  hid  her  face — “  even  kiss  you,  without  thinking — without 
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feeling  sure — 0  Paul !  my  heart  will  break,  and  I  wish  I 
could  die.”  The  symptoms  became  alarming.  Paul  took 
her  hand. 

“  My  poor  Adelaide — my  dearest  Adelaide” - 

“  He  calls  me  dearest,”  she  murmured ;  “  and  yet  he  meaus 
nothing.” 

“If  I  could  calm  you — soothe  your  feelings,  my  poor 
sensitive  girl — soothe  yourself.” 

“  I  cannot — I  cannot.  It  is  too  cruel !  ” 

“  Let  us  talk  it  over,  Adelaide.  Be  reasonable,  my  dear. 
It  is  true  that  I — I  love  you,”  he  made  a  great  gulp.  “  But 
consider,  I  am  an  old  man.” 

“  No,  Paul,  no  ;  not  old.” 

“  And  you  are  a  young  woman — a  veiy  young  woman.” 

She  gave  a  little  murmur  of  acquiescence. 

“  I  am,  besides,  a  widower.  And  I  have  a  daughter. 
How,  Adelaide,  I  ask,  how  could  I  ask  that  daughter  to 
accept  a  second  mother,  not  much  older  than  herself?  ” 

“  You  should  have  thought  of  all  that  before,  Mr.  Bayliss.” 

“  True,  I  should ;  but,  Adelaide,  you  are  the  cause.  Look 
at  yourself  in  the  glass,  and  ask  yourself  why.” 

“  Paul  Bayliss,  this  is  folly.  Tell  me  in  plain  terms — will 
you  marry  me  ?  ” 

“No,  I  will  not,  Mrs.  Merrion.  That  is  in  plain  terms, 
is  it  not  ?  ” 

She  shook  him  off,  and  stood  up,  flinging  back  her  drapery 
with  a  gesture  that  meant  business.  “  Then,  Mr.  Bayliss, 
there  is  but  one  course  open  to  me.  My  London  lawyer  has 
been  with  me  to-day.”  This  was  a  fib,  but  Paul  Bayliss 
changed  colour.  “  He  has  read  your  letters.  He  advised 
me,  Paul  Bayliss,  to  bring  the  case  before  a  court  of  law ; — 
with  damages,  I  think  he  said.  What  does  that  mean  ?  ” 
she  added  innocently. 

“Well,  ma’am,  I  suppose  you  know,  in  spite  of  your  crafty 
looks,”  Bayliss  replied,  “  damages  mean  money.  You  want 
to  extort  money  from  me,  do  you  ?  Come,  how  much  ?  ” 

“My  lawyer,”  replied  the  lady,  looking  modestly  on  the 
ground,  “  said  that  you  were  a  very  rich  man,  and  must  pay 
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for  your  amusements.  Pretty  amusement,  to  break  a  woman’s 
heart.” 

“  We’ve  beard  that  before,  Mrs.  Merrion.  Let  us  stick  to 
business.  And  your  lawyer  thinks  that  with  damages  we 
might  heal  the  wound  ?  ” 

“You  are  cruelly  sarcastic,  Paul.  He  said  ten  thousand 
pounds.” 

“  Ten  thousand  devils  !  Do  you  imagine,  madam,  that  I 
am  going” - 

“  Or  else  we  would  go  into  court  with  all  our  letters,  and 
show  Mr.  Bayliss  in  his  true  colours — the  gay  Lothario !  0 

Paul !  it  will  be  a  di’eadful  thing  to  me,  but  a  far  more  dread¬ 
ful  thing  to  you.  Think  of  your  philanthropy,  my  poor  Paul, 
and  your  character  for  common  sense,  and  your  grand  posi¬ 
tion  in  the  town,  and  the  respect  in  which  all  men  hold  you  : 
think  of  that,  and  then  see  how  awful  it  will  be  to  stand  up 
and  hear  all  the  letters  read,  one  after  the  other.  0  Paul ! 
my  heart  bleeds  for  you.”  Paul  Bayliss  pronounced  a  great 
and  mighty  oath.  “  Don’t  swear,”  said  the  lady,  “  because 
you  are  a  churchwarden,  and  it’s  wrong.”  He  swore  again. 
“  Paul  Bayliss,  it  is  a  pity  we  should  quarrel.  Look  here, 
now  ;  I  would  willingly  spare  you  annoyance,  but  I  cannot 
possibly  overlook  your  conduct.  You  must  be  punished 
somehow,  Paul.  It  is  bad  for  me  to  lose  a  rich  husband, 
and  so  good  a  man  as  everybody  says  you  are — very  bad  ; 
but  it  is  worse  for  you  to  let  all  the  world  know  how  you 
have  treated  a  woman  who  trusted  you.  Shall  Keziah 
Bastable  go  into  the  witness-box  and  tell  of  the  little  dinners 
that  she  used  to  cook  for  you  every  week  ?  Keziah  does  not 
love  you,  my  poor  Paul.  She  remembers  you  when  you  were 
quite  a  poor  man.  She  has  often  amused  herself  by  telling 
me  how  you  used  to  borrow  Johnny  Armstrong’s  money  and 
wear  his  clothes,  and  how  you  had  to  make  your  wife  do  the 
housework  because  you  were  too  poor  to  keep  a  servant. 
She  told  me  once,  but  this  I  hardly  believe,  that  you  used  at 
one  time  to  take  copying-work  from  a  lawyer,  and  keep  the 
accounts  for  the  church,  where  her  father  was  sexton  and 
parish  clerk.  She  will  take  a  delight,  this  malicious  Keziah, 
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in  telling  all  the  world  these,  among  other  painful  things.  0 
Paul !  could  you  not  even  remember  the  prawn  curries  I  used 
to  give  you  with  the  Bombay  ducks,  and  the  pudding  you 
were  so  fond  of,  flavoured  with  vanille !  Have  you  forgotten 
my  clear  mulligatawny  ?  Did  you  ever  taste  red  mullet 
with  such  a  sauce  as  mine  ?  Where  will  you  get  the  bouil¬ 
labaisse  that  I  alone  know  how  to  make  ?  And  think  of  the 
mayonnaise.  Paul,  there  is  still  half-a-dozen  of  the  dry 
champagne  left,  and  four  bottles  of  the  Chateau  margaux 
besides  ;  and  at  least  two  dozen  of  the  Corton.  You  gave 
them  to  me.  You  would  like  to  send  for  them  back  again, 
perhaps  ?  The  CuraQoa  and  the  Chartreuse  are  nearly  all 
gone,  and  ” - 

“  Confound  the  CuraQoa !  ”  said  Paul. 

Mrs.  Merrion  sat  down,  and  began  to  cry  again. 

“  Stop  it,  Adelaide,”  said  Paul.  “  My  lawyer  shall  see 
you.  We  will  buy  you  off;  we  will  silence  you,  somehow.” 

“  I  am  going  to  London,  Mr.  Bayliss,”  said  Mrs.  Merrion. 
“  0  Paul !  what  dreams  of  happiness  have  been  shattered ! 
Go ;  make  love  to  some  more  fortunate  woman.  Let  her 
believe  you,  if  she  can.  Marry  whom  you  will,  and  when 
you  are  tired  of  her,  come  back  to  your  Adelaide,  and  you 
shall  find  the  same  mul — mul — mulligatawny,  clear,  and  the 
same  prawn  curry,  with  the  Bombay  ducks.” 

She  threw  herself  into  his  arms.  At  that  moment  the 
door  opened  and  Mr.  Clifton,  the  lawyer,  came  in.  It  was 
an  interesting  tableau.  Mr.  Bayliss,  with  a  very  red  face, 
was  trying  to  push  from  him  the  clinging  form  of  the  discon¬ 
solate  dame,  while  she,  one  hand  round  his  burly  neck,  was 
staunching  the  tears  that  seemed  to  flow  from  her  pearly  eyes 
with  her  pocket-handkerchief  in  the  other  hand. 

“  There — get  off — leave  me  alone.  Mr.  Clifton,  for  God’s 
sake,  shut  that  door.  If  Ella  were  to  see.  Go  away,  Ade¬ 
laide — I  mean  Mrs.  Merrion.  Take  her  away,  Mr.  Clifton — 
take  her  away  !  ” 

It  so  happened  that  Jack  had  only  that  morning  communi¬ 
cated  to  Clifton  the  true  history  of  his  own  imbroglio  with 
the  fair  widow,  so  that  the  bystander  looked  on  with  an 
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expression  of  the  keenest  enjoyment.  But  he  had  the  presence 
of  mind  to  interfere.  “  Pray,  Mrs.  Merrion,”  he  said. 

“  You  are  witness,  sir.  I  call  you  to  witness,”  the  lady 
cried,  with  an  astonishing  alacrity,  “  that  you  have  seen  Mr. 
Bayliss  embracing  me.” 

“  Pardon  me,  madam,”  he  replied ;  “  I  am  Mr.  Bayliss’s 
lawyer,  and  can  see  nothing.”  It  was  a  bold  stroke  on  the 
young  solicitor’s  part.  Bayliss  caught  at  the  expression. 

“  My  lawyer,  Mrs.  Merrion.  He  will  call  and  arrange  with 
you.  Take  her  away  ;  do  take  her  away.” 

Mr.  Clifton  led  the  weeping  lady  from  the  room,  and  Bay¬ 
liss  sunk  back  in  a  chair,  wiping  the  signs  of  emotion  from 
his  brow.  Mrs.  Merrion  left  her  conductor  at  the  door,  and 
refused  his  further  escort.  Outside  the  door  a  new  thought 
struck  her.  She  took  the  way  to  Captain  Perrymont’s.  The 
captain,  after  an  hour  or  two  at  the  laboratory,  was  preparing 
to  visit  his  works.  He  greeted  Mrs.  Merrion  with  a  cheery 
salute. 

•  “  Aha,  Mrs.  Merrion !  Come  to  see  an  old  sailor  ?  Shake 
hands,  shake  hands.” 

“  This  is  not  a  visit  of  ceremony,  Captain  Perrymont.” 

“  So  much  the  better,  so  much  the  better.  Glad  my  son 
is  not  at  home,  though.  Must  keep  the  young  fellow  out  of 
mischief,  you  know.  Might  fall  in  love  with  blue  eyes  and 
yellow  hair — eh  ?  Hot  a  usual  combination,  and,  conse¬ 
quently,  fetching.  Every  woman  ought  to  aim  like  you,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Merrion,  and  turn  art  to  the  improvement  of 
nature.” 

“  If  you  mean,  Captain  Perrymont,  that  I  dye  my 
hair  ” - 

“  My  dear  madam,  what  a  cruel  thing  to  say  !  Dye  your 
hair,  indeed.  ‘  The  yellow  hair  that  Julia  wears  is  hers,  and 
who  denied  it !  I  know  ’tis  hers,  and  this  I  know,  for  I 
learned  how  she  dyed  it.’  Martial,  ma’am— freely  imitated.” 

“  Captain  Perrymont,  you  are  a  wretch  !  ” 

“  They  used  to  tell  me  so  thirty  years  ago,  Mrs.  Merrion ; 
but  I  was  younger  then.  Now  I’m  getting  old,  and  I’m  a 
wretch  in  another  sense.” 
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“  You  came  and  stole  your  letters,  Captain  Perrymont — • 
the  letters  in  which  you  promised  to  marry  me  !  ” 

“  Ho  !  ho !  ho !  ”  said  the  captain,  laughing  till  his  lean 
body  shook  all  over.  “The  best  stroke  of  business  I  ever 
did.  I  burned  them,  every  one,  Adelaide.” 

“  You  villain  !  And  you  call  yourself  a  gentleman,  I  sup¬ 
pose  ?  ” 

“  I  do  indeed,  Mrs.  Merrion ;  and  an  old  fool  to  boot.” 

“  My  lawyer  has  been  with  me  this  morning,  Captain 
Perrymont.” 

“  I’m  devilish  sorry  for  you,  ma’am.  I  am,  indeed.  That’s 
two  guineas  at  least  gone,  and  nothing  to  show  for  it.” 

“  He  advises  me,  Captain  Perrymont,  to  bring  the  case 
before  a  court  of  law.” 

“Does  he,  indeed,  Mrs.  Merrion?” 

“  Will  you  keep  your  promise,  and  marry  me  ?  ” 

“  I  never  made  you  a  promise  to  marry  you,  and  I  will 
not  marry  you.” 

“  Then  I  will  bring  an  action.” 

“  Bring  a  dozen,  madam.” 

“  Unless  you  consent  to  a  compromise,  Captain  Perrymont. 
Dreadful  as  it  is  to  my  feelings,  I  am  sure  he  is  right,  and  I 
must  not — I  cannot — look  over  your  shameful  behaviour.” 

“  Don’t  look  it  over,  Mrs.  Merrion.  Look  under  it  or  any 
other  way.  And  now,  ma’am,  I’m  a  sailor,  and  yet  I  am  not 
quite  a  fool.  Do  you  think  that  at  my  time  of  life  I  am 
going  to  pay  black-mail  ?  ” 

“  Upon  my  word,  Captain  Perrymont,”  Jenny  replied, 
with  admiration,  “  I  believe  you  are  the  only  man  among 
them  all.” 

“  Don’t  know  what  you  mean,  Adelaide.” 

“  Let  us  have  peace.  Look  here,  my  old  salt,”  her  tone 
dropped  easily  into  the  colloquial  English  affected  by  ladies 
slightly  below  the  rank  of  life  into  which  generals  of  the 
army  usually  marry,  “  let  us  be  friends.  Now  I’m  going  to 
leave  this  stupid  old  place  and  go  back  to  London.  Why 
I  ever  came  here  I  do  not  know.  And  you  will  call  upon 
me,  will  you  ?  ” 
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“  Will  I,  Adelaide  ?  Of  course  I  will.  And  I’ll  come  up 
to  London  on  purpose.  Wliat  a  witch  it  is  !  I  say,  Adelaide,” 
here  he  dropped  his  voice  to  a  whisper,  “  I  suppose  it’s  all 
bunkum  about  the  Confederate  General,  isn’t  it  ?  ” 

“  Come  and  dine  with  me  in  London,”  she  returned, 
laughing,  and  showing  her  white  teeth.  “And,  Captain,” 
she  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm,  and  looked  up  in  his  face  with 
a  sentimental  sigh,  “  send  me  some  more  of  that  old  port, 
will  you  ?  It  is  little  indeed  that  I  am  able  to  take  myself, 
but  that  Keziali  has  drank  it  all  up.” 

Only  Clifton  and  Mr.  Bayliss  know  the  awful  sum  which 
the  latter  paid  to  keep  Mrs.  Merrion  quiet.  The  latter 
swears  still  whenever  he  thinks  of  it.  It  was  indeed  an 
excellent  morning’s  work,  and  Jenny  took  her  rognons  sauMs 
for  luncheon  with  unusual  relish  after  it. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

IN  the  good  old  days,  when  the  play  had  a  dozen  scenes 
instead  of  three,  as  at  present,  the  scene  before  the  last 
was  always  a  short  “  carpenter’s  scene.”  This  is  my  car¬ 
penter’s  scene. 

After  the  departure  of  Mrs.  Merrion,  Paul  Bayliss  had 
another  visitor.  He  walked  in  without  the  ceremony  of 
sending  in  a  card,  and  grasped  the  great  man’s  hand  with 
an  easy  familiarity,  which  would  have  made  the  footman’s 
calves  to  dissolve.  He  even  kept  the  hand  in  his  own  and 
pressed  it  with  the  fervour  of  old  friendship. 

“  What  cheer,  mate  ?  ”  he  asked.  “  Hearty  ?  That’s 
right !  Two  days  ago  you  were  all  in  the  doldrums,  glass 
down,  rainy  weather,  no  breeze  aft,  breakers  ahead — eh  ? 
That’s  what  they  say  abroad.  Lord !  I  learned  the  sailor’s 
talk  when  I  sailed  from  California  to  Honolulu ;  and  nothing 
done  when  I  got  there — waste  of  time,  governor,  like  every¬ 
thing  else.  But  there,  everything  works  round  for  the  best; 
and  now  you’ve  got  Doctor  Bastable,  old  Ben  Bastable,  who 
knows  all  the  secrets  of  Nature,  and  a  good  many  that  ain’t 
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quite  what  might  be  called  Nature — you’ll  be  all  right. 
Bless  you  !  I  practised  physic  out  in  the  west  for  a  year,  till 
the  editor  lost  his  two  children  and  his  wife  under  my  treat¬ 
ment,  he  said  ;  then  I  had  to  dig  out.  Now  let’s  go  into 
this  little  difficulty.” 

“  What  little  difficulty,  Mr.  Bastable  ?  ” 

Paul  Bayliss  was  a  very  big  man,  and,  standing  on  his 
hearthrug,  while  his  visitor  sat  on  a  low  chair  almost  at  his 
feet,  had  very  considerably  the  advantage. 

“  Difficulty  ?  Why,  man  alive,  what  should  I  mean  ?  ” 

“  Pray  explain  yourself,  Mr.  Bastable.” 

Benjamin  Bastable  began  to  perceive  that  there  was  some¬ 
thing  unexpected.  The  approach  of  misfortune  is  like  that 
of  rain,  heralded  always  by  a  cold  wind.  “  I  mean,”  he  said, 
dropping  his  voice  to  a  whisper,  “  I  mean,  the  deed.” 

“What  deed?” 

“  I  mean  the  forgery,  then,”  he  cried,  springing  to  his 
feet,  “  if  you  will  have  it.” 

Bayliss  met  it  with  a  front  of  brass.  “  Forgery ! — what 
forgery  ?  ” 

“  What  forgery  ?  Yours,  man.  Yours,  yours,  yours. 
Do  you  hear — your  forgery  of  my  name  !  ” 

“Bastable,  you  rave,  or  you  are  drunk.  Explain  yourself.” 

For  an  answer  Bastable  seized  his  hat  and  rushed  out  of 
the  house.  He  ran,  swearing  like  an  American  skipper,  to 
the  office  of  young  Clifton,  the  lawyer.  “  I’ve  seen  him,”  he 
said,  “  the  old  fox.  I’ve  seen  him,  and  he  tries  to  back  out. 
But  I  will  be  even  with  him.  Do  what  you  like,  sir.  Pro¬ 
claim  it  in  all  the  streets,  and  I  will  swear  to  it.  The  deed’s 
a  forgery.” 

“  What  deed,  Mr.  Bastable  ?  ” 

“  What  you  showed  me  ....  0  Lord  !  0  Lord  !  Here’s 
pretty  villainy.” 

“  I  showed  you  a  paper  with  some  writing.  I  asked  you 
if  a  certain  name  was  in  your  hand.” 

“  Did  man  ever  hear  the  like  ?  ”  cried  the  bewildered 
Benjamin.  Bit  by  bit  he  told  his  tale. 

Mr.  Clifton  was  young,  but  he  had  the  craft  and  subtlety 
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of  the  serpent,  therefore  lie  assumed  the  tone  of  virtue. 
“  So,  sir,  you  left  us  under  the  impression  that  you  had 
discovered  a  forgery,  out  of  which  you  could  make  capital, 
did  you  ?  You  went  to  Mr.  Bayliss,  hoping  to  buy  his 
silence,  and  you  find  you  cannot.  And  where  is  your 
forgery  ?  Upon  my  word,  sir,  you  are  likely  to  get  yourself 
in  a  very  pretty  scrape.” 

The  man  sat  on  a  chair,  and  dropping  his  hat  on  the 
floor,  looked  volumes — intricate  and  unintelligible  volumes ; 
treatises  of  metaphysics. 

“  What  will  you  do  now,  Mr.  Bastable  ?  ” 

“  I’ve  been  tricked.” 

“  On  the  contrary,  you  wanted  to  trick  others.  Now,  sir,” 
Clifton  shook  an  ominous  forefinger  in  his  face,  “  dare  to 
repeat  outside  what  you  have  said  here,  and  you  shall  have 
two  years  for  libel.” 

“  It’s  hard,”  said  Bastable.  “  I  made  his  fortune  ;  I  found 
the  iron  for  him.” 

“  And  now  you  accuse  him  of  a  crime.  Mr.  Bayliss  has  no 
further  cause,  at  any  rate,  for  gratitude.  Come,  Bastable,  I 
suppose  you  are  hard  up.  Suppose  I  advance  you  a  trifle  to 
go  away  with  ?  ” 

“  Aha  !  you  want  me  to  go.” 

“  Or  suppose  I  bring  you  up  for  deserting  your  wife,  eh  ? 
I  can  get  a  warrant  out  in  half  an  hour.” 

“  How  much  ?  ”  said  the  worthy  logician,  after  a  few 
moments  of  calm  argument  in  his  own  bosom.  “  It’s  a 
rummy  ramp — but  how  much  ?  ” 

♦  •••••• 

It  is  the  last  scene ;  the  scene  in  which  there  is  little  to 
say  but  plenty  to  look  at.  A  gigantic  banquet.  A  supper 
to  all  Mr.  Bayliss’s  workmen,  given  by  himself  on  New 
Year’s  Day.  He  takes  the  chair.  On  his  right  is  Jack 
Armstrong :  on  his  left  is  Mr.  Fortescue :  Captain  Perry- 
mont,  Frank  Perrymont,  and  the  notables  are  at  the  high 
table  :  below  sit  the  thousand  workmen.  They  drink  the 
health  of  the  master.  Presently  he  rises.  He  is  big  and 
burly  ;  he  looks  a  master  every  inch ;  he  is  loud-voiced, 
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jovial,  and  confident.  He  makes  the  best  speech  of  his  life  ; 
he  reminds  the  men  how  fifteen  years  back  Esbrough  had 
been  but  a  miserable  market-town ;  how  the  desolate  beach 
had  no  docks ;  how  the  streets  had  no  life,  and  in  a  sudden 
burst  of  eloquence  he  called  upon  them  to  look  at  the  town 
he  had  himself  erected.  He  took  all  the  credit  to  himself — 
every  bit.  He  was  the  father  of  the  town — the  founder  of 
the  modern  Chicago. 

“But,  my  friends,”  he  went  on,  “I  am  growing  old. 
Besides,  I  have  a  duty  to  fulfil.  Here  sits  one  ” — he  laid  his 
hand  on  Jack’s  shoulder — “  whom  you  all  know.  Whose 
son  is  he? — Johnny  Armstrong’s!  Who  were  the  Arm¬ 
strongs  ?  You  Esbrough  men  know  that  here  sits  the  last 
descendant  of  the  race.  It  is  right  that  in  the  risen  fortunes 
of  the  place  which  once  his  people  owned,  he  himself  should 
have  a  share.  And  what  share?  The  share  that  I,  his 
father’s  partner  in  less  prosperous  times,  can  give  him. 
Friends  all,  here  is  your  new  master.  Jack  Armstrong  is 
king  ;  I  resign.  Leave  me  the  evening  of  my  days  for  good 
works.  The  firm  will  be  as  of  old,  ‘  Armstrong,  Bayliss,  and 
Co.’  Henceforth  I  come  to  the  works  as  a  visitor  only.” 

There  was  dead  silence  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  a 
great  shout !  In  the  midst  of  it  rose  an  old  man,  Jack’s  first 
doctor,  and  held  up  his  hand.  “  Jack  Armstrong’s  health,” 
he  cried,  in  a  voice  that  did  credit  to  septuagenarian  lungs. 
“  Stop  one  moment.  I  propose  it  because  I  am  the  man  who 
saw  him  first.  In  the  factory  he  was  born,  with  the  flames  of 
the  furnace  for  the  first  light  that  he  saw ;  in  the  factory  he 
has  lived  ;  in  the  factory  he  shall  go  on  working.  He  is  our 
child — an  Esbrough  man ! — and  we  are  proud  of  him. 
Drink  all,  after  me — Health  and  happiness  and  prosperity 
to — this  Son  of  Vulcan.” 
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With  Harp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

My  Little  Girl. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

By  Celia’s  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years’  Tenant. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

Besant  (Walter),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8 vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men: 
An  Impossible  Story.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Captains’  Room,  &c.  With 
Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler, 

AM  in  a  Garden  Fair.  With  6  Illusts. 
By  H.  Furniss. 

Dorothy  Forster.  With  Frontispiece 
By  Charles  Green. 

Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stories. 

Children  of  Glbeon  :  A  Novel.  Three 
Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  [Preparing 
The  Art  of  Fiction.  Demy  8vo,  Is. 
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Betham-Edwards  (M.),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
each. ;  post  8vo,illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 


Bewick  (Thos.)  and  his  Pupils. 

By  Austin  Dobson.  With  95  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 


Birthday  Books: — 

The  Starry  Heavens:  A  Poetical 
Birthday  Book.  Square  8vo,  hand¬ 
somely  bound  in  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Birthday  Flowers:  Their  Language 
and  Legends.  By  W.  J.  Gordon. 
Beautifully  Illustrated  in  Colours  by 
Viola  Boughton.  In  illuminated 
cover,  crown  qto,  6s. 

The  Lowell  Birthday  Book.  With 
Illusts.  Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 


Blackburn’s  (Henry)  Art  Hand¬ 
books.  Demy  8vo,  Illustrated,  uni¬ 
form  in  size  for  binding. 

Academy  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1875  to  1 885,  each  Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1886.  With  nu¬ 
merous  Illustrations.  Is. 

Academy  Notes,  1875-79.  Complete 
in  One  Vol.,with  nearly  600  Illusts.  in 
Facsimile.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Academy  Notes,  1880-84.  Complete 
n  One  Volume,  with  about  700  Fac¬ 
simile  Illustrations.  Cloth  limp,  6s. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1877.  6d. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  separate  years,  from 
1878  to  1885,  each  Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1886.  With  nu¬ 
merous  Illustrations.  Is. 

Grosvenor  Notes,  1877-82.  With 
upwards  of  300  Illustrations.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  6s. 

Pictures  at  South  Kensington.  With 
70  Illusts.  Is.  \_Ncw  Edit,  preparing. 

The  English  Pictures  at  the  National 
Gallery.  114  Illustrations.  Is. 

The  Old  Masters  at  the  National 
Gallery.  128  Illustrations.  Is.  6d. 

A  Complete  Illustrated  Catalogue 
to  the  National  Gallery.  With 
Notes  by  H.  Blackburn,  and  242 
Illusts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 


Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the  Luxem¬ 
bourg  Gallery.  Containing  about 
250  Reproductions  after  the  Original 
Drawings  of  the  Artists.  Edited  by 
F.  G.  Dumas.  Demy  8vo,  3s  Gd. 

The  Paris  Salon,  1885.  With  about 
300  Facsimile  Sketches.  Edited  by 
F.  G.  Dumas.  Demy  8vo,  3s. 


Art  Handbooks,  continued — 

The  ParisSalon,  1886.  With  about  300 
Illusts.  Edited  by  F.  G.  Dumas. 
Demy  8vo,  3s. 

The  Art  Annual,  1883-4.  Edited  by 
F.  G.  Dumas.  With  300  full-page 
Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  5s. 

Blake  (William):  Etchings  from 
his  Works.  By  W.  B.  Scott.  With 
descriptive  Text.  Folio,  half-bound 
boards,  India  Proofs,  21s. 

Boccaccio's  Decameron  ;  or, 

Ten  Days’  Entertainment.  Translated 
into  English,  with  an  Introduction  by 
Thomas  Wright,  F.S.A.  With  Portrait 
and  Stothard’s  beautiful  Copper- 
plates.  Cr,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Bowers’(G.)  Hunting  Sketches: 

Oblong  4to,  half-bound  boards,  21s.  each. 
Canters  in  Crampshire. 

Leaves  from  a  Hunting  Journal. 

_ Coloured  in  facsimile  of  the  originals. 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  pos- 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America. 

Savage  Life:  Adventures  of  a  Globe 
Trotter. 

Chronicles  of  No-Man’s  Land 
Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Brand  s  Observations  on  Pop¬ 
ular  Antiquities,  chiefly  Illustrating 
the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs, 
Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With 
the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with 
numerous  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 


Bret  Harte,  Works  by  : 

Bret  Harte’s  Collected  Works.  Ar¬ 
ranged  and  Revised  by  the  Author. 
Complete  in  Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  Complete  Poetical  and 
Dramatic  Works.  With  Steel  Por¬ 
trait,  and  Introduction  by  Author. 
Vol.  II.  Earlier  Papers — Luck  of 
Roaring  Camp, and  other  Sketches 
— Bohemian  Papers  —  Spanish 
and  American  Legends. 

Vol.  III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts 
— Eastern  Sketches. 

Vol.  IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 

Vol.  V.  Stories  —  Condensed 
Novels,  &c. 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in 

Prose  and  Poetry.  With  Introduc¬ 
tory  Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrait 
of  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
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Bret  Harte,  continued — 

Bret  Harte’s  Complete  Poetical 
Works.  Author’s  Copyright  Edition. 
Beautifully  printed  on  hand-made 
paper  and  bound  in  buckram.  Cr. 
8 vo,  4s.  6d. 

Gabriel  Conroy:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog,  and  other 
Stories.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 
2s. 

The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Fcap. 
8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and  other 
Sketches.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Jeff  Briggs’s  Love  Story.  Fcap.  8vo, 
picture  cover,  Is. 

Flip.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Californian  Stories  (including  The 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain,  Jeff 
Briggs's  Love  Story,  &c.)  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Maruja:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s  fd. 

The  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.  Wi’h 
28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  Reproduced  in  Colours 
by  Edmund  Evans.  Small  4to, 
boards,  6s. 


Brewer  (Rev.  Dp.),  Works  by  : 

The  Reader’s  Handbookof  Allusions, 
References,  Plots,  and  Stories. 
Fifth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pp.,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
“The  Reader’s  Handbook,”  separ¬ 
ately  printed.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. ;  half-bound,  9s. 


Brewster(SirDavid),Works  by: 

More  Worlds  than  One:  The  Creed 
of  the  Philosopher  and  the  Hope  of 
the  Christian.  With  Plates.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  extra  4s.  6d. 

The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Lives  of 
Galileo,  Tycho  Brahe,  and  Kep¬ 
ler.  With  Portraits.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  4s.  Gd. 

Letters  on  Natural  Magic.  A  New 
Edition,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
and  Chapters  on  the  Being  and 
Faculties  of  Man,  and  Additional 
Phenomena  of  Natural  Magic,  by 
A.  Smith.  Post  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  4s.  6d. 

Briggs,  Memoir  of  Gen.  John. 

By  Major  Evans  Bell.  With  a  Por¬ 
trait.  Royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 


Brillat  Savarin.— Gastronomy 

as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat-Savarin. 

Translated  by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A, 

Post8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  _ 

Buchanan’s  (Robert)  Works: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

Ballads  of  Life,  Love,  and  Humour: 
Frontispiece  by  Arthur  Hughes. 

Undertones. 

London  Poems. 

The  Book  of  Orm. 

White  Rose  and  Red:  A  Love  Story. 

Idylls  and  Legends  of  Inverburn. 

Selected  Poems  of  Robert  Buchanan, 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 

The  Hebrid  Isles:  Wanderings  in  the 
Land  of  Lome  and  the  Outer  He¬ 
brides.  With  Frontispiece  by  Wil¬ 
liam  Small. 

A  Poet's  Sketch  Book:  Selections 
from  the  Prose  Writings  of  Robert 
Buchanan. 

The  Earthquake;  or,  Six  Days  and 
a  Sabbath.  Cr.  Hvo,  cloth  extra,  6s.. 

Robert  Buchanan’sComplete  Poeti¬ 
cal  Works.  With  Steel-plate  Por¬ 
trait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature.  With  a  Frontis¬ 
piece. 

God  and  the  Man.  With  Illustrations 
by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline.  With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  With  a  Ftontis- 
piece  by  P.  Macnab. 

Annan  Water. 

The  New  Abelard. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

Matt :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 

The  Master  of  the  Mire.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  W.  H.  Overend. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Bunyan’s  Pilgrim’s  Progress. 

Edited  by  Rev.  T.  Scott.  With  17 

Steel  Plates  by  Stothard  engraved 

by  Goodall,  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Burnett  (Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Surly  Tim.  and  other  Stories.  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each. 

Kathleen  Mavourneen. 

Lindsay’s  Luck. 

Pretty  Polly  Pemberton. 
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Qurton  (Captain),  Works  by: 

To  the  Gold  Coast  for  Gold  :  A  Per¬ 
sonal  Narrative.  By  Richard  F.  Bur¬ 
ton  and  Verney  Lovett  Cameron. 
With  Maps  and  Frontispiece.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

The  Book  of  the  Sword :  Being  a 
History  of  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in 
all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest 
Times.  By  Richard  F.  Burton. 
With  over  400  Illustrations.  Square 
8vo,  cloth  extra.  32s. 

Surton  (Robert):- 

The  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.  A 
New  Edition,  complete,  corrected 
and  enriched  by  Translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  Being  an 
Abridgrrvnt,  for  popular  use,  of  Bur¬ 
ton’s  Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. _ 

Qyron  (Lord) : 

Byron’s  Childe  Harold.  An  entirely 
New  Edition  of  this  famous  Poem, 
with  over  One  Hundred  new  Illusts. 
by  leading  Artists.  (Uniform  with 
the  Illustrated  Editions  of  “  The 
Lady  of  the  Lake  ”  and  “  Marmion.") 
Elegantly  and  appropriately  bound, 
small  4to,  16s. 

Byron’s  Letters  and  Journals.  With 
Notices  of  his  Life.  By  Thomas 
Moore.  A  Reprint  of  the  Original 
Edition,  newly  revised,  with  Twelve 
full-page  Plates.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Byron’s  Don  Juan.  Complete  in  One 
Vol.,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Caine  (T.  Hall),  Novels  by: 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.  Three  Vols.,  crown 

8vo.  _ _ _ 

Cameron  (Comdn.), Works  by: 

To  the  Gold  Coast  for  Gold :  A 

Personal  Narrative.  By  Richard 
F.  Burton  and  Verney  Lovett 
Cameron.  With  Frontispiece  and 
Maps.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  21s. 

The  Cruise  of  the  “Black  Prince” 
Privateer,  Commanded  by  Robert 
Hawkins,  Master  Mariner.  By 
Commander  V.  Lovett  Cameron, 
R.N.,  C.B.,  D.C.L.  With  Frontis¬ 
piece  and  Vignette  by  P.  Macnab. 

Crown  8 vo,  cl.  ex.,  5s. _ 

Cameron  (Mrs.  H.  Lovett), 

Novels  by:  , 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6a.  each 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Juliet’s  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Ever. 


Carlyle  (Thomas) : 

On  the  Choice  of  Books.  By  Thomas 
Carlyle.  With  a  Life  of  the  Author 
by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  New  and  Re¬ 
vised  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
Illustrated,  Is.  6d. 

The  Correspondence  of  Thomas 
Carlyleand  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson, 

1834  to  1872.  Edited  by  Charles 
Eliot  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two 
Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Chapmans  (George)  Works: 

Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II., 
the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger¬ 
non  Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III., 
the  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odys¬ 
sey.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  18s.  ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Chatto  &  Jackson. — A  Treatise 

on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi¬ 
tional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn  ; 
and  450  fine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition.  Large 
4to,  half-bound,  28s.  ■ _ 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 
Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu¬ 
merous  Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H.  R. 
Haweis.  Demy  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s  6d, 

Chronicle  (The)  of  the  Coach  : 

Charing  Cross  to  Ilfracombe.  By  J.  D. 
Champlin.  With  75  Illustrations  by 
Edward  L.  Chichester.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6(1. _ 

City  (The)  of  Dream  :  A  Poem. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [In  the  press. 

Clodd.  —  Myths  and  Dreams. 

By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Author 
of  “  The  Childhood  of  Religions,”  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Cobban. — The  Cure  of  Souls: 

A  Story.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. _ 

Coleman.— Curly :  An  Actor's 

Story.  By  John  Coleman.  Illustrated 
by  J.  C.  Dollman.  Crown  8vo,  Is. 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cd..  each  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.each. 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2a. 
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Collins  (Mortimer  &  Frances), 

Novels  by : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

The  Village  Comedy. 

You  Play  Me  False. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sweet  and  Twenty. 

Frances. 

Collins  (Wilkie),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated, 
3s. 6d.  each  ;  post8vo,illustrated  bds., 
2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Antonina.  Illust.  by  SirJOHNGiLBERT. 
Basil.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil¬ 
bert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Illustrated  by  Sir 

John  Gilbert. 

My  Miscellanies.  With  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  In  White.  With  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  Moonstone.  With  Illustrations 
by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
Man  and  Wife.  Illust.  by  W.  Small. 
Poor  Miss  Finch.  Illustrated  by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward 
Hughes. 

Mies  or  Mrs.  ?  With  Illustrations  by 
S.  L.  FiLDEsand  Henry  Woods. 
The  New  Magdalen.  Illustrated  by 
G.Du  Maurier  and  C.S. Reinhardt. 
The  Frozen  Deep.  Illustrated  by 
G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.  Illustrated 
by  S.  L.  Fildes  and  Sydney  Hall. 
The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel.  Illustrated  by 
Arthur  Hopkins. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Jezebel's  Daughter. 

The  Black  Robe. 

Heart  and  Science:  A  Story  of  the 

Present  Time. 

“I  Say  No.” _ 

The  Evil  Genius:  A  Novel.  Three 

Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


Collins  (C.  Allston). — The  Bar 

Sinister:  A  Story.  By  C.  Allston 
Collins.  PostSvo.  illustrated  bds., 2s. 

Colman’8  Humorous  Works- 

"  Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Nightgown  and 
Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col^ 
MA?-  Cife  by  G.  B.  Buckstone, 

and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth,  Crown 
ovo  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d 


Convalescent  Cookery:  A 

Family  Handbook,  By  Catherine 
Ryan.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  j 

Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works 

by: 

Demonology  and  Devil-Lore.  Two 
Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with  65  Illusts.,  28s. 
A  Necklace  of  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s,  each. 
Hours  with  the  Players.  With  3 
Steel  Plate  Frontispiece. 

Nights  at  the  Play  :  A  V  ew  of  the 

English  Stage. 


Leo:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

Paul  Foster’s  Daughter.  :rown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Copyright. —A  HandlioolTof 

English  and  Foreign  Copyright  In 
Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.  By 
Sidney  Jerrold,  of  th-i  Middle 
Temple,  Esq.,  Barristef-at-1  aw.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 

of  the  West  of  England;  or,  The 
rrtij/,^la^l,lonS|  and  Supeistitions 
ot  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and 
Two  Steel-plate  Illustrations  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Crown  8vo. 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Craddock.  —  The  Prophet  of 

the  Great  Smoky  Mountains  By 

Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post 
8vo,  Illust,  bds.,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Creasy— Memoirs  ofEmTnent 

Etonians  :  with  Notices  of  the  Early 
History  of  Eton  College.  By  Sir 
Edward  Creasy,  Author  of  “The 
Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World.” 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  13 
Portraits,  7s.  6d.  ’  d 


Cruikshank  (George): 

The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  :  The  First  from  183s 
to  1843;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best 
Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A’Beckett. 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  bv 
Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  two  very  thick 
volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 
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Cruikshank  (George),  continued. 

The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By 
Blanchard  Jekrold,  Author  ot 
"The  Life  of  Napoleon  III.,”  &c. 
With  84  Illustrations.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  enlarged,  with  Ad¬ 
ditional  Plates,  and  a  very  carefully 
compiled  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Robinson  Crusoe.  A  beautiful  re¬ 
production  of  Major’s  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates 
by  George  Cruikshank,  choicely 
printed.  Crown  8vo,  eloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. _ 

Cumming(C.  F.  Gordon), Works 

by: 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac¬ 
simile  and  numerous  full-page  Illus¬ 
trations. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains.  With  numerous  Illustra¬ 
tions.  — 

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cussans.  — Handbook  of  Her¬ 
aldry;  with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  See.  By  John  E.  Cussans. 
Entirely  New  and  Revised  Edition, 
illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts 
and  C  jloured  Plates.  Crown  8vo, 
-loth  extra,  7s.  6d, _ 

Cyples. — Hearts  of  Gold  :  A 

Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Daniel. —  Merrie  England  in 
the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruik¬ 
shank.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Daudet.— The  Evangelist;  or, 

Port  Salvation.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.  Translated  by  C.  Harry 
Meltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. _ 

Davenant.  — What  shall  my 

Son  be  ?  Hints  for  Parents  on  the 
Choice  of  a  Profession  or  Trade  for 
their  Sons.  By  Francis  Davenant, 
M.A.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. _ 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp, 

Is.  6d.  each. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxima. 
Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother’s  Guide. 
Aids  to  Long  Life.  Crown  8vo,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Davies’  (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I. 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un¬ 
published  MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  12s. 


De  Maistre. — A  Journey  Round 

My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre. 
Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


De  Mille. — A  Castle  in  Spain: 

A  Novel.  By  James  De  Mille.  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 


Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Sd.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears. 

Circe’s  Lovers. 


Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Nicholas Nickleby 
Pickwick  Papers.  I  Oliver  Twist. 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens 

1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep¬ 
herd.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s  — 
Also  a  Smaller  Edition,  in  the 
Mayfair  Library.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

About  England  with  Dickens.  By 

Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  10s.  6d. 


Dictionaries : 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. ;  hf.-bound ,  9s. 

The  Reader’s  Handbook  of  Allu¬ 
sions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  Fifth  Edition,  revised 
throughout,  with  a  New  Appendix, 
containing  a  Complete  English  Bib¬ 
liography.  Crown  8vo,  1,400  pages, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  tne 
Dates.  Being  the  Appendices  to 
“  The  Reader’s  Handbook,”  sepa¬ 
rately  printed.  By  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Brewer.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp  2a. 
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Dictionaries,  continued — 

Familial’  Allusions:  A  Handbook 

of  Miscellaneous  Information;  in¬ 
cluding  the  Names  ot  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships, 
Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities, 
and  the  like.  By  Wm.  A;  Wheeler 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.  With 
Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes. 
By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  M.A.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights, Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America, 
from  the  Earliest  to  the  Present 
Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams. 
A  thick  volume,  crown  8vo,  half¬ 
bound,  12s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  axtra,  6s.  6d. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biographical 
Dictionary.  By  Frances  Hays.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dic¬ 
tionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  Cheaper  Issue. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d.  ;  hf.-bd.,  9s. 


Diderot. — The  Paradox  of  Act¬ 
ing.  Translated,  with  Annotations, 
from  Diderot’s  “  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Comedien,”  by  Walter  Herries 
Poi. lock.  With  a  Preface  by  Henry 
Irving.  Cr.  8vo,  in  parchment,  4s.  6d. 


Dobson  (W.  T.),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentri¬ 
cities. 


Doran. —  Memories  of  our 

Great  Towns;  with  Anecdotic  Glean¬ 
ings  concerning  their  Worthies  and 
their  Oddities.  By  Dr.  John  Doran, 
F.S  A.  With  38  Illustrations.  New 
and  Cheaper  Ed.,  cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d, 


Drama,  A  Dictionary  of  the. 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Play¬ 
houses  of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
Ameri'-a.  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pre¬ 
sent  Times.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer's 
“Reader's  Handbook.”)  Crown  Bvo, 
halt  boimd,  12s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 


Dramatists,  The  Old.  Cr.  8vo, 

cl.  ex.,  Vignette  Portraits,  6s.  perVol. 

Ben  Jonson’8  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio¬ 
graphical  Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.  3  Vols. 

Chapman’s  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtful 
ones;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations.withlntroductoryEssay 
by A.C. Swinburne;  Vol. III. .Trans¬ 
lations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

Marlowe’s  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning¬ 
ham.  One  Vol. 

Massinger’s  Plays.  From  the  Text  of 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.  One  Vol. 


Dyer.  —  The  Folk-Lore  of 

Plants.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiseltou 
Dyer,  M.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 


Early  English  Poets.  Edited, 

with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
Bvo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher’s  (Giles,  8.D.J  Complete 
Foems.  One  Vol. 

Davies’  (Sir  John!  Complete 
Poetical  Works.  Two  Vols. 
Herrick’s  (Robert)  Complete  Col¬ 
lected  Poems.  Three  Vols. 
Sidney’s  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.  Three  Vols. 

Herbert  (Lord)  of  Cherbury’s  Poems. 

Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  J. 
Churton  Collins.  Crown  Svo, 
parchment,  8s. 

Edwardes(Mrs.  A.),  Novels  by: 

A  Point  of  Honour.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Archie  Lovell.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Eggleston.— Roxy:  A  Novel.  By 

Edward  Eggleston.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

Emanuel. — On  Diamonds  and 

Precious  Stones:  their  History, Value, 
and  Propeities  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
8  /o,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 

English  Merchants:  Memoirs 

in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British 
Commerce.  By  H.  R.  Fox  Bourne. 
With  Illusts.  New  and  Cheaper  Edit, 
revised.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s  6d. 
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Ewald  (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 

Works  by : 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre¬ 
tender.  From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Stories  from  the  State  Papers. 

With  an  Autotype  Facsimile.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6S. 

Studies  Re-studied:  Historical 

Sketches  from  Original  Sources. 
Demy  8vo  cloth  extra,  12s. 


Eyes,  Our:  How  to  Preserve 

Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.,  &c.  Fifth 
Edition.  With  55  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  Is. 

Fairholt. — Tobacco:  Its  His- 

tory  and  Associations ;  with  an  Ac¬ 
count  of  the  Plant  and  its  Manu¬ 
facture,  and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all 
Ages  and  Countries.  By  F.  W.  Fair- 
holt,  F.S.A.  With  upwards  of  100 
Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Familiar  Allusions:  A  Hand- 

book  of  Miscellaneous  Information; 
including  the  Names  of  Celebrated 
Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country 
Seats,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships,  Streets, 
Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities,  and  the 
like.  By  William  A.  Wheeler, 
Author  of  “  Noted  Names  of  Fiction  ; i} 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 
The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle  : 
Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 

On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 
and  their  Relations  to  each  other  : 
Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 


Farrer.  —  Military  Manners 

and  Customs  By  J.  A.  Farrer, 
Author  of  “Primitive  Manners  and 
Customs,”  &c.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Fin-Bee.  —  The  Cupboard 

Papers  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fi.n-Bec.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s  6d. 


Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by  : 
The  Recreations  of  a  Literary  Man; 
or,  Does  Writing  Pay?  With  Re. 
collections  of  some  Literary  Men, 
and  a  View  of  a  Literary  Man's 
Working  Life.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
The  World  Behind  the  Scenes. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fatal  Zero:  A  Homburg  Diary.  Cr. 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  |  Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Polly. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Lady  of  Brantome. 


Fletchers  (Giles,  B.D.)  Com- 
plate  Poems :  Christ’s  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ’s  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ’s  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro¬ 
duction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy  Lucre  :  A 

Novel.  By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

One  by  One.  I  A  Real  Queen. 
Queen  Cophetua.  | 

Olympia.  Post  8vo,  illust.  hoards,  2s. 
Esther’s  Glove.  Fcap.  8vo,  Is. 

French  Literature,  History  of. 

By  Henry  Van  Laun.  Complete  in 
3  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Frere. — Pandurang  Hari  ;  or, 
Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  H.  Bartle  Frere,  G.C.S.I.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Friswell.— Oneof  Two:  ANovel. 
By  Hain  Friswell.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by  : 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.  _ 

Fry  s  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide 
to  the  London  Charities,  1886-7. 
Showing  their  Name,  Date  of  Founda¬ 
tion,  Objects, Income, Officials, &c.  Pub¬ 
lished  Annually.  Cr.  8vo,  cWh,  Is.  6d. 
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Gardening  Books: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

A  Year’s  Work  in  Garden  and  Green¬ 
house :  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of 
the  Flower, Fruit,  and  F rame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden  :  The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Jane 
Jerrold.  Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 
there.  ByF.G.  Heath.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  gilt  edges,  6s. 


Garrett. — The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Cr.  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6(1. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Gentleman’s  Magazine  (The) 
for  1887.  One  Shilling  Monthly.  In 
addition  to  the  Articles  upon  subjects 
in  Literature,  Science,  and  Art,  for 
which  this  Magazine  has  so  high  a 
reputation,  “  Science  Notes,”  by  W. 
Mattieu  Williams,  F.R.A.S.,  and 
“Table  Talk,”  by  Sylvanus  Urban, 
appear  monthly. 

***  Now  ready,  the  Volume  for  July  to 
December,  1886,  cloth  extra,  price  8s.  6d.; 
Cases  for  binding,  2s.  each. 


German  Popular  Stories.  Col¬ 
lected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  ei*ra,  6s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 


Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the 
World  Say? 

In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the 
Meadow. 


Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Flowerof  the 
Forest.  [lem. 
A  Heart’s  Prob- 
The  GoldenShaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
For  the  King.  |  In PasturesGreen. 
In  Love  and  War. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

Heart’s  Delight.  [ Preparing . 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Loving  a  Dream.  |  A  Hard  Knot. 


Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dr.  Austin’s  Guests. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke,  Costermonger. 


Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays 

by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  —  The 
Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Ga¬ 
latea —  Charity  —  The  Princess  —  The 
Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  contains — Bro¬ 
ken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan’l  Druce — Tom  Cobb — 
H.M.S.  Pinafore — The  Sorcerer — The 
Pirates  of  Penzance. 


Eight  Original  Comic  Operas.  Writ¬ 
ten  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing  r 
The  Sorcerer— H.M.S.  “Pinafore’ 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance — Iolanthe 
—  Patience  —  Princess  Ida  —  The 
Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Glenny. — A  Year’s  Work  in 
Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny.  Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 


Godwin. — Lives  of  the  Necro¬ 
mancers.  By  William  Godwin. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Golden  Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  volume. 

Bayard  Taylor’s  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett’s  (Dr.  W.  C.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett’s  (Dr.)  Songs  for  Sailors. 

Byron's  Don  Juan. 

Godwin’s  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes’s  Autocrat  of  the  Break¬ 
fast  Table.  Introduction  by  Sala. 

Holmes’s  Professor  at  the  Break¬ 
fast  Table. 

Hood’s  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com¬ 
plete.  All  the  original  Illustrations. 

Irving’s  (Washington)  Tales  of  a 
T  ravel  ler. 

Jesse’s  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc¬ 
cupations  of  a  Country  Life. 

Lamb’s  Essays  of  Elia.  Both  Series 
Complete  in  OneVol. 

Leigh  Hunt’s  Essays:  A  Tale  for  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier, 
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Golden  Library,  continued. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d’Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  Mont¬ 
gomerie  Ranking. 

Pascal’s  Provincial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro¬ 
duction  and  Notes, byT.M’CRiE,D.D, 

Pope’s  Poetical  Works.  Complete. 

Rochefoucauld’s  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In¬ 
troductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve. 

St.  Pierre’s  Paul  and  Virginia,  and 
The  Indian  Cottage.  Edited, with 
Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 

Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 

Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease, 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
Pincus.  Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon), 

Poems  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

New  Symbols. 

Legends  of  the  Morrow. 

The  Serpent  Play. 

Malden  Ecstasy.  Small  4to,  cloth 
extra,  8s. 

Hall. — Sketches  of  Irish  Cha¬ 
racter.  By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and 
Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The :  An  Encyclopedia  of  Quota¬ 
tions  from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt  and  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Halliday. — Every-day  Papers. 

By  Andrew  Halliday.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Graham.  —  The  Professor’s 

Wife  :  A  Story.  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy 

of.  With  over  100  Facsimiles  and  Ex- 
planatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de 
Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the,  Described  from  Antique  Monu¬ 
ments.  By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Koner.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 

F.  Hueffer.  545  Illusts.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edit.,  demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

Greenaway  (Kate)  and  Bret 
Harte. — The  Queen  of  the  Pirate 
Isle.  By  Bret  Harte.  With  25 
original  Drawings  by  Kate  Green¬ 
away,  Reproduced  in  Colours  by  E, 
Evans.  Sm.  4to,  bds.,  5s. 

Greenwood  (James), Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Wilds  of  London. 

Low-Life  Deeps:  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 

Hanky-Panky:  A  Collection  of 
Very  EasyTricks,Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 4s.  6d. 

Hardy  (Lady  Duffus). —  Paul 
Wynter’s  Sacrifice:  A  Story.  By 
Lady  Duffus  Hardy.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s. 

Hardy  (Thomas). —  Under  the 
Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  “Far  from  the  Madding 
Crowd.”  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Harwood. — The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Dick  Temple:  A  Novel.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Guyot. — The  Earth  and  Man; 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  relation 
to  the  History  of  Mankind.  By 
Arnold  Guyot.  With  Additions  by 
Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce,  and  Gray; 

12  Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steel, 
some  Coloured,  and  copious  Index. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  4s.  6d. 

Habberton— Brueton's  Bayou. 

By  John  Habberton,  Author  of 
“  Helen’s  Babies.”  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  28. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Works  by  : 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  illustrated 
cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra. 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Illusts. 6s. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  Square  8vo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely 
Illustrated,  10s.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts.  New 
Edition,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  S  o, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
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Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.). — American 
Humorists.  Including  Washington 
Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus 
Ward, Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte. 
By  the  Re\.  H.  R.  Haweis,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hawthorne(Julian),  Novels  by. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Garth.  I  Sebastian  Strome, 

Ellice  Quentin.  |  Dust. 

Frince  Saroni’s  Wife. 

Fortune’s  Fool.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1.  each. 
Miss  Cadogna. 

Love — or  a  Name. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough’s  Diamonds. 
Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover.  Is. 

Hays.— Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Heath  (F.  G.).  —  My  Garden 
Wild,  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
“  The  Fern  World,”  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. ;  cl.  gilt,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Animals  and  their  Masters. 

Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Biron:  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Heptalogia  (The);  or,  The 

Seven  against  Sense.  A  Cap  with 
Seven  Bells.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Herrick’s  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col¬ 
lected  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro¬ 
duction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grcsart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
of  I  irst  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  18s. 

Hesse- Wartegg  (Chevalier 

Ernst  von),  Works  by  : 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  ex'.ra,  3s.  6d. 

The  New  Southwest:  Travelling 
Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  ioo  fine  Illustrations  and  Three 
Maps,  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
[/« preparation. 


Herbert. — The  Poems  of  Lord 

Herbert  of  Cherbury.  Edited,  with 
Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collins. 
Crown  8vo,  bound  in  parchment,  83. 

Hindley  (Charles),  Works  by  : 

Crown  8vc,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings  :  In¬ 
cluding  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 


Hoey. — The  Lovers  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashed  Hoey.  With  Frontis¬ 
piece  by  P.  Macnab.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edit.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<i. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Holmes  (O.  Wen  dell),  Works  by : 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. — Another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
Sala.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table  ;  with  the  Story  of  Iris.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Holmes.  —  The  Science  of 

Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser¬ 
vation:  A  Popular  Manual  for  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hood  (Thomas); 

Hood’s  Choice  Works,  In  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Hood’s  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com¬ 
plete.  With  all  the  original  Illus¬ 
trations.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Hood  (Tom),  Works  by: 

From  Nowhere  to  the  North  Pole: 

A  Noah’s  Arkasological  Narrative. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brun- 
ton  and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 
A  Golden  Heart:  A  Novel.  Post8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hook’s  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu- 

morous  Works,  including  his  Ludi¬ 
crous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns  and 
Hoaxes.  With  a  New  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  gilt,  7s.  Ed. 


CHATTO  <*>  WIN  DUS,  PICCADILLY, 


‘3 


Hooper. — The  House  of  Raby  : 

A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  Hooper. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Hopkins—1 11  ’Twixt  Love  and 

Duty:”  A  Novel.  By  Tighe  Hopkins. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Horne. — Orion  :  An  Epic  Poem, 
in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hen- 
gist  Horne.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum¬ 
mers.  Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s. 


Howell. — Conflicts  of  Capital 
and  Labour,  Historically  and  Eco¬ 
nomically  considered :  Being  a  His¬ 
tory  and  Review  of  the  Trade  Unions 
ol  Great  Britain.  By  Geo.  Howell 
M.P.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Hunt. — Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait  and  In¬ 
troduction  by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Thornicroft’s  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self  Condemned 


That  other  Person.  Three  Vols., 

crown  8vo. 


Indoor  Paupers.  By  One  of 
Them.  Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.. 


Ingelow. —  Fated  to  be  Free  :  A 

Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Per¬ 
ceval  Graves.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. 

Irving — Tales  of  a  Traveller. 

By  Washington  Irving.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s. 

Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by: 

The  Dark  Colleen.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Janvier— Practical  Keramics 

for  Students  By  Catherine  A. 
Janvier.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jefferies  (Richard),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
Nature  near  London. 

The  Life  of  the  Fields. 

The  Open  Air. 

Jennings  (H.  J.),  Works  by: 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  Post  8vo 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson:  A  Biographical 
Sketch.  With  a  Photograph-Por¬ 
trait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  Illustrated. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden:  The  Plants 
we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

Jesse. — Scenes  and  Occupa¬ 
tions  of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edward 
Jesse.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.  Collected  and 
Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  Post8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Jones  (Wm.,  F.S.A.),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Finger-Ring  Lore:  Historical,  Le¬ 
gendary,  and  Anecdotal.  With  over 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 
Credulities,  Past  and  Present;  in¬ 
cluding  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans, Word  and  Letter  Divina¬ 
tion,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  oi 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
Crowns  and  Coronations  :  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun¬ 
tries.  With  One  Hundred  Illus¬ 
trations. 


Jonson’s  (Ben)  Works.  With 

Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun¬ 
ningham.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  18s. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Josephus.TheCompleteWorks 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con¬ 
taining  both  “  The  Antiquities  of  the 
J^ws  ”  and  “  The  Wars  of  the  Jews.” 
Two  Vols.,  8vo,  with  52  Illustrations 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14s. 
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Kempt. — Pencil  and  Palette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
Kempt.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Kershaw.— Colonial  Facts  and 

Fictions:  Humorous  Sketches.  By 
Mark  Kershaw.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

“The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

Kingsley  (Henry),  Novels  by  : 
Oakshott  Castle.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Number  Seventeen.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 


Knight. —  The  Patient's  Vade 

Mecum :  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is.  J 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 


Lamb  (Charles) : 

Lamb’s  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Ori¬ 
ginal  Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  Page  of  the  “Essay  on 
Roast  Pig.’’  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 

The  Essays  of  Ella.  Complete  Edi¬ 
tion.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care¬ 
fully  reprinled  from  unique  copies. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac¬ 
ters.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz¬ 
gerald.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp, 
2s.  6d. 


Lares  and  Penates ;  or,  The 

Background  of  Life.  By  Florence 
Caddy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by: 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 

With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  Gd. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Forensic  Anecdotes. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes. 


Lane's  Arabian  Nights,  &c. : 

The  Thousand  and  One  Nights’ 

commonly  called,  in  England,  “  The 
Arabian  Nights’  Entertain¬ 
ments.”  A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic,  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by 
Wm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols., 
demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Arabian  Society  In  the  Middle  Agee; 
Studies  from  “  The  Thousand  and 
One  Nights.”  By  Edward  William 
Lane,  Author  of  “The  Modern 
Egyptians,”  &c.  Edited  by  St  anley 
Lane-Poole.  Cr.  8vo, cloth  extra,  6s. 

Life  in  London  ;  or,  The  History 
of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruik- 
shank’s  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after 
the  Originals.  Crowin  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 


Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories. 

The  True  Story  of  Joshua  Davidson. 
Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
8vo,  llustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord  ? 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

“  My  Love  I  ”  |  lone. 


Longfellow : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6(1.  each. 

Longfellow’s  Complete  Prose  Works. 
Including  “  Outre  Mer,”  “  Hyper¬ 
ion,”  “Kavanagh,”  “  The  Poets  and 
Poetry  of  Europe, "and  “  Driftwood.” 
With  Portrait  and  Illustrations  by 
Valentine  Bromley. 

Longfellow’s  Poetical  Works.  Care¬ 
fully  Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illus¬ 
trations  on  Steel  and  Wood. 


Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A  Medical, 
Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in 
Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6(1. 
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Lucy. — Gideon  Fleyce:  A  Novel. 

By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  8vo, 
cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Lusiad  (The)  of  Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff. 
Demy  8vo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  cloth  boards,  18s. 

Macalpine.  —  Teresa  Itasca, 

and  other  Stories.  By  Avery  Mac¬ 
alpine.  Crown  8vo,  bound  in  canvas, 

.  2s.  6d. 

McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.), Works 

by  : 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 

the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Four 
Vols.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 
Four  Vols.  cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s.  each. 
—  A  Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Ap¬ 
pendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886, 
complete  in  Two  Vols.,  square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each,  is  now  in 
the  press,  and  will  be  ready  shortly. 
A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 

One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 
History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Four 
Vols.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each.  [Vol.  I  .now  ready. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy’s  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon, 
wliss  Misanthrope. 

Donna  Quixote. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Linley  Rochford.  Post  8vo,  illustra¬ 
ted  boards,  2s. 

Camiola:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

“The  Right  Honourable:”  A  Ro¬ 
mance  of  Society  and  Politics.  By 
Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,  and  Mrs. 
Campbell  -  Praed.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo. 


McCarthy  (Justin  H.,  M.P.), 

Works  by: 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland, 
from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre¬ 
sent  Day.  Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
(reland  since  the  Union:  Sketches 
of  Irish  History  from  1798  to  1886. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [Shortly. 


McCarthy  (Justin  H.),  continued — 

The  Case  for  Home  Rule.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [Shortly. 

England  under  Gladstone,  1880-85. 
Second  Edition,  revised  and  brought 
down  to  the  Fall  of  the  Gladstone 
Administration.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. 

Doom  !  An  Atlantic  Episode.  Crown 
8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited  by 
Justin  H.  McCarthy.  Crown  8vo, 
Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hafiz  in  London.  Choicely  printed. 
Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


MacDonald  (George,  LL.D.), 

Works  by  : 

Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination. 
Pocket  Edition,  Ten  Volumes,  in 
handsome  cloth  case,  21s.  Vol.  1. 
Within  and  Without.  The  Hid¬ 
den  Life.— Vol.  2.  The  Disciple. 
The  Gospel  Women.  A  Book  of 
Sonnets.  Organ  Songs. — Vol.  3. 
Violin  Songs.  Songs  of  the  Days 
and  Nights.  A  Book  of  Dreams. 
Roadside  Poems.  Poems  fo» 
Children.  Vol.  4.  Parables. 
Ballads.  Scotch  Songs. — Vcls. 
S  and  6.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie 
Romance. — Vol.  7.  The  Portent.— 
Vol.  8.  The  Light  Princess.  The 
Giant’s  Heart.  Shadows. — Vol. 
9.  Cross  Purposes.  The  Golden 
Key.  The  Carasoyn.  Little 
Daylight.  —  Vol.  10.  The  Cruel 
Painter.  The  Wow  o’  Rivven. 
The  Castle.  The  Broken  Swords. 
The  Gray  Wolf.  Uncle  Corne¬ 
lius. 

The  Volumes  are  also  sold  separately 
in  Grolier-pattern  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 


Macdonell. — Quaker  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Macgregor.  —  Pastimes  and 

Players.  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 

of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters; 

with  Memoirs — Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illus¬ 
trative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  83  Por¬ 
traits  printed  on  an  India  Tint.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
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Mackay. — Interludes  and  Un¬ 
dertones:  or.  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 


Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d.  eac 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus¬ 
trations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor¬ 
mandy  and  Brittany.  With  numer¬ 
ous  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R. 
Macquoid. 

About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  T.  R.  Macquoid, 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d  each. 
Through  Normandy.  With  90  Illus¬ 
trations  byT.  R.  Macquoid. 
Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 
Lost  Rose. 


Magician’s  Own  Book  (The): 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  With 200  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 


Magic  Lantern  (The),  and  its 

Management:  including  full  Prac¬ 
tical  Directions  for  producing  the 
Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and 
preparing  Lantern  Slides.  By  T.  C. 
Hepworth.  With  io  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 


Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Fac- 

simile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper, 
3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  6s. 


Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by: 

The  New  Republic ;  or,  Culture,  Faith 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. ; 
Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia  ;  or,  Posi¬ 
tivism  on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Poems.  Small  4to,  in  parchment,  8s. 

I*  Life  worth  Living?  Crown  8vo, 
Cloth  extra.  63. 


Mallory’s  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d’Arthur :  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie  Ranking. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 


Marlowe’s  Works.  Including 

his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cun¬ 
ningham.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s; 

Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Open  1  Sesame  1 
Written  in  Fire 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 

A  Little  Stepson. 

Fighting  the  Air. 

Masterman. — Half  a  Dozen 

Daughters:  A  Novel.  By  J.  Master- 
man.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 
Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 
the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Innocents  Abroad  :  or,  The  New 
Pilgrim’s  Progress  :  Being  some  Ac¬ 
count  of  the  Steamship  “  Quaker 
City’s  ”  Pleasure  Excursion  to 
Europe  and  the  Holy  Land.  With 
234  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. — Cheap  Edition  funder 
the  title  of“  Mark  Twain’s  Pleasure 
Trip  ”),post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
Roughing  It,  and  The  Innocents  at 
Home.  With  200  Illustrations  by 
F.  A.  Fraser.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Gilded  Age.  By  Mark  Twain 
and  Charlks  Dudley  Warner. 
With  212  Illustrations  by  T.  Coppin. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyep. 
With  hi  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.— Cheap  Edition, 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.  With 
nearly  200  illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  Tramp  Abroad.  With  314  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
— Cheap  Edition,  post  8vo,illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant,  Ac. 

Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  Ga. ;  post  8vo, 
I  illustrated  boards,  2*. 
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Mark  Twain’s  Works,  continued — 

Life  on  the  Mississippi.  With  about 
300  Original  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 
Finn.  With  174  Illustrations  by 
E.  W.  Kemble.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d  — Cheap  Edition,  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Massinger's  Plays.  From  the 

Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 


Matthews. — A  Secret  of  the 

Sea,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s  ;  cloth, 
2s.  6d. 


Mayfair  Library,  The: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd.  per  Volume. 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By 
Xavif.r  de  Maistre.  Translated 
by  Henry  Attwell. 

Latter  Day  Lyrics.  Edited  by  W 

Davenport  Adams. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.  Selected  by 
W.  Davenport  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  “The  Times." 
from  1800  to  1870.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 
Abridgment  of  “  Burton’s  Anatomy 
of  Melancholy.” 

Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By 

Brillat-Savarin, 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.  By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentrici¬ 
ties.  Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 
Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.  By  Fin-Bec. 
Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
First  Series.  Containing:  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea— Charity  —  The  Princess — 
The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 
Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
Second  Series.  Containing  :  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged  —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen— Dan  l  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  —  The  Sorcerer 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir 

Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.  By  Sir  A.  Helps. 


Mayfair  Library,  continued — 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  Henry 

J.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table. 

By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  11- 
lustrated  by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 

Pencil  and  Palette.  By  Robert 
Kempt. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac¬ 
ters.  By  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 
his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Forensic  Anecdotes;  or,  Humour  and 
Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  of 
Law.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob 
Larwood. 

Jeux  d’Esprlt.  Edited  by  Henry  S. 
Leigh. 

True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson 

By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Witch  Stories.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women.  By 
E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Pastimes  and  Players.  By  Robert 

Macgregor. 

The  New  Paul  and  Virginia.  By 

W.  H.  Mallock. 

Now  Republic.  By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  II.  Cholmondb- 

ley-Pennell. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  Chol- 
mondeley-Pennell.  Illustrated  by. 
George  Du  Maurier. 

Muses  of  Mayfair.  Edited  by  H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.  By 
H.  A.  Page. 

Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh 

Rowley. 

The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 
Don  Felix  de  Salamanca, 

By  Stream  and  Sea.  By  William 

Senior. 

Old  Stories  Re  told.  By  Walter 

Thornbury. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist’s  Note 
Book.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


Mayhew. — London  Characters, 
and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  By  Henry  Mayhew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations,  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. 


Medicine,  Family. — One  Thou¬ 
sand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.C.P.  Load.  Cr,  8vo,  Is.;  cl.,  Is.  6d, 
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Merry  Circle  (The) :  A  Book  of 
New  Intellectual  Games  and  Amuse¬ 
ments.  By  Clara  Bellew.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 


Number  Nip  (Stories  about), 

the  Spirit  of  the  Giant  Mountains. 
Retold  for  Children  by  Walter 
Grahame.  With  Illustrations  by  J. 
Moyr  Smith.  Post  8vo,  cl.  extra,  6s. 


Mexican  Mustang  (On  a), 

through  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the 
Rio  Grande.  A  New  Book  of  Ameri¬ 
can  Humour.  By  Alex.  E.  Sweet  and 
J.  Armoy  Knox,  Editors  of  “Texas 
Siftings.’’  With  265  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6(1. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Touch  and  Go. 

Mr.  Dorillion. 

Miller.  —  Physiology  for  the 

Young;  or,  The  House  of  Life:  Hu¬ 
man  Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  For 
Classes  and  Popular  Reading.  With 
numerous  Illusts.  By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick 
Miller.  Small  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by: 

Sm.  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  ex.,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.  A  Concise 
Set  ot  Rules  for  the  Management  of 
the  Skin;  with  Directions  for  Diet, 
Wines,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c. 

The  Bath  In  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 
The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 
to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Molesworth  (Mrs.). —  Hather- 
court  Rectory.  By  Mrs.  Moles¬ 
worth,  Author  of  “The  Cuckoo 
Clock,”  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
4s.  6d. 


Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo, cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  Life’s  Atonement. 

A  Model  Father. 

Joseph’s  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

Val  Strange. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
First  Person  Singular:  A  Novel. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  Arthur 
Hopkins. 

Cynic  Fortune:  A  Taleof  a  Man  with 
a  Conscience.  With  a  Frontispiece 
by  R.  Caton  Woqdville. 

North  Italian  Folk.  By  Mrs. 

Comyns  Carr.  Illustrated  by  Ran¬ 
dolph  Caldecott.  Square  8vo,  cloth 
extra.  7s  6d. 


Nursery  Hints:  -A  Mother’s 
Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N. 
E.  Davies,  L.R.C.P,  Crown  8vo,  Is 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

O’Connor. — Lord  Beaconsfield 

A  Biography.  ByT.  P.O’Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface, 
bringing  the  work  down  to  the  Death 
of  Lord  Beaconsfield.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

O’Hanlon.  —  The  Unforeseen: 

A  Novel.  By  Alice  O’Hanlon.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 


Oliphant  (Mrs.)  Novels  by: 

Whiteladies.  With  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  In  England. 

O’Reilly. — Phoebe’s  Fortunes  : 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 

Tuck.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

O’Shaughnessy  (Arth.),  Works 

by: 

Songs  of  a  Worker.  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Music  and  Moonlight.  Fcap.  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Lays  of  Franca.  Crown  8vof  cloth 
extra,  10s.  6d. 


Ouida,  Novels  by.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s.  each ;  post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 
Cecil  Castle- 
malne’s  Gage. 
Idalla. 

T  rlcotrln. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 

T  woLIttleWooden 
Shoes. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 


Slgna. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Piplstrello. 

A  Village  Com¬ 
mune. 

Blmbl. 

In  Maremma 
Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

Princess  Naprax* 

Ins. 
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Ouida,  Novels  by,  continued — 
Othmar:  A  Novel.  Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F. 
Sydney  Morris.  Small  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 
Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims :  A  Study. 
With  a  Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lights  on  the  Way  :  Some  Tales  with¬ 
in  a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex¬ 
ander,  B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Animal  Anecdotes.  Arranged  on  a 
New  Principle.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  5s. 

Parliamentary  Elections  and 
Electioneering  in  the  Old  Days  (A 
History  of).  Showing  the  State  of 
Political  Parties  and  Party  Warfare  at 
the  Hustings  and  in  the  House  of 
Commons  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen 
Victoria.  Illustrated  from  the  original 
Political  Squibs,  Lampoons,  Pictorial 
Satires,  and  Popular  Caricatures  of 
the  Time.  By  Joseph  Grego,  Author 
of  “Rowlandson  and  his  Works,” 
“  The  Life  of  Gillray,”  &c.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  a  Frontispiece 
coloured  by  hand,  and  nearly  ioo 
Illustrations,  16s. 

Pascal’s  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In¬ 
troduction  and  Notes,  by  T.  M’Crie, 
D.D.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Patient’s  (The)  Vade  Mecum: 

How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medi¬ 
cal  Advice.  By  William  Knight, 
M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward  Knight, 
L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Paul  Ferroll : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Paul  Ferroll:  A  Novel. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Paul. — Gentle  and  Simple.  By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Payn  (James),  Novels  by. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter’s  Word.  |  Halves. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Less  Black  than  we’re  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  [  High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof. 
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Payn  (James),  Novels  by,  continued — 


Pears. — The  Present  Depres¬ 

sion  in  Trade:  Its  Causes  and  Reme¬ 
dies.  Being  the  “  Pears”  Prize  Essays 
(of  One  Hundred  Guineas).  By  Edwin 
Goadby  and  William  Watt.  With 
an  Introductory  Paper  by  Prof.  Leone 
Levi,  F.S.A.,  F.S  S.  Demy  8vo,  Is. 

Pennell  (H.  Cholmondeley), 

Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  With  Illustrations. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  full- 
page  lllusts.  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 
The  Muses  of  Mayfair.  Vers  de 
Societe,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  limp, 

Is.  6d.  each. 

Beyond  the  Gates.  By  the  Author 
of  “  The  Gates  Ajar.” 

An  Old  Maid’s  Paradise. 

Burglars  in  Paradise. 

Pirkis  (Mrs.  C.  L.),  Novels  by: 

Trooping  with  Crows.  Fcap.  8vo, 
picture  cover,  Is. 

Lady  Lovelace.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  [ Preparing , 


A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only.  |  From  Exile. 

The  Canon’s  Ward. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Kit:  A  Memory.  |  Carlyon’s  Year. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Ben ti nek’s  Tutor.)  Murphy’s  Master. 
Fallen  Fortunes. 

A  County  Family.  |  At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman’s  Vengeance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Gwendoline’s  Harvest. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

In  Peril  and  Privation:  Stories  of 
Marine  Adventure  Re-told.  A  Book 
for  Boys.  With  numerous  Illustra¬ 
tions.  Crown  8vo,- cloth  gilt,  6s. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town  :  A  Novel. 
With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  Harry 
Furniss.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 
Holiday  Tasks:  Being  Essays  written 
during  Vacation  Time.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 
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Planch6  (J.  R.),  Works  by: 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ;  or,  Her¬ 
aldry  Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus¬ 
trations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s _ 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  Two  Vols., 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits.  10s.  6d. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan) : — 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac¬ 
similes.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  and 
other  Stcries.  Post  8vo.  illust.bds..2s. 

Pope’s  Poetical  Works.  Com¬ 
plete  in  One  Vol.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp.  2s. 
Praed  (Mrs. Campbell-).—  “The 
Right  Honourable:”  A  Romance  of 
Society  and  Politics.  By  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell-Prapd  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Price  (E.  C.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Valentina.  |  The  Foreigners. 
Mrs.  Lancaster’s  Rival. 

Gerald.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Proctor  (Richd.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  Illusts. 

Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 
Easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw¬ 
ings  of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition, with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Tiie  Great  Pyramid  :  Observatory, 
Tomb,  and  Temple.  With  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Wages  and  Wants  of  Science 
Workers.  Crown  8vo.  Is.  6d. 

Pyrotechnist's  Treasury  (The); 

cr.  Complete  Art  of  Making  Fireworks. 
By  Thomas  Kentish.  A  New  Edition, 
revised  and  enlarged,  with  267  Illusts. 
Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  68.  [Shortly. 


Rabelais’  Works.  Faithfully 
Translated  from  the  French,  with 
variorum  Notes,  and  numerous  charac¬ 
teristic  Illustrations  by  Gustavs 
Dor6.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Rambosson. —  Popular  Astro- 
nomy.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of 
the  Institute  of  France.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 
numerous  Illusts.,  and  a  beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  Spectra,  7s.  6cL _ 

Reade  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated, 3s. 6d, 
each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
Peg  Woffington.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
Fildes,  A  R.A. 

Christie  Johnstone.  Illustrated  by 
William  Small. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.  Il¬ 
lustrated  by  G.  J.  PlNWELL. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 
run  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Helen 

Paterson. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
of  all  T rades;  and  James  Lambert. 
Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 

Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.  Il¬ 
lustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
The  Double  Marriage.  Illust.  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Il¬ 
lustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 

Hard  Cash.  Illust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  Illustrated  by  S.  L, 
Fildes,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 
Foul  Play.  Illust.  by  Du  Maurier. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place.  Illus¬ 
trated  by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.  Illustrated 
by  Edw.  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
The  Wandering  Heir.  Illustrated  by 
II.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A.R.A., 
C.  Green,  and  H.  Woods,  A. R.A. 

A  Simpleton.  Illustrated  by  Katb 
Crauford. 

A  Woman-Hater.  Illustrated  by 
Thos  Couldf.ry. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface:  A 
Matter-of-fact  Romance.  Illustrated 
by  P.  Macnab. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals.  Illustrated  by  E.  A.  Abbey, 
Pe*rcy  Macquoid,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
The  J  i  It,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 
by  Joseph  Nash. 

Readiana.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait 
of  Charles  Reade. 


Readers  Handbook  (The)  of 
Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer. 
Fifth  Edition,  revised  throughout, 
with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a> 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Cr.  8vo,  1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  73.  S&. 
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‘Richardson.  —  A  Ministry  of 

Health,  and  other  Papers.  By  Ben¬ 
jamin  Ward  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. _ 

Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Hen  Mother's  Darling. 

The  Prince  of  Wales’s  Garden  Party 
Weird  Stories. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 

Fairy  Water. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by  : 

Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  10s.  6d  each. 
Our  Old  Country  Towns.  With  over 
50  Illustrations. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

With  50  Illustrations. 

About  England  with  Dickens.  With 
58  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmer 
andC.  A.  Vanderhoof, _ 

fiobinson  Crusoe:  A  beautiful 

reproduction  of  Major's  Edition,  with 
37  Woodcuts  and  Two  Steel  Plates  by 
George  Cruikshank,  choicely  printed. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  6d. _ 

Robinson  (F.  W  ),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. _ 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Poets’  Birds. 

The  Poets’  Beasts. 

Poets’  Natural  History.  [Preparing. 

Rochefoucauld’s  Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte- 
Beuve.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The;  or, 
A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil¬ 
liam  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.  Handsomelyprinted,5s. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.  With 
numerous  Illustrations. 

More  Puniana.  Profusely  Illustrated. 
Runciman  (James),  Stories  by  : 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each 
cloth  limp,  2s  6d  each. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 

Grace  Balmaign’s  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 


Russell  (W.  Clark),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire. 

On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head  :  A  Collection 
of  Yarns  and  Sea  Descriptions. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock.[Pre/>am!g. 

Sala.— Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  George  Augustus  Sala.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Sanson. — Seven  Generations 
of  Executioners:  Memoirs  of  the 
Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).  Edited 
byHENRYSANSON.  Cr.Svo,  cl  .ex.  3s  6d. 

Saunders  (John),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

Guy  Waterman. 

The  Lion  In  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

One  Against  the  World.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 
by.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each, 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Joan  Merryweather. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. _ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Heart  Salvage.  |  Sebastian. 
Gideon’s  Rock. 

Science  Gossip:  An  Illustrated 

Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  J.  E. 
Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geo¬ 
logy,  Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry, 
Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Phy¬ 
siography,  &c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or 
6s.  per  year,  post  free.  Vols.  I .  to 
XIV.  may  be  had  at  7s.  6d.  each  ;  and 
Vols.  XV.  to  XXII.  (1886),  at  5s.  each. 
Cases  tor  Binding,  Is.  6d.  each. 

Scott  (Sir  Walter),  Poems  by  : 

M  armion.  With  over  100  new  Illus¬ 
trations  by  leading  Artists.  Small 
4to,  cloth  extra,  16s. 

The  Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel.  With 
over  100  new  Illustrations  by  leading 
Artists.  Sm.  4to,  cl.  ex.,  16s. 
“Secret  Out”  Series,  The: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illus¬ 
trated,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Secret  Out:  One  Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Re¬ 
creations;  with  Entertaining  Experi¬ 
ments  in  Drawing-room  or  “  White 
Magic.”  By  W.  H.  Cremer.  3oo 
Engravings. 
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“  Secret  Out  "  Series,  continued — 

The  Art  of  Amusing:  A  Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts,Games, Tricks, Puzzles, 
and  Charades.  By  Frank  Bellew. 
With  300  Illustrations. 
Hanky-Panky:  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations. 
The  Merry  Circle:  A  Book  of  New 
Intellectual  Games  and  Amusements. 
By  Clara  Bellew.  Many  Illusts. 
Magician’s  Own  Book:  Performances 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats, 
Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre¬ 
mer.  200  Illustrations. 


Senior. —  By  Stream  and  Sea. 

By  William  Senior.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Seven  Sagas  (The)  of  Prehis- 

toric  Man.  By  James  H.  Stoddart, 
Author  of  “  The  Village  Life.”  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Shakespeare : 

The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William  Shakespeare’s  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies. 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623. — A  Repro¬ 
duction  of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra¬ 
phic  process — ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  8vo, 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 

TheLansdowne  Shakespeare.  Beau¬ 
tifully  printed  in  red  and  black,  in 
small  but  very  clear  type.  With 
engraved  facsimile  of  Droeshout’s 
Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  Moyr  Smith.  Cr.  4to,  cl.  gilt,  6s. 

The  Handbook  of  Shakespeare 
Music.  Being  an  Account  of  350 
Pieces  of  Music,  set  to  Words  taken 
from  the  Plays  and  Poems  of  Shake¬ 
speare,  the  compositions  ranging 
from  the  Elizabethan  Age  to  the 
Present  Time.  By  Alfred  Roffe. 
4to,  half-Roxburghe,  7s. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  By  Alger¬ 
non  Charles  Swinburne.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s. 


Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men. 

With  Historical  and  Explanatory 
Notes  by  Samuel  A.  Bent,  M.A. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Sheridan : — 

Sheridan’s  Complete  Works,  with 

Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  & c.  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridaniana.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full- 
page  Tinted  Illustrations.  7s.  6d. 
Sheridan’s  Comedies:  The  Rivals, 
and  The  School  for  Scandal. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio¬ 
graphical  Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora¬ 
tive  Vignettes  and  10  full-page  Illusts. 
Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6d. 

Sidney’s  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  all  those  in 
“Arcadia.”  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  18s- 

Signboards:  Their  History 
With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By 
Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
Hotten.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  100  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. _ 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by  : 


Sister  Dora:  A  Biography.  By 

Margaret  Lonsdale.  Popular  Edi¬ 
tion,  Revised,  with  additional  Chap¬ 
ter,  a  New  Dedication  and  Preface, 
and  Four  Illustrations.  Sq.  8vo,  pic¬ 
ture  cover,  4d. ;  cloth,  6d. 

Sketchley. — A  Match  in  tha 

Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Slang  Dictionary,  The:  Ety¬ 
mological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by: 
The  Prince  of  Argolls:  A  Story  of  the 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  Small  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  with  130  Illusts.,  3s.  6d.  ’ 
Tales  of  Old  Thule.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch: 
A  Northern  Oddity.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 


How  the  Poor  Live.  With  60  Illusts. 
by  Fred.  Barnard.  Large  4to,  Is. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds.  Post  8vo, 
illust.  boards,  2s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s  6d. 

The  Ring  o’  Bells.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
bds.,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Mary  Jane’s  Memoirs.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.6d. 

[Preparing. 
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Society  in  London.  By  A 

Foreign  Resident.  Newand  Cheaper 
Edition,  Revised,  with  an  Additional 
Chapter  on  Society  among  the 
Middle  and  Professional  Classes. 
Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. _ 

Spalding.-Elizabethan  Demon¬ 
ology  :  An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the 
Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  Them.  By  T. 
A.  Spalding,  LL.B.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  5s. 

Spanish  Legendary  Tales.  By 

Mrs.  S.  G.  C.  Middlemore,  Author  of 
“  Round  a  Posada  Fire.”  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. _ 

Speight  (T.  W.),  Novels  by: 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 
Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 
A  Barren  Title.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  ls.6d. 
Wife  or  No  Wife?  Cr.  8vo,  picture 
cover.  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  [ Shortly , 

Spenser  for  Children.  By  M. 

H.  Towry.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  with 
Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Staunton. — Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess;  Together  with  an  Analysis 
of  the  Openings,  and  a  Treatise  on 
End  Games.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.Wormald.  New 
Edition,  small  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Stedman.  —  The  Poets  of 

America.  With  full  Notes  in  Margin, 
and  careful  Analytical  Index.  By 
Edmund  Clarence  Stedman,  Author 
of  “  Victorian  Poets.”  Cr.  8vo,cl.ex.,  9s. 

Sterndale. — The  Afghan  Knife: 

ANovel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 
dale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. _ 

Stevenson  (R. Louis), Works  by : 
Travels  with  a  Donkey  In  the 
Cevennes.  Fifth  Ed.  Frontispiece  by 
W.  Crane.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 
An  Inland  Voyage.  With  Front,  by 
W.  Crane.  Post  8vo,  cl.  Ip.,  2s.  6d. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Second  Edit.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 
New  Arabian  Nights.  Crown  8vo, 
cl.  extra,  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
The  Silverado  Squatters.  With 
Frontispiece.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 6s. 
Cheap  Edition,  post  8vo,  picture 
cover,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Prince  Otto:  A  Romance.  Fourth 
Edition.  Crown  8vq, cloth  extra,  6s. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

The  Merry  Men,  and  other  Tales  and 
Fables.  Cr.  Svo^cl.  ex.,  6s. 


St.  John. — A  Levantine  Family. 

By  Bayle  St.  John.  Post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Stoddard.— Summer  Cruising 
In  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illust.  by  Wallis 
Mackay.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novel¬ 
ists.  With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim- 
mern.' Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

St.  Pierre. — Paul  and  Virginia, 
and  The  Indian  Cottage.  By  Ber- 
nardin  St.  Pierre.  Edited,  with  Life, 
by  Rev.  E.  Clarke.  Post  8vo, cl. ip.,  2s. 

Strutt’s  Sports  and  Pastimes 

of  the  People  of  England;  including 
the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 
May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c., 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.  With  140  Illustrations.  Edited 
by  William  Hone.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. _ 

Suburban  Homes  (The)  of 

London:  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite  London  Localities,  their 
Society,  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 
With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates, and 
House  Accommodation.  WithMapof 
Suburban  London.  Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.6d. 

Swift’s  Choice  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait, 
and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the 
Original  Edition  of  "  Gulliver’s 
Travels.”  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Swinburne  (Algernon  C.), 
Works  by: 

Atalanta  in  Calydon.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Chastelard.  ATragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  7s. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  First  Series. 

Fcap.  8vo,  9s.  Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Fcap.  8vo,  9s.  Cr.  8vo,  same  price. 
Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews.  8vo,ls. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  8vo,  10s  6d. 
Bothwell:  ATragedy.  Cr. 8vo,12s.6d. 
George  Chapman  :  An  Essay.  CrowD 
8vo,  7s. 

Songs  of  Two  Nations.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Essays  and  Studies.  Crown  8vo,  12s. 
Erechtheus  :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,6s. 
Note  of  an  English  Republican  on 
the  Muscovite  Crusade.  8vo,  Is. 
Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte. Cr.Svo, 6s. 
A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Songs  of  the  Springtides.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Studies  in  Song.  Crown  8vo.  7s. 
Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  8s. 
Tristram  of  Lyonesse,  and  other 
Poems.  Crown  8vo,  9s. 
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Swinburne’s  (A.  C.)  Works,  continued — 
A  Century  of  Roundels.  Small  4to,  8s. 
A  Midsummer*  Holiday,  and  other 
Poems.  Crown  8vo,  7s. 

Marino  Faliero:  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,6a. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Miscellanies.  Crown  8vo,  12s. 

Symonds. — Wine,  Women  and 

Song:  Mediaeval  Latin  Students’ 
Songs.  Now  first  translated  into  Eng¬ 
lish  Verse,  with  Essay  by  J.  Addington 
Symonds.  Small  8vo,  parchment,  6s. 

Syntax’s~(Dr.)  Three  Tours: 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland¬ 
son’s  droll  page  Illustrations  in  Colours 
and  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C. 
Hotten.  Med.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Taine’s  History  of  English 
Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols,,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

Taylor’s  (Bayard)  Diversions 
of  the  Echo  Club:  Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of 
Plants :  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and 
Conduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom. 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  ioo  Illust. 
Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and 
Where  to  Find  Them :  A  Handbook 
for  Students.  With  331  Illustrations. 

Taylor’s  (Tom)  Historical 

Dramas:  “  Clancarty,”  "Jeanne 

Dare,”  ‘"Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,”  “  The 
Fool’s  Revenge,”  “  Arkwright’s  Wife,” 
"Anne  Boleyn,’’  “  Plot  and  Passion.’’ 
One  Vol.i  cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa¬ 
rately,  at  Is.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord):  A  Biogra¬ 
phical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Thackeray an a:  Notes  and  Anec¬ 
dotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Thomas  (Bertha)7Novels  by  : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Cressida.  |  Proud  Malsle. 
The  Violin-Player. 


Thomas  (M.). — A  Fight  for  Life  • 
A  Novel.  By  W.  Moy  Thomas.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Thomson’sSeasonsand  Castle 
of  Indolence.  With  a  Biographical 
and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  fine  Illustra¬ 
tions  on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 


Thornbury  (Walter),  Works  by 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed¬ 
ward  Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus¬ 
trations  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  W.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.  in  Colours, 
facsimiled  from  Turner’s  Original 
Drawings.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Old  Stories  Re  told.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Tales  for  the  Marines.  Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Timbs  (John),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
In  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.  With  many  Illusts. 
English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen¬ 
tricities:  Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric- 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.  With  nearly  50  Illusts. 

T rollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marlon  Fay. 
Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family. 

The  Land  Leaguers. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each, 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

John  Caldigate.  |  American  Senator 

T  rollope(Frances  E.),Novelsby 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  33  6d.  each : 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a.  each. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Mabel’s  Progress.  I  Anne  Furness. 

Trollope(T.  A.).— Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Post  8vo 
illustrated  boards.  2a. 
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Trowbridge. — Farnell’s  Folly: 

A  Novel.  By  J.  T.  Trowbridge.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

TurgeniefF.  —  Stories  from 
Foreign  Novelists.  By  Ivan  Turge- 
nieff,  and  others.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  td.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ?s. 

Tytter  (C.  C.  Fraser-). — Mis¬ 
tress  Judith:  A  Novel.  By  C.  C. 
Frasee-Tytler.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride’s  Pass. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  P.  Macnab. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each. 
IMoblesse  Oblige.  With  Illustrations 
by  F.  A.  Fraser. 

Oitoyenne  Jacqueline.  Illustrated 
by  A.  B.  Houghton. 

The  Huguenot  Family.  With  Illusts. 
Lady  Bell.  Front,  by  R.  Macbeth, 
Buried  Diamonds. 

Van  Laun.—  History  of  French 
Literature.  By  H.  Van  Laun.  Three 
Vols  ,  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Vi  I  lari. —  A  Double  Bond:  A 
Story.  By  Linda  Villari.  Fcap. 
8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Walford  (Edw.,  M. A.),' Works  by  : 

The  County  Famines  of  the  United 
Kingdom.  Containing  Notices  of 
the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Educa¬ 
tion,  &c.,  of  more  than  12,000  dis¬ 
tinguished  Heads  of  Families,  their 
Heirs  Apparent  or  Presumptive,  the 
Offices  they  hold  or  have  held,  their 
Town  and  Country  Addresses,  Clubs, 
&c.  Twenty-seventh  Annual  Edi¬ 
tion.  for  1887,  cloth  gilt,  50s. 

The  Shilling  Peerage  (1887).  Con¬ 
taining  an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  Dates  of  Creation, 
Lists  of  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers, 
Addresses,  &c.  321110,  cloth,  Is. 

Published  annually. 

The  Shilling  Baronetage  (1887). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  ol 
the  Baronets  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates 
of  Creation,  Addresses,  &c.  32mo, 
cloth,  Is. 

The  Shilling  Knightage  (1887).  Con¬ 
taining  an  Alphabetical  List  of  the 
Knights  of  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates  ol 
Creation,  Addresses, &c.  32mo,cl.,ls. 


Walford’s  (Edw.)  Works,  continued — 
The  Shilling  House  of  Commons 
(1887).  Containing  a  List  of  all  the 
Members  of  Parliament,  their  Town 
and  Country  Addresses,  &c.  New 
Edition,  embodying  the  results  of 
the  recent  General  Election.  32mo, 
cloth.  Is.  Published  annually. 

The  Complete  Peerage,  Baronet¬ 
age,  Knightage,  and  House  of 
Commons  (1887).  In  One  Volume, 
royal  32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5s. 

Haunted  London.  By  Walter 
Thornbury.  Edited  by  Edward 
Walford,  M.A.  With  Illustrations 
by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra.  7 3.  6d. 

Walton  and  Cotton’sComplete 

Angler;  or,  The  Contemplative  Man’s 
Recreation ;  being  a  Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing, 
written  by  Izaak  Walton;  and  In¬ 
structions  how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and 
61  Copperplate  Illustrations.  Large 
crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

Walt  Whitman,  Poems  by. 

Selected  and  edited,  with  an  Intro¬ 
duction,  by  William  M.  Rossetti.  A 
New  Edition,  with  a  Steel  Plate  Por¬ 
trait.  Crown  8vo,  printed  on  hand- 
ma  le  paper  and  bound  in  buckram,  6s. 

Wanderer’s  Library,  The: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Wanderings  in  Patagonia;  or,  Life 
among  the  Ostrich- Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.  Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes:  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  Robt.  Cruikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By 

Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.  By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low  Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By  James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
tegg.  With  22  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes.  By 
Percy  Fitzgerald 


26 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Wanderer's  Library,  The,  continued — 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings: 
Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Ta¬ 
verns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Ulusts. 
The  Genial  Showman  :  Life  and  Ad¬ 
ventures  of  Artemus  Ward.  By  E.  P. 
Hingston.  With  a  Frontispiece. 
The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 

By  Jacob  Larwood.  With  Illusts. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  May- 
hew.  Illustrated. 

Seven  Generations  of  Executioners: 

Memoirs  of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688 
to  1847).  Edited  by  Henry  Sanson. 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South 
Seas.  By  C.  Warren  Stoddard. 
Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay. 

Warner. — A  Roundabout  Jour¬ 
ney.  By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  of  “  My  Summer  in  a  Garden.” 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Warrants,  &c. : — 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.  An 

exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures,  and  corresponding  Seals. 
Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate 
the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.  Price  2s. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots.  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ¬ 
ing  the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza¬ 
beth,  and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  MS.  Price  2s. 
Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Facsimile 
£>1  the  Original  Document  in  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  5s. 
The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.  Price  5s. 

Wayfarer,  The:  Journal  of  the 
Society  of  Cyclists.  Published  Quar¬ 
terly.  Price  Is.  Number  I.,  for  Octo¬ 
ber  1886,  and  Number  II.,  for  Jan¬ 
uary  1887,  are  now  ready. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the, 
with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope.  By 
F.  W.  (jory,  M.R.C.S.  Eng.,  F.R.Met, 
Soc.,  &c.  With  10  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Westropp. — Handbook  of  Pot- 
tery  and  Porcelain;  or.  History  of 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  Hodder  M.  Westropp.  With  nu¬ 
merous  Illustrations,  and  a  List  of 
Marks.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4s.  6d. 


Whistler’s(Mr.)  “Ten  o’clock.” 

Uniform  with  his  “  Whistler  v  Ruskin : 
Art  and  Art  Critics.”  Cr.8vo,ls.  [Shortly. 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.), 

Works  by: 

Science  Notes.  See  the  Gentleman's 
Magazine.  Is.  Monthly. 

Science  in  Short  Chapters.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illusts.,  2s.  6d. 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. _ 

Wilson  (Dp.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 

Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Popular 
History  of  the  Darwinian  and 
Allied  Theories  of  Development. 
Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  with  259  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist’s  Note 
book.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
Leisure-Time  Studies,  chiefly  Bio¬ 
logical.  Third  Edit.,  with  New  Pre¬ 
face.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Illusts.,  6s. 
Studies  in  Life  and  Sense.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Common  Accidents,  and  How  to 
Treat  them.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wil¬ 
son  and  others.  With  numerous  Il¬ 
lustrations.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth 
limp,  Is.  6d. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by  : 
Cavalry  Life.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Regimental  Legends.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated  boards,  2s. 

Women  of  The  Day:  A  Biogra- 

phical  Dictionary  of  Notable  Contem¬ 
poraries.  By  Frances  Hays.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Wood.— Sabina:  A  Novel.  By 

Lady  Wood.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases: 

A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and 
Out-of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  New  and  cheaper  issue 
cr.  8VO, ct^ex., 7s.  6d.  ;  half-bound,  9s.’ 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  byT 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Caricature  History  of  the  Georges! 
(The  House  of  Hanover.)  With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broad¬ 
sides,  Window  Pictures,  &c. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Profusely 
Illustrated  by  F.W.  Fairhqlt.F.S.A. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by7 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Castaway.  |  The  Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 
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NEW  THREE-VOLUME  NOVELS 


WILKIE  COLLINS'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

The  Evil  Genius  :  A  Novel.  By  Wilkie 
Collins,  Author  of  “The  Woman  in 
White.”  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

WALTER  BESANT'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Children  of  Glbeon :  A  Novel.  By 
Walter  Besant,  Author  of  11  All  Sorts 
and  Conditions  of  Men,”  “  Dorothy 
Forster,”  &c.  Three  Vols.,  crown 
8vo. 

ANOTHER  NEW  NOVEL  BY 
WALTER  BESANT. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  [May,  1887, 


MRS.  HUNT’S  NEW  NOVEL. 
That  other  Person  :  A  Novel.  By  Mrs, 
Alfred  Hunt,  Author  of  “Thorni- 
croft’s  Model,”  “The  Leaden  Casket,” 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

GRANT  ALLEN'S  NEW  NOVEL. 
In  all  Shades:  A  Novel.  By  Grant 
Allen,  Author  of  "  Strange  Stories,” 
“  Philistia,”  “Babylon,”  &c.  Three 
Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

HALL  CAINE’S  NEW  NOVEL. 

A  Son  of  Hagar:  A  Novel.  By  T.  Hall 
Caine,  Author  of  “The  Shadow  of  a 
Crime,"  &c.  Three  Vols. 


THE  PICCADILLY  NOVELS. 


Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors. 

crown  8vo,  cloth 
BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 

Philistia. 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortlboy. 

My  Little  Girl. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

With  Harp  and  Crown 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 

By  Celia’s  Arbour. 

The  Monxs  of  Thelema. 

Twas  in  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years’  Tenant. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 


Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated, 
extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

The  Village  Comedy. 

You  Play  me  False. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 


New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 
Lady 

TheT wo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves 
Jezebel’sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
I  Say  No. 


BY  WALTER  BESANT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack. 


BY  DUTTON  COOK, 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 


BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 

Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Annan  Water.  I  The  New  Abelard. 
Matt.  I  Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Decel  rers  Ever.  |  Juliet’s  Guardian. 

B\  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 

Transmigration. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight 


BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe’s  Lovers 
BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Queen  Cophetua.  I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Harl. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  |  For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the  World  Say  P 
In  Honour  Bound. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

A  Heart’s  Problem. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

The  Golden  Shaft.lOf  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free.  |  Loving  a  Dream. 

A  Hard  Knot. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree 
BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  |  Ellice  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Prince  Saroni’s  Wife. 

Dust.  |  Fortune’s  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

Love — or  a  Name. 

BY  SIR  A.  HELPS. 

(van  de  Biron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 

The  Lover’s  Creed. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT, 
Thornlcroft’s  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self  Condemned. 

BY  JEAN  INGE  LOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught 

BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

"The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 

Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord? 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family 
“  My  Love  !”  *  |  lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

by  justin  McCarthy. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy’s  Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  |  Donna  Quixote 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Camiola. 

BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 

Quaker  Cousins. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open  !  Sesame  I  |  Written  In  Fire 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
Life’s  Atonement,  i  Coals  of  Fire. 
Joseph’s  Coat.  Val  Strange. 

A  Model  Father.  I  Hearts 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature 
First  Person  Singular 
Cynic  Fortune. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladles. 


BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 


Lost  Sir  Masslng- 
berd. 

Best  of  Husbands 
Halves. 

Walter’s  Word. 
What  He  Cost  Her 
Less  Black  than 
We’re  Painted. 
By  Proxy. 

High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 


Confidential 
Agent. 

From  Exile. 

A  Grape  from  a 
Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only. 
Some  Private 
Views. 

The  Canon’s 
Ward. 

Talk  of  the  Town. 


BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentina.  |  The  Foreigners. 
Mrs.  Lancaster’s  Rival. 


BY  JAMES  PAYN. 

A 


BY  CHARLES  READE. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt.  |  Foul  Play. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

pleton. 
ana. 

The  Jilt. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals. 


I  Cl  I  I  CMC  1C 


The  Wandering  Heir.  I  A  Sin 
A  Woman-Hater.  |  Read 
Singleheart  and  Doublefac 


Her  Mother’s  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party 
Weird  Stories.  y’ 


BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

Guy  Waterman. 

Two  Dreamers. 

The  Lion  In  the  Path. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

Gideon’s  Rock.  I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.  |  Sebastian. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

Proud  Maisle.  |  Cressiaa. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLL  OPE. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now 
Frau  Frohmann.  |  Manon  tay 
Kept  In  the  Dark. 

Mr.  Scarborough  s  Family. 

The  Land  Leaguers. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness. 

Mabel’s  Progress. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  Src. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through 
The  Bride’s  Pass. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 

The  Huguenot  Family. 

Lady  Bell. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Regimental  Legends. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


By  EDMOND  ABOUT, 

The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow? 

Valerie’s  Fate. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 


BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 
Chronicles  of  No-man’s  Land. 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Californian  Stories, 

Gabriel  Conroy.  |  Flip. 
Maruja. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


Strange  Stories. 

Philistia. 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley  Grange. 


The  Shadow  of 
the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 


The  Martyrdom 
of  Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 

The  New  Abelard. 
Matt 


BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE. 
Ready  Money  Mortlboy. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan.  |  My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

By  Celia’s  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

’Twas  in  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years’  Tenant. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains’  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  Jack  •* 


BY  MRS.  BURNETT. 

Surly  Tim. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

BY  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet’s  Guardian 
BY  M  ACL  AREN  COBBAN. 

The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 


BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 


Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  In  White 
Tile  Moonstone. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
Wilkie  Collins,  continued. 


Man  and  Wife. 
Poop  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  op  Mps.  ? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Fpozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 


Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel’sDaughtep 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heapt  and  Science 
“I  Say  No." 


BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  I  Fpom  Midnight  to 
Tpansmigpatlon.  |  Midnight. 

A  Fight  with  Foptune. 

MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |  Fpances. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholap. 

The  Village  Comedy. 

You  Play  me  False. 

BY  DUTTON  COOK. 

Leo.  |  Paul  Fostep’s  Daughtep. 

BY  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Ppophei  of  the  Gpeat  Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Heapts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Teaps.  |  Cipce’s  Loveps. 

BY  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Olivep  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papeps.  |  Nicholas  Nlckleby 


BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

A  Point  of  Honoup.  |  Apchie  Lovell 

BY  M.  BETH AM-EDW ARDS. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.  |  Nevep  Fopgotten. 
The  Second  Mps.  Tlllotson. 

Polly. 

Seventy  five  Bpooke  Stpeet. 

The  Lady  of  Bpantome. 

BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQVE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  |  A  Real  Queen. 

Prefaced  by  Sir  H.  BARTLE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Harl. 

BY  H AIN  FRISWELL. 

One  of  Two. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the 
World  Say? 

In  Honoup  Bound. 
In  Love  and  Wap. 
For  the  King. 

In  PasturesGreen 
Queen  of  the  Mea¬ 
dow. 


The  Flower  of  the 
Forest. 

A  Heart’s  Problem 
The  Braes  of  Yar¬ 
row. 

The  Golden  Shaft 
Of  High  Degree. 
Fancy  Free. 

By  Mead  and 
Stream. 


BY  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain, 
James  Duke. 

BY  JAMES  GREENWOOD 
Dick  Temple. 

BY  JOHN  HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLIDAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter’s  Sacrifice. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  I  Sebastian  Strome 

Ellice  Quentin.  |  Dust. 

Prince  Saroni’s  Wife. 

Fortune’s  Fool.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
BY  SIR  ARTHUR  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Blron. 

BY  MRS.  CASHEL  HOEY. 

The  Lover’s  Creed. 

BY  TOM  HOOD. 

A  Golden  Heart. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornlcroft’s  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  MARK  KERSHA  W. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

BY  R.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

“The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott  Castle. 


BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 


■  ne  Hionement  or  Leant  Dundaa. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord  P 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 
E.  Lynn  Linton,  continued — 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

“My  Love  |  lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

by  justin  McCarthy . 


Dean  LadyDisdaln 
The  Waterdala 
Neighbours. 

My  Enemy’s 
Daughter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 


Llnley  Rochford. 
MIssMIsanthrope 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Corr.et  of  e 
Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 


BY  MRS.  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

BY  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 

The  New  Republic. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 

A  Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Air 


Open!  Sesame 
A  Harvest  of  Wild 
Oats. 


Written  in  Fire. 
BY  J.  MASTERMAN, 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorilllon. 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


Val  Strange. 
Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the 
World. 

A  Bit  of  Human 
Nature. 


ALIfe’sAtonement 
A  Model  Father. 

Joseph’s  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

By  theGateof  the 
Sea. 

BY  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladles. 

BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe’s  Fortunes. 

BY  OUIDA. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 
Idalia. 

Cecil  Castle- 
maine’s  Gage. 
Tricotrln. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 

Signa. 


Princess  Napraxlne. 


T  woLItt  leWooden 

Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Com¬ 
mune. 

Bimbl. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Maremma. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 
BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 


BY  JAMES  PAYN. 


Lost  Sir  Massing- 
berd. 

A  Perfect  Trea¬ 
sure. 

Bentinck’s  T utor. 
Murphy’s  Master. 
A  County  Family. 
At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman’s  Ven¬ 
geance. 

Cecil’s  Tryst. 
Clyffards  of  ClyfTe 
The  Family  Scape¬ 
grace. 

Foster  Brothers. 
Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 
Walter's  Word. 
Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 
What  He  Cost  Her 
Humorous  Stories 
Gwendoline’s  Har¬ 
vest. 

£200  Reward. 


Like  Father,  Like 
Son. 

A  Marino  Resi¬ 
dence. 

Married  Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Not  Wooed,  but 
Won. 

Les3  Elack  that; 
We’re  Pair. ted. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

Carlyon’s  Year. 

A  Confldentla’ 
Agent. 

Some  Private 
Views. 

From  Exile. 

A  Grape  from  a 
Thorn. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit:  A  Memory. 

The  Canon  sWard 


BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  |  The  Foreigners 
Mrs.  Lancaster’s  Rival. 

Gerald. 


.BY  CHARLES  READE. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend 
Hard  Cash.  |  Peg  Woffington. 
Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Simpleton.  I  A  Woman-Hater. 

Readiana.  |  The  Jilt. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other 
Animals. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Her  Mother’s  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

Fairy  Water. 

The  Mystery  In  Palace  Gardens. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  JAMES  RU  NCI  MAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 

Grace  Balmaign’s  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

BY  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head. 

BY  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 

A  Levantine  Family. 

BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 

One  Against  the  World. 

Guy  Waterman. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

Two  Dreamers. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High  Mills. 

BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

The  Ring  o’  Bells. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

A  Match  In  the  Dark. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON, 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

Prince  Otto. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cresslda.  |  Proud  Malsle. 

The  Violin  Player. 

BY  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 

A  Fight  for  Life. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Frau  Frohmann. 

Marlon  Fay. 

Kept  in  the  Dark 

Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family. 

The  Land- Leaguers. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

John  Caldigate. 

By  FRANCES  ELEA  NOR  TROLLOPE 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness. 

Mabel’s  Progress. 

BY  J.T.  TROWBRIDGE. 
Fcrnell's  Folly. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  MARK  TWAIN. 

Tom  Sawyer. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent 
of  Europe. 

A  Tramp  Abroad 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 

Huckleberry  Finn. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 

What  She  Came  Through. 

The  Bride's  Pass. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legend® 
BY  LADY  WOOD. 

Sabina. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
Castaway.  |  The  Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 

Jeff  Briggs’s  Love  Story.  By  Bre* 
Harte. 

The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  By 

Bret  Harte. 

Mrs.  Gainsborough’s  Diamonds.  By 
Julian  Hawthorne. 

Kathleen  Mavourneen.  By  Author 
of  “  That  Lass  o’  Lowrie’s.” 
Lindsay's  Luck.  By  the  Author  of 
“  That  Lass  o’  Lowrie's.” 

Pretty  Polly  Pemberton.  By  the 
Author  of  ‘‘That  Lass  o’  Lowrie's.’' 
Trooping  with  Crows.  By  Mrs. 
Pirkis. 

The  Professor’s  Wife.  By  Leonard 
Graham. 

A  Double  Bond.  By  Linda  Villari. 
Esther’s  Glove.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 

Curly.  By  John  Coleman.  Illus¬ 
trated  by  J.  C.  Dollman. 

Beyond  the  Gates.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
An  Old  Maid’s  Paradise.  By  E. 

Phelps. 

Burglars  In  Paradise.  ByE.S. Phelps. 
Doom :  An  Atlantic  Episode.  By 
Justin  H.  MacCarthy,  M.P. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited  by 
Justin  H.  MacCarthy,  M.P. 

A  Barren  Title.  By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Wife  or  No  Wife  P  By  T.  W.  Speight, 
The  Silverado  Squatters.  By  R, 
Louis  Stevenson. 
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